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The Giant and the EIf

igh above the clouds stood a magical place called Calamity,
home to a young Giant named Gordo.

Gordo was enormous. Although he was still only a boy, he was
already bigger than most grown men. And he was growing faster
than anyone could believe.

His size was not the only thing that made Gordo hard to miss.
His voice rumbled like thunder. Even his whispers sounded like
storms to the people far below. If Gordo lost his temper, the
ground could shake. When he slept, people beneath the clouds
sometimes thought a storm was coming.

But it was only Gordo snoring.

And if you happened to be standing nearby when he shouted,
you might find yourself leaping right out of your boots.

Or even your shoes!

Among Giants, young ones usually lived with their brothers and
sisters. Together, they helped care for their parents, who often
lived nearby. Gordo lived with his little sister, Flaca, in a castle
made of clouds.
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Each week, the two of them traveled down to the land below
to visit their parents and grandmother. Their grandmother ran a
flower shop in Humungoville, a quiet retirement village beneath
Calamity.

Together, Gordo and Flaca were a whirlwind of fun and mis-
chief. Wherever they went, trouble was never far behind.

Far below the clouds, in the peaceful forest of Fairland, lived a
cheerful and magical elf named Elara.

She was no bigger than a mushroom, but her heart was as big
as the whole forest!

Elara loved helping others. She spent her days caring for birds,
rabbits, squirrels, and every other creature that needed her.
Sometimes, she even helped travelers passing through the forest.

Her little treehouse was always full of friends. They came for
her kindness, her company, and especially for a warm cup of her
famous Marshmallow Rainbow Soup.

It was a magical treat made with sweet-smelling candy cane
broth and tiny floating marshmallows. Elara could make it with a
wave of her wand and a little bit of special magic.

Everyone who knew Elara loved her.

In the middle of Fairland stood Jack’s Beanstalk. It stretched so
high into the clouds that it could be seen from miles away. Yet
most people never noticed it.

Thick trees hid the magical staircase that climbed its enormous
stalk. Only a few people could see the hidden path.

Jack’s Beanstalk was the only way to reach Calamity, high above
the clouds.

Elara’s days were peaceful. She spent them helping her friends
and caring for the forest.
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But little did she know, trouble was on its way from the skies
above.

It was a crisp autumn afternoon when Elara first heard the distant
rumble.

At first, she thought it was thunder.
Then the sky darkened.

The ground beneath her tiny feet began to tremble.
Elara looked up.

Something was coming through the clouds.
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A Giant.

Gordo stomped through the sky above the treetops, each step
sending a deep rumble through the forest.

Then his voice boomed down from above.

“GET OUT OF MY WAY, LITTLE ELF!”

Elara looked up at the enormous figure towering over the trees.

Then she calmly waved.

“Hello. I'm Elara. Is something troubling you today?”

Gordo stared down at her.

His face was red with frustration.

“Hello. I'm Gordo. My sister, Flaca, and | have been trying to find
the Thunderstone in the mountains, but it is so hard to find. And
it is so boring looking for it!”

He stomped his foot.

The ground shook.



THE GIANT AND THE ELF 5

“And don’t even get me started on my footsteps! They shake
everything around me!”

Elara smiled warmly.

“Anything worth doing requires effort,” she said.

She knew something important about the Thunderstone. The
more excited a person became, the more the stone could shake,
grow louder, or even fade away. To find it, you had to remain calm.

Gordo did not want to hear any of that.

“Where is your sister?” Elara asked.

“Flaca got tired,” Gordo grumbled. “She went to our grandmoth-
er's house for lunch and a nap.”

“It sounds as if you need a little help,” Elara said. “Perhaps you
could use some rest. Or maybe a friendly chat?”

Gordo rolled his eyes.

“I don't need a chat. | need the ground to stop shaking!”

His voice softened a little.

He crossed his arms.

“Fine. What do you suggest?”

Elara’s smile grew wider.

“How about you sit down, and | make you a cup of my Marsh-
mallow Rainbow Soup? It always helps me when | feel frustrated.”

Gordo stared at her.

“Marshmallow Rainbow Soup?”

“Yes,” said Elara.

“What is it?”

Elara’s eyes twinkled.

“Itiswarm and delicious. It has pieces of April Showersin a broth
of sunshine.”

