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Jalca  Grande  was  a  cozy  village  nestled

between rolling green hills. Young Leo, with his

bright,  curious  eyes,  loved  listening  to  the

elders' stories by the crackling fire. Tonight, old

Grandma Elena told a tale of a mysterious veiled

figure who appeared on lonely roads.
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One  afternoon,  as  Leo  explored  a  quiet,

winding path,  he spotted her!  A tall,  shadowy

figure in a long cloak, her face hidden by a veil,

seemed to glide silently among the trees. Leo's

heart  did  a  little  flip-flop,  but  mostly,  he  felt

curious about the mysterious visitor.
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Back  in  the  village,  hushed whispers  filled

the air. Villagers gathered in small groups, their

eyes wide with playful worry, talking about the

'Jalca Grande Night Visitor.' They described bony

hands and long, nail-like fingers, but always with

a twinkle in their eyes, as if it were a fun secret.
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That  night,  tucked  snugly  in  his  bed,  Leo

couldn't  stop  thinking  about  the  mysterious

figure. He decided he wasn't scared; he wanted

to know more! With a determined sparkle in his

eye, he vowed to uncover the truth behind the

village legend.
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Suddenly,  Leo  stirred  awake.  He  felt  a

gentle, feathery pressure on his chest, like a very

light blanket had been placed there. A shadowy

shape  hovered  briefly  by  his  window,  then

disappeared as quickly as it came, leaving only a

hint of moonlight behind.
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The  next  morning,  Leo  gasped!  On  his

bedroom  wall,  amidst  his  drawings,  were  five

perfect,  playful  swirls,  like  tiny,  whimsical  claw

marks. They looked more like a secret message

or  a  funny  doodle  than  something  scary  or

menacing.
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Leo gathered his courage and a small basket

of sweet berries from his garden. He decided to

leave  a  friendly  offering  near  the  lonely  path,

hoping to entice the mysterious visitor to reveal

herself. Maybe she was just hungry or needed a

friend!
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He  waited,  hidden  behind  a  big,  cheerful

sunflower,  peeking  out  shyly.  Soon,  the  veiled

figure  appeared,  her  movements  graceful  and

quiet. She picked up a berry, her long, slender

fingers  surprisingly  delicate.  Leo  took  a  deep

breath and bravely stepped out from his hiding

spot.

Generated By www.genstory.app

https://www.genstory.app/


RUBEN ARTURO URIOL OLIVARES

9

The  figure  paused,  then  slowly,  playfully,

lifted her veil.  Instead of a scary witch, a kind,

crinkly-eyed old woman smiled at Leo, her face

full  of  warmth  and  a  touch  of  mischief.  Her

'bony' hands were just thin from old age,  and

her long nails were simply well-kept.
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The old woman, named Elara, explained she

loved the quiet night and sometimes left  little

'art marks' on walls as a friendly greeting. The

'heavy feeling' was just her enjoying a peaceful

moment  nearby.  Leo  laughed,  realizing  the

legend  was  a  wonderful,  playful

misunderstanding. From then on, Elara was Jalca

Grande's  beloved,  slightly  quirky,  night  artist,

and a new friend.
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