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On a soft moonlit night, a boy named Sam sat by his window.

His yellow shirt glowed in the silver light, and his blue overall

shorts were still dusty from play. A tiny light blinked far away,

past the garden wall. "What is that?" Sam whispered, his big

brown eyes wide with curiosity. Something wonderful was

waiting out there.
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Sam clipped his small silver flashlight to his pocket and tiptoed

outside. The grass felt cool and tickly under his red sneakers.

The light blinked again, soft and green, like a friendly wink.

His heart went thump, thump, thump. He followed the glow

down the path, past the sleeping flowers, all the way to a quiet

pond.
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The pond shimmered under the moon like a giant silver plate.

And there, on a smooth wet stone, sat a little frog about the

size of Sam's palm. Its bright-green skin glowed softly, shining

through like a tiny lantern. Its big round amber eyes blinked

once, twice. The frog smiled a gentle, friendly smile.
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"Hello," said Sam, crouching low. "Why do you glow?" The

little frog tilted its head and hopped closer. "I am Pip," it said

in a tiny, bubbly voice. "The moonlight fills me up, and I shine

it back!" Sam's cheeks went round with a huge grin. A talking,

glowing frog! He had a hundred questions already.
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Pip hopped to the pond's edge. "Do you want to see

something?" it asked. Sam nodded so fast his curly dark-brown

hair bounced. Pip gave a little kick, and the water rippled in

rings of light. "Look closely," said Pip. Sam leaned in, his nose

almost touching the water, the tiny freckle on his nose shining

in the glow.
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Down in the clear water, smooth stones glittered like lost stars.

Some were pink, some were blue, and some were as gold as

honey. "How did they get so shiny?" Sam asked. "The water

polishes them," Pip said. "Every ripple helps. It takes a long,

long time, but the pond is very patient." Sam thought that was

the best answer he had ever heard.
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Pip hopped onto Sam's hand, its feet cool and soft. "Hold on,"

it said. They went around the pond, step by step, looking

closely at everything. Sam saw tiny shells, curled leaves, and a

spider's web hung with silver dewdrops. With his little

flashlight, he found a stone shaped just like a heart. "Keep it,"

said Pip. "You looked closely and found it."

7



Then the air filled with tiny golden sparks. Fireflies! They

danced in swirling groups above the pond, their little tails

twinkling in slow, happy patterns. They lit up the whole night

like floating birthday candles. "They come out when the moon

is full," Pip said. "They love to celebrate." Sam laughed as one

landed gently on his finger.
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"Can we dance too?" Sam asked. "Of course!" said Pip, and it

hopped in happy little circles. Sam swayed and spun, his red

sneakers tapping softly on the grass. The fireflies swirled

around them in bright golden ribbons. For a moment, the pond

was not quiet at all. It was a party, and everyone was invited.
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When the dancing slowed, Pip led Sam to a hollow log at the

water's edge. Inside, the log was full of tiny glowing

mushrooms, no bigger than buttons. "Wow!" Sam breathed.

"Do they glow like you?" Pip nodded. "They drink the

moonlight too. But they only glow for friends who are curious

enough to look." Sam felt proud to be one of those friends.
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Then Sam noticed something. One little firefly had dropped

into the water and was fluttering its wings, too wet to fly. "Pip,

look!" Sam said. "We have to help!" Pip hopped over quickly.

"Find a leaf," it said. "A flat one works best. And be gentle."

Sam's heart beat fast, but his hands were steady and careful.
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Sam slid a wide green leaf under the tiny firefly. Slowly, slowly,

he lifted it up. The firefly rested on the leaf, shivering just a

little. Pip fanned it with its long slender legs. "You are safe

now," Sam whispered. After a moment, the firefly's light

blinked back on, bright and brave. It rose up and twirled a

happy thank-you circle.
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The whole swarm of fireflies swirled around Sam, blinking in

bright, cheerful patterns. Then they drifted gently back to

their dance above the water. Pip looked up at him with its big

amber eyes. "You asked, you looked, and you helped," said Pip.

"That is what friends do. Curiosity is the key that opens the

door to magic."
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The moon began to slide down the sky, and Sam yawned a big,

round yawn. "Will you be here tomorrow night?" he asked.

"Every moonlit night," Pip promised, "I will glow right here.

Come back whenever you have a question." Sam hugged the

little frog very, very gently. A single dewdrop rested on Pip's

head, sparkling like a tiny crown.
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Sam walked home with the heart-shaped stone warm in his

pocket. The fireflies blinked softly behind him, lighting his

path like friendly stars. At his window, he turned and waved. A

small green glow waved back across the dark garden. Sam

climbed into bed, smiling so wide the gap in his front teeth

showed.
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The next morning, Sam hurried outside before breakfast. In

the daylight, the pond looked plain and still. But Sam knew

better. He knew that if he looked closely and asked questions,

there was magic everywhere. He set the heart-shaped stone on

his windowsill and grinned. "See you tonight, Pip," he said.

Somewhere, a small frog glowed, waiting for the moon.
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