Gordo gave her a peculiar look.
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He seemed to wonder whether this tiny elf had lost her senses.

Still, his curiosity got the better of him.

He slowly sat down on a large boulder.

CRACK!

The boulder broke beneath his weight.

Gordo looked down.

Elara looked at the broken rock.

“Well,” she said, “perhaps we will need a stronger chair next
time.”

Gordo blinked.

Then, despite himself, he laughed.

Elara quickly pulled out her magic kettle and began to brew the
soup. Sweet, comforting smells soon filled the air.

As she worked, she hummed softly.

Little by little, Gordo began to calm down.

When the soup was ready, Elara handed him a cup.

Gordo took a cautious sip.

He raised his eyebrows.

“Hmm,” he said. “It is actually kind of good.”

He took another sip.

Then another.

With every swallow, his gruff expression softened.

By the time he finished the last drop, his voice had become
much quieter.

“Thanks, EIf,” he said. “l didn't know something as simple as soup
could make me feel better.”

Elara smiled.

“Sometimes the simplest things are the best. It is good to slow
down once in a while.”
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Gordo thought about that.

Then he nodded.

“Thank you for helping me calm down. | think | am going to go
back and find that Thunderstone.”

He stood up.

“This time, | will be quiet and calm.”

Elara smiled.

“That sounds like a good plan.”

e ——

Weeks passed.

Autumn deepened. The air grew crisp, and even the Giants
began to settle down a little.

The leaves turned yellow, orange, red, and gold.

One bright morning, Gordo came down Jack’s Beanstalk with
wonderful news.

He had found the Thunderstone!

He had searched the mountains slowly and quietly, just as Elara
had suggested.

No stomping.

No shouting.

He had even hummed to himself, the way Elara hummed while
brewing her soup.

And there it was, resting between two rocks, glowing softly in
the morning light.

“The calmer | stayed, the easier it was to find!” he told Elara
proudly, in the quietest voice a Giant can manage.
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Elara smiled.

“You see? Anything worth doing requires effort. And a little
calm.”

But Giants do what Giants do. Gordo was still as loud and
mischievous as ever.

Even so, he began visiting Fairland more often.

He had discovered that he liked Elara’s simple, magical ways.
With every visit, his booming voice softened a little. His quick
temper became easier to control.

The peaceful stillness Elara carried seemed to rub off on him.

The storm inside Gordo did not disappear completely.

He still liked to stomp.

He still liked to bellow.

But each time he visited Elara, the storm became a little quieter.

One afternoon, as winter winds began to blow, Elara crouched
beside a group of bushes and gathered acorns for the squirrels.

The forest seemed to sigh beneath the weight of the coming
winter. Nearly bare branches swayed gently in the breeze.

Suddenly, Elara heard a rustling sound.

She turned.

Flaca was struggling to stand after tripping over a large rock.

“Flaca! Are you all right?”

Elara hurried over.

Flaca winced as she sat up and held her knee.

“I'm fine,” she said. “It is only a scrape.”

She sighed.

“Gordo always runs ahead and never waits for me.”
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Elara gently cleaned the scrape and rubbed a soothing salve
over it.

“There you go,” she said. “All better.”

Then she tied a small cloth around Flaca’s knee.

Just then, Gordo appeared in the distance.

“FLACA!" he shouted. “ARE YOU HURT?"

Flaca gave him a weak smile.

“I'm fine. Elara helped me.”

Gordo hurried over.

His voice became much quieter.

“Thanks, EIf,” he said. “I guess | don't say it enough, but | really
appreciate your help.”

Elara smiled at him. It was such a warm, wonderful smile that
Gordo opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out.

“My name is Elara.”

Gordo blinked.
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“There is no need to thank me, Gordo,” said Elara. “I am always
here for my friends.”

For a moment, Gordo stared down at her. He was so much taller
than the little elf.

I am Elara’s friend.

Somehow, standing beside Elara made him feel smaller in a
good way. He liked her kind words.

Then he remembered how he used to scare everyone away with
his loud voice and quick temper.

But Elara was not afraid of him. For the first time in a long while,
Gordo felt calm.

His chest felt lighter.

The storm inside him did not feel quite so strong.

Something warm had begun to grow inside him.

It was not the warmth of soup.

It was something softer.

Something new.

As Flaca rose to her feet, Gordo gave her a playful shove.

