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On a little farm with a red barn, a girl named Lily lived with
her family. She was eight years old, with warm light-brown
skin and chestnut-brown hair that fell to her shoulders.
Freckles dotted her nose and cheeks, and her round hazel eyes
missed nothing. She loved to watch the sky and the fields, and
she kept a sketchbook and coloured pencils in her small
leather satchel, always ready to draw.
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All winter long, Lily waited for spring. She wore her mustard-
yellow cardigan and denim overall dress, and her red rubber
boots splashed through puddles. Snow covered the fields, and
the barn was quiet. But Lily knew that spring always follows
winter. She watched the calendar on the kitchen wall and
counted the days until the world turned green again.
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One morning in early spring, Lily heard a sweet, twittering
song above the barn. She ran outside in her red boots and
looked up. Two barn swallows swooped through the air! Their
backs shone steel-blue, their throats glowed rusty-orange, and
their long forked tails flicked as they flew. 'You're back!' Lily
cheered, her hazel eyes shining. 'I waited all winter for you!"

3




The swallows had flown far away to warmer lands, but now
they returned to build their nest. Lily watched them gather
mud and grass. They worked together, carrying bits and pieces
to a corner of the barn. 'What busy birds you are!' Lily said.
She sat on an upturned bucket and began to draw them in her
sketchbook, her small hands moving quickly with coloured
pencils.




Every day after school, Lily visited the barn. She wore her
mustard cardigan and carried her satchel. The swallows grew
used to her quiet steps. Soon there were tiny eggs in the nest,
and then fluffy chicks with wide-open beaks. Lily drew each
stage in her sketchbook, adding notes in her careful
handwriting. 'l want to remember every single thing,' she
whispered.



As spring turned to summer, Lily had a wonderful idea. She
would make a calendar of her own, one that showed the
seasons and the swallows. She found a big sheet of paper and
drew four boxes, one for each season. In the spring box, she
drew the swallows arriving. She marked the day they came
back with a bright red circle. It was the most important day of
the year.




Summer days were warm and golden. The swallow chicks
grew strong and learned to fly. Lily drew the green fields and
the swallows swooping over the barn. She added a picture of
herself in her overall dress, watching them with a happy smile.
‘You're getting so big!' she told the chicks. They chirped as if
they understood, and Lily laughed out loud.
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One afternoon, Lily noticed the swallows gathering in a long
line on the barn roof. They twittered softly, as if they were
talking about a journey. 'Are you leaving?' Lily asked, her voice
a little sad. She knew that autumn was coming, and the
swallows would fly away to warmer places. She felt a lump in
her throat, but she knew it was part of nature's plan.
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On the day the swallows left, Lily stood in the field and waved.
'Fly safely!" she called. 'T'll be here when you come back!' The
birds rose high into the sky, their forked tails streaming behind
them. Lily watched until they were tiny specks. Then she went
inside and marked the day on her calendar with a small blue
star. She felt grateful for the time they had shared.
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Autumn arrived with crisp leaves and cool winds. Lily wore her
mustard cardigan and walked through the fields, collecting
golden leaves. She drew them in her calendar, adding a picture
of the empty nest in the barn. 'The nest will be waiting,' she
told herself. 'And so will I.' She felt a warm hope inside her
heart, even as the days grew shorter.
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Winter came, and snow covered the farm again. Lily sat by the
window with her sketchbook, drawing the quiet white world.
She looked at her calendar and remembered the swallows'
visit. 'Spring will come,' she said softly. ‘And the swallows will
return.' She added new drawings to her calendar: snowflakes,
bare trees, and a small picture of the swallows in the corner, to
keep her company.
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One cold morning, Lily's mother pointed out the window.
'Look!" she said. Lily's hazel eyes grew wide. On the branch
outside, a single swallow sat, its rusty-orange throat puffed up
against the cold. It was too early for spring! "You came back
early!"' Lily whispered. She knew this swallow had traveled a
long way. She felt a thrill of joy and a little worry for the brave
bird.




The next day, more swallows arrived, and the air filled with
their happy twittering. Spring had truly come. Lily rushed to
her calendar and drew the swallows returning, adding a bright
yellow sun. She marked the day with a big red circle. "You
made it!' she cheered. The swallows swooped over the barn as
if to say hello, and Lily felt thankful for every single one.
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As the years passed, Lily's calendar grew and grew. Each
season had its own page, filled with drawings and memories.
She marked the day the swallows arrived and the day they
flew away. She drew spring flowers, summer sun, autumn
leaves, and winter snow. Her calendar became a beautiful
record of nature's rhythm, and she loved to look back at all the
happy times.




Lily learned that nature has its own special rhythm. Spring
always follows winter, and the birds always return. She
learned to be patient and to notice the small changes each
season brings. Her sketchbook and calendar were full of
pictures, but more than that, they were full of happy
memories. She felt thankful for every season and every
swallow that graced her little farm.
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Now Lily is a little older, but she still watches the sky every
spring. She still wears her mustard cardigan and carries her
satchel. And when the barn swallows return, she cheers and
marks the day on her calendar. "Welcome home,' she calls. The
swallows swoop and twitter, and Lily smiles, knowing that
nature's rhythm will always bring them back to her.
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