“You really ought to keep up, little sister.”

Flaca laughed.

“I'll try, big brother.”

She pushed him back.

Gordo pretended to stumble.

Flaca laughed harder.

Soon, Elara was laughing too.

The three friends walked side by side through the forest.

The air felt warmer, even though winter was approaching.

For the first time, it seemed as if the storm in Gordo's heart had
almost completely disappeared.
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Winter arrived.

The animals of Fairland prepared for the cold months ahead.
The wind grew sharper, the trees lost their leaves, and soon snow
covered the ground.

Elara stayed busy helping her friends.

She visited the older elves and brought them meals. She taught
them how to knit and played games with them when they felt
lonely.

She gathered extra food for the rabbits and tucked it into cozy
places where they could find it beneath the snow.

She cared for the woodpeckers by gently stroking their feathers
and massaging their beaks.

She was even knitting warm sweaters for the twin squirrels, who
complained constantly about being cold.

And, of course, Elara continued making her famous Marshmal-
low Rainbow Soup.

Tiny marshmallows floated like little clouds on its surface. The
warm soup melted away the chill and made everyone feel a little
happier.

One snowy afternoon, Elara was running through the Badlands,
a wide, windy plain just beyond the forest.

Snow fell faster and faster.

The wind blew so hard that it was difficult to see.
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Elara carried a full pack of supplies on her back, but she was a
fast runner. Even as the snow piled into deep drifts, she moved
quickly through the storm.

Then she stopped.

Up ahead, someone was walking in circles.

It was Gordo.

He looked frustrated.

“Gordo! What are you doing out here?” Elara called.

Gordo turned.

“l was visiting my mother,” he said. His face was red from the
cold. “But now | am lost. | cannot find my way back to Jack’s
Beanstalk.”

He looked around at the falling snow.

“lam freezing. | am hungry. And I might not make it home before
dark.”

TR
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Elara’s heart went out to him.

“Don't worry, Gordo. | will help you find your way.”

She slowed down and walked beside him.

The ground was icy, and she made sure he did not slip.

They continued through the snow.

Slowly, the landscape began to look familiar.

Gordo's spirits lifted.

“Thanks, Elara,” he said. “I don’'t know what | would have done
without you.”

Elara smiled.

“That is what friends do. We help each other.”

By the time they reached the edge of the forest, the snow had
slowed to a gentle fall.

Gordo was safe.

His heart felt lighter.

He pulled Elara into a huge bear hug.

“You're the best, Elara!”

Elara laughed.

“Be safe.”

Gordo gave her a careful wave and headed toward Jack’s
Beanstalk.

This time, he knew exactly where he was going.

e ——

Winter finally ended.
Spring arrived, bringing sunshine, fresh flowers, and the eager
return of the forest creatures.
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The squirrels, especially, were ready to come out and play.

One beautiful spring afternoon, Elara walked through the for-
est, enjoying the sunshine and the cool breeze.

The creatures were only beginning to stir. The weather was still
changing from winter to spring, and the forest was quiet.

Elara crossed the Bridge of Ancients and entered the sacred
hollow.

Then she heard a loud, anguished roar.

“HELP!”

Elara froze.

She knew that voice.

“Gordo!”

She rushed toward the sound.

There he was.

Gordo's foot was trapped in a thick vine trap.

The trap had been set by the fearsome Gorgon sisters, three
terrifying serpent creatures who lived near the forest.

“Help!” Gordo cried. “The Gorgons are coming! They want to eat
me!”
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Elara’s heart began to race.

She turned.

In the river, she saw the Gorgons' reflections.

Three horrible heads.

Slithering snake-like hair.

And eyes that could turn anyone who looked directly at them
into stone.

The Gorgons were moving straight toward Gordo.

He was right to be afraid.

Elara knew she had to act quickly.

She looked around.
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A large rock lay nearby.

Elara grabbed it and threw it as hard as she could in the oppo-
site direction.

THUD!

The noise echoed through the hollow.

The Gorgons turned toward the sound.

For a moment, they were distracted.

That was all the time Elara needed.

She dashed to Gordo's trapped foot.

Her sharp little knife flashed in the sunlight.

Snip!

Snip!

Snip!

The vines fell away.

Gordo was free.

“Thank you, Elara!” he said, breathing hard. “I didn't think | was
going to make it!”

The Gorgons turned back, but their prey was gone.

With angry hisses, they slithered away into the depths of the
forest.

Elara gave Gordo a quick smile.

“No need to thank me. | couldn't let those mean snakes have
you for lunch!”

Gordo slowly stood.

He was still a little wobbly, but he was safe.

He looked down at Elara with a grateful smile.

“You're something else, EIf.”

Elara raised an eyebrow.

“My name is Elara.”
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Gordo smiled.

“You've saved me more than once. | guess | have learned a lot
from you.”

Elara smiled back.

“Sometimes the smallest actions make the biggest difference.”

She placed her hands on her hips.

“Just remember, kindness goes a long way.”

Gordo nodded.

“Even for Giants?”

“Especially for Giants,” Elara replied.

Gordo's smile grew.

“You've taught me that, Elara. And | will never forget it.”

As the sun began to set, Gordo and Elara walked side by side
through the forest.

Gordo glanced toward the sky.

“Soon, summer will be here, and it will be too hot to go outside.
Then fall will come around again.”

He grinned.

“And I'll be back to causing mischief!”

Elara chuckled.

“l can hear you thinking, Gordo.”

Gordo's eyes sparkled.

“That is just how loud my brain is!”

They both laughed.

They had faced many challenges together.

They had helped each other through storms, snow, scrapes,
and even Gorgons.

And along the way, they had learned a few important things.
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No matter how big or small you are, kindness can make a
difference.

No matter how frightening a challenge may seem, courage can
help you face it.

And when everyone works together, even the smallest person
can help change the world.

Because kindness and courage can defeat even the greatest
odds.

And everyone, no matter their size, has the power to make the
world a better place.
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El Gigante y el Elfo

uy arriba, sobre las nubes, se alzaba un lugar magico lla-
mado Calamity, hogar de un joven Gigante llamado Gordo.

Gordo era enorme. Aunque todavia era solo un nifio, ya era
mas grande que la mayoria de los hombres adultos. Y crecia mas
rapido de lo que nadie podia creer.

Su tamafio no era lo Unico que hacia dificil no notar a Gordo.
Su voz retumbaba como un trueno. Hasta sus susurros sonaban
como tormentas para la gente de alla abajo. Si Gordo perdia la
paciencia, el suelo podia temblar. Cuando dormia, la gente bajo
las nubes a veces pensaba que se acercaba una tormenta.

Pero solo era Gordo roncando.

Y si te encontrabas cerca cuando gritaba, podias salir saltando
de tus botas.

iO hasta de tus zapatos!

Entre los Gigantes, los jovenes solian vivir con sus hermanos y
hermanas. Juntos, ayudaban a cuidar a sus padres, que a menudo
vivian cerca. Gordo vivia con su hermanita, Flaca, en un castillo
hecho de nubes.
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Cada semana, los dos bajaban a la tierra de abajo para visitar
a sus padres y a su abuela. Su abuela tenia una floreria en Hu-
mungoville, un tranquilo pueblo de retiro debajo de Calamity.

Juntos, Gordo y Flaca eran un torbellino de diversién y traves-
uras. Dondequiera que iban, los problemas nunca andaban lejos.

Muy abajo, bajo las nubes, en el pacifico bosque de Fairland,
vivia una elfa alegre y magica llamada Elara.

No era mas grande que un hongo, jpero su corazon era tan
grande como todo el bosque!

A Elara le encantaba ayudar a los demas. Pasaba sus dias
cuidando pajaros, conejos, ardillas y a toda criatura que la nece-
sitara. A veces, incluso ayudaba a los viajeros que pasaban por el
bosque.

Su pequefa casita del arbol siempre estaba llena de amigos.
Venian por su bondad, por su compaiiia y, sobre todo, por una
taza calientita de su famosa Sopa Arcoiris de Malvaviscos.

Era un manjar magico hecho con un caldo de bastén de carame-
lo de dulce aroma y pequefios malvaviscos flotantes. Elara podia
prepararla con un movimiento de su varita y un poquito de magia
especial.

Todos los que conocian a Elara la querian.

En el centro de Fairland se alzaba el Frijol Magico de Jack. Se es-
tiraba tan alto entre las nubes que podia verse desde kilémetros
de distancia. Y aun asi, casi nadie lo notaba.

Arboles espesos escondian la escalera magica que subia por su
enorme tallo. Solo unas pocas personas podian ver el sendero
oculto.

El Frijol Magico de Jack era el Unico camino para llegar a Calami-
ty, muy por encima de las nubes.
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Los dias de Elara eran tranquilos. Los pasaba ayudando a sus
amigos y cuidando el bosque.

Pero lo que ella no sabia era que los problemas venian en
camino desde el cielo.

Era una fresca tarde de otofio cuando Elara escuché por
primera vez el estruendo lejano.

Al principio, pensé que era un trueno.

Entonces el cielo se oscurecid.

El suelo bajo sus diminutos pies comenzd a temblar.

Elara levantd la vista.

Algo venia atravesando las nubes.

Un Gigante.

Gordo avanzaba a pisotones por el cielo, sobre las copas de los
arboles, y cada paso enviaba un profundo retumbo por el bosque.

Entonces su voz trond desde lo alto.

—iFUERA DE MI CAMINO, PEQUERNA ELFA!

Elara mir6 hacia arriba, a la enorme figura que se alzaba sobre
los arboles.

Entonces saludé con calma.

—Hola. Soy Elara. ¢Te pasa algo hoy?

Gordo la miré fijamente desde arriba.

Tenia la cara roja de frustracion.

—Hola. Soy Gordo. Mi hermana Flacay yo hemos estado tratan-
do de encontrar la Piedra del Trueno en las montafias, pero es
muy dificil de encontrar. ;Y es muy aburrido buscarla!

Pisoted el suelo.

La tierra temblo.

—iY ni me hables de mis pasos! jHacen temblar todo a mi
alrededor!
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Elara sonri6 con calidez.

—Todo lo que vale la pena requiere esfuerzo —dijo.

Ella sabia algo importante sobre la Piedra del Trueno. Cuanto
mas se emocionaba una persona, mas podia sacudirse la piedra,
volverse mas ruidosa o incluso desvanecerse. Para encontrarla,
habia que mantener la calma.

Gordo no queria escuchar nada de eso.

—:Ddnde esta tu hermana? —pregunto Elara.

—Flaca se cans6é —refunfufid Gordo—. Se fue a la casa de
nuestra abuela a almorzar y dormir una siesta.

—Parece que te vendria bien un poco de ayuda —dijo Elara—.
Tal vez necesitas descansar. ;O quiza una charla amistosa?

Gordo puso los ojos en blanco.

—No necesito una charla. jNecesito que el suelo deje de tem-
blar!

Su voz se suaviz6 un poquito.

Cruzd los brazos.

—Esta bien. ;Qué sugieres?

La sonrisa de Elara se hizo mas grande.

—¢:Qué tal site sientasy te preparo una taza de mi Sopa Arcoiris
de Malvaviscos? Siempre me ayuda cuando me siento frustrada.

Gordo la miré fijamente.

—¢Sopa Arcoiris de Malvaviscos?

—Si —dijo Elara.

—/Qué es eso?

Los ojos de Elara brillaron.

—Es calientita y deliciosa. Tiene pedacitos de Lluvias de Abril en
un caldo de rayos de sol.

Gordo le lanzé una mirada extrafia.
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Parecia preguntarse si aquella pequefia elfa habia perdido el
juicio.

Aun asi, la curiosidad pudo mas.

Se sentd despacio sobre una gran roca.

iCRAC!

La roca se rompio bajo su peso.

Gordo mird hacia abajo.

Elara mird la roca rota.

—Bueno —dijo—, quiza la préxima vez necesitemos una silla
mas fuerte.

Gordo parpaded.

Entonces, sin poder evitarlo, se rié.

Elara saco rapidamente su tetera magica y comenzo a preparar
la sopa. Pronto, aromas dulces y reconfortantes llenaron el aire.

Mientras trabajaba, tarareaba suavemente.

Poco a poco, Gordo empezd a calmarse.

Cuando la sopa estuvo lista, Elara le entregd una taza.

Gordo dio un sorbo con cuidado.

Levanté las cejas.

—Mmm —dijo—. La verdad, esta bastante buena.

Dio otro sorbo.

Y luego otro.

Con cada trago, su expresion grufiona se suavizaba.

Para cuando termind la ultima gota, su voz se habia vuelto
mucho mas baja.

—Gracias, Elfa —dijo—. No sabia que algo tan simple como una
sopa podia hacerme sentir mejor.

Elara sonrid.
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—A veces, las cosas mas simples son las mejores. Es bueno ir
mas despacio de vez en cuando.

Gordo lo penso.

Luego asintio.

—Gracias por ayudarme a calmarme. Creo que voy a volver a
buscar esa Piedra del Trueno.

Se puso de pie.

—Esta vez, estaré callado y tranquilo.

Elara sonrid.

—NMe parece un buen plan.

Pasaron las semanas.

El otofio se hizo mas profundo. El aire se volvio6 fresco, y hasta
los Gigantes comenzaron a calmarse un poco.

Las hojas se volvieron amarillas, naranjas, rojas y doradas.

Una mafana luminosa, Gordo bajo por el Frijol Magico de Jack
con una noticia maravillosa.

iHabia encontrado la Piedra del Trueno!

Habia buscado en las montafias despacio y en silencio, tal como
Elara le habia sugerido.

Sin pisotones.

Sin gritos.

Hasta habia tarareado para si mismo, igual que Elara tarareaba
mientras preparaba su sopa.

Y alli estaba, descansando entre dos rocas, brillando suave-
mente bajo la luz de la mafiana.

—iCuanto mas tranquilo estaba, mas facil era encontrarlal —le
contd a Elara con orgullo, en la voz mas bajita que un Gigante
puede lograr.

Elara sonrid.
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—¢Ves? Todo lo que vale la pena requiere esfuerzo. Y un poco
de calma.

Pero los Gigantes hacen lo que hacen los Gigantes. Gordo
seguia tan ruidoso y travieso como siempre.

Aun asi, empez0 a visitar Fairland mas seguido.

Habia descubierto que le gustaban las maneras simples y mag-
icas de Elara. Con cada visita, su voz atronadora se suavizaba un
poco. Su mal genio se volvia mas facil de controlar.

La tranquila serenidad que Elara llevaba consigo parecia con-
tagiarsele.

La tormenta dentro de Gordo no desaparecié por completo.

Todavia le gustaba pisotear.

Todavia le gustaba bramar.

Pero cada vez que visitaba a Elara, la tormenta se volvia un poco
mas silenciosa.

Una tarde, cuando los vientos del invierno comenzaban a so-
plar, Elara estaba agachada junto a unos arbustos, recogiendo
bellotas para las ardillas.

El bosque parecia suspirar bajo el peso del invierno que se
acercaba. Las ramas casi desnudas se mecian suavemente con la
brisa.

De pronto, Elara escuché un crujido.

Se dio la vuelta.

Flaca luchaba por levantarse después de tropezar con una gran
roca.

—iFlaca! ;Estas bien?

Elara corrid hacia ella.

Flaca hizo una mueca mientras se sentaba y se sujetaba la
rodilla.
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—Estoy bien —dijo—. Es solo un raspon.

Suspiro.

—Gordo siempre corre adelante y nunca me espera.

Elara limpidé con cuidado el raspén y le aplicdé un ungltento
calmante.

—Listo —dijo—. Ya estas mejor.

Luego le até un pequefio pafiuelo alrededor de la rodilla.

Justo entonces, Gordo aparecié a lo lejos.

—iFLACA! —grit6—. ;ESTAS HERIDA?

Flaca le dio una sonrisa débil.

—Estoy bien. Elara me ayudo.

Gordo se acercé de prisa.

Su voz se volvié mucho mas baja.

—Gracias, Elfa —dijo—. Supongo que no lo digo lo suficiente,
pero de verdad agradezco tu ayuda.

Elara le sonri6. Fue una sonrisa tan calida y maravillosa que
Gordo abrio la boca para hablar, pero no le salieron las palabras.

—Me llamo Elara.

Gordo parpaded.

—No tienes que agradecerme, Gordo —dijo Elara—. Siempre
estaré aqui para mis amigos.

Por un momento, Gordo la mir6 desde arriba. Era muchisimo
mas alto que la pequenfa elfa.

Soy amigo de Elara.

De alguna manera, estar junto a Elara lo hacia sentirse pe-
gueio, pero de una buena manera. Le gustaban sus palabras
amables.

Entonces recordd cémo antes asustaba a todos con su voz
fuerte y su mal genio.
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Pero Elara no le tenia miedo. Por primera vez en mucho tiempo,
Gordo se sintié tranquilo.

Su pecho se sentia mas liviano.

La tormenta dentro de él ya no se sentia tan fuerte.

Algo calido habia comenzado a crecer en su interior.

No era el calor de la sopa.

Era algo mas suave.

Algo nuevo.

Cuando Flaca se puso de pie, Gordo le dio un empujon
jugueton.

—Deberias apurarte, hermanita.

Flaca se rid.

—Lo intentaré, hermanote.

Ella lo empujo de vuelta.

Gordo fingio tropezar.

Flaca se ri6 mas fuerte.

Pronto, Elara también se estaba riendo.

Los tres amigos caminaron lado a lado por el bosque.

El aire se sentia mas calido, aunque el invierno se acercaba.

Por primera vez, parecia que la tormenta en el corazén de
Gordo casi habia desaparecido por completo.

Llegd el invierno.

Los animales de Fairland se preparaban para los meses frios. El
viento se volvid mas cortante, los arboles perdieron sus hojas, y
pronto la nieve cubri6 el suelo.

Elara se mantenia ocupada ayudando a sus amigos.

Visitaba a los elfos mayores y les llevaba comida. Les ensefiaba
a tejer y jugaba con ellos cuando se sentian solos.



28 ). P. SAN

Reunia comida extra para los conejos y la escondia en rincones
acogedores donde pudieran encontrarla bajo la nieve.

Cuidaba a los pajaros carpinteros acariciando suavemente sus
plumas y masajeando sus picos.

Hasta estaba tejiendo suéteres calientitos para las ardillas
gemelas, que se quejaban constantemente del frio.

Y, por supuesto, Elara seguia preparando su famosa Sopa Ar-
coiris de Malvaviscos.

Pequefios malvaviscos flotaban como nubecitas en su superfi-
cie. La sopa calientita derretia el frio y hacia que todos se sintieran
un poco mas felices.

Una tarde nevada, Elara corria por las Tierras Baldias, una lla-
nura amplia y ventosa justo mas alla del bosque.

La nieve caia cada vez mas rapido.

El viento soplaba tan fuerte que era dificil ver.

Elara llevaba una mochila llena de provisiones en la espalda,
pero era una corredora veloz. Aun cuando la nieve se acumulaba
en grandes montones, ella avanzaba rapido a través de la tor-
menta.

Entonces se detuvo.

Mas adelante, alguien caminaba en circulos.

Era Gordo.

Se veia frustrado.

—iGordo! ¢Qué haces aqui afuera? —llam¢ Elara.

Gordo se dio la vuelta.

—Estaba visitando a mi mama —dijo. Tenia la cara roja por
el frio—. Pero ahora estoy perdido. No encuentro el camino de
regreso al Frijol Magico de Jack.

Miré la nieve que caia a su alrededor.
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—Me estoy congelando. Tengo hambre. Y quiza no llegue a casa
antes de que anochezca.

El corazén de Elara se conmovio.

—No te preocupes, Gordo. Yo te ayudaré a encontrar el camino.

Bajo el paso y camind junto a él.

El suelo estaba helado, y ella se asegurd de que no se resbalara.

Siguieron avanzando por la nieve.

Poco a poco, el paisaje comenzd a verse familiar.

El dnimo de Gordo se levanto.

—Gracias, Elara —dijo—. No sé qué habria hecho sin ti.

Elara sonrid.

—Para eso estan los amigos. Nos ayudamos unos a otros.

Para cuando llegaron al borde del bosque, la nieve habia bajado
a una caida suave.

Gordo estaba a salvo.

Su corazon se sentia mas liviano.

Envolvid a Elara en un gran abrazo de oso.

—iEres la mejor, Elaral!

Elara se rio.

—Cuidate.

Gordo se despidié con un gesto cuidadoso y se encaminé hacia
el Frijol Magico de Jack.

Esta vez, sabia exactamente addnde iba.

El invierno por fin termind.

Llegd la primavera, trayendo sol, flores frescas y el ansioso
regreso de las criaturas del bosque.

Las ardillas, sobre todo, estaban listas para salir a jugar.

Una hermosa tarde de primavera, Elara caminaba por el
bosque, disfrutando del sol y de la brisa fresca.
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Las criaturas apenas comenzaban a despertar. El clima todavia
estaba cambiando del invierno a la primavera, y el bosque estaba
en silencio.

Elara cruzo el Puente de los Antiguos y entr6 en la hondonada
sagrada.

Entonces escuch6 un rugido fuerte y angustiado.

—iAYUDA!

Elara se quedd helada.

Conocia esa voz.

—iGordo!

Corri6 hacia el sonido.

Alli estaba.

El pie de Gordo estaba atrapado en una gruesa trampa de
lianas.

La trampa habia sido colocada por las temibles Hermanas
Gorgonas, tres aterradoras criaturas con forma de serpiente que
vivian cerca del bosque.

—ijAyuda! —gritd Gordo—. jLas Gorgonas vienen! jQuieren
comerme!

El corazén de Elara comenz6 a latir con fuerza.

Se dio la vuelta.

En el rio, vio los reflejos de las Gorgonas.

Tres cabezas horribles.

Cabellos que se retorcian como serpientes.

Y ojos que podian convertir en piedra a cualquiera que los
mirara directamente.

Las Gorgonas avanzaban directo hacia Gordo.

Tenia razdén en estar asustado.

Elara sabia que tenia que actuar rapido.
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Miré a su alrededor.

Habia una gran roca cerca.

Elara la agarré y la lanz6 con todas sus fuerzas en la direccion
opuesta.

iPUM!

El ruido resoné por la hondonada.

Las Gorgonas se giraron hacia el sonido.

Por un momento, se distrajeron.

Era todo el tiempo que Elara necesitaba.

Corrio hasta el pie atrapado de Gordo.

Su pequefio cuchillo afilado brill6 bajo el sol.

iSnip!

iSnip!

iSnip!

Las lianas cayeron.

Gordo estaba libre.

—iGracias, Elara! —dijo, respirando con fuerza—. jPensé que no
iba a lograrlo!

Las Gorgonas se dieron la vuelta, pero su presa ya no estaba.

Con siseos furiosos, se deslizaron hacia lo profundo del bosque.

Elara le dedic6 a Gordo una sonrisa rapida.

—No tienes que agradecerme. iNo iba a dejar que esas serpi-
entes malvadas te tuvieran de almuerzo!

Gordo se levanté despacio.

Todavia estaba un poco tambaleante, pero estaba a salvo.

Miré a Elara con una sonrisa agradecida.

—Eres increible, Elfa.

Elara levantd una ceja.

—Me llamo Elara.
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Gordo sonrié.

—Me has salvado mas de una vez. Supongo que he aprendido
mucho de ti.

Elara le devolvio la sonrisa.

—A veces, las acciones mas pequefias hacen la mayor diferen-
cia.

Puso las manos en la cintura.

—Solo recuerda: la bondad llega muy lejos.

Gordo asintio.

—¢Incluso para los Gigantes?

—Especialmente para los Gigantes —respondi6 Elara.

La sonrisa de Gordo se hizo mas grande.

—TuU me ensefaste eso, Elara. Y nunca lo olvidaré.

Mientras el sol comenzaba a ponerse, Gordo y Elara caminaron
lado a lado por el bosque.

Gordo mird hacia el cielo.

—Pronto llegara el verano, y hara demasiado calor para salir.
Luego volvera el otofio.

Sonrid con picardia.

—iY yo volveré a hacer travesuras!

Elara solt6 una risita.

—Puedo oirte pensar, Gordo.

Los ojos de Gordo brillaron.

—iEs que mi cerebro es muy ruidoso!

Los dos se rieron.

Habian enfrentado muchos desafios juntos.

Se habian ayudado a través de tormentas, nieve, raspones y
hasta Gorgonas.

Y en el camino, habian aprendido algunas cosas importantes.
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No importa qué tan grande o pequefio seas, la bondad puede
hacer la diferencia.

No importa qué tan aterrador parezca un desafio, el valor
puede ayudarte a enfrentarlo.

Y cuando todos trabajan juntos, hasta la persona mas pequefia
puede ayudar a cambiar el mundo.

Porque la bondad y el valor pueden vencer incluso las dificul-
tades mas grandes.

Y todos, sin importar su tamafio, tienen el poder de hacer del
mundo un lugar mejor.





