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Lily skipped into the garden one sunny morning. She wore her

yellow pinafore and a red ribbon in her wavy chestnut hair.

Today the garden looked different. The flowers were taller

than trees! A sunflower stretched up, up, up, like a golden

ladder to the sky. Lily gasped. "What a magical place!" she

whispered, her hazel eyes wide with wonder.
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Lily tiptoed past a daisy as big as an umbrella. Suddenly, she

heard a tiny squeak. Under a giant leaf, something small was

trembling. It was a little grey mouse with big pink ears. He

wore a tiny green leaf behind one ear like a hat. "Please don't

hurt me," he squeaked, his round dark eyes full of fear.
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"I won't hurt you," Lily said softly. She knelt down and held out

her hand. "My name is Lily. What's yours?" The mouse peeked

out. "I'm Pip," he whispered. "I lost my family in this big

garden. I'm too scared to look for them." His little tail with a

pale tip curled around his feet. Lily smiled warmly. "Don't

worry, Pip. I'll help you."
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Pip shook his head. "But the garden is so huge! The flowers

are like giants. What if I get lost too?" Lily gently scooped him

into her palm. "We'll take small steps," she said. "One brave

step at a time." Pip looked up at her. Her warm friendly smile

made him feel a little better. "Okay," he squeaked. "Small

steps."
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Their first step took them past a rose bush with petals like soft

red boats. Pip's whiskers twitched. "It smells sweet," he said.

Lily nodded. "See? That wasn't so scary." Pip sat up taller in

her palm. "I did it!" he cheered. His big pink ears perked up.

"Maybe we can go a little further." Lily laughed. "That's the

spirit!"
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Next, they came to a tulip that stood tall and straight. Its

petals formed a cup of bright orange. "I could climb that," Pip

said, surprising himself. He scampered up the smooth green

stem. At the top, he looked around. "I can see so far!" he called

down. Lily clapped her hands. "You're braver already!" Pip felt

proud. His heart beat fast, but not from fear.
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They walked on and found a stream no wider than a skipping

rope. Pip stopped at the edge. "I don't like water," he said. Lily

found a fallen leaf. "This can be your boat," she said. Pip took a

deep breath. He hopped onto the leaf and floated across. "I did

it!" he squeaked. His tail stuck up like a flag. "I crossed the

stream!"
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On the other side, the flowers grew even taller. Pip heard a

rustling sound. He froze. "What if it's a cat?" he whispered.

Lily listened carefully. "It's just the wind," she said. "But we

can check together." They peeked around a giant fern. A

grasshopper jumped out. Pip jumped too, then laughed. "I was

scared for nothing!"

8



Pip began to notice things he hadn't before. "I think my family

went toward the sunflowers," he said. "My mother loves yellow

petals." Lily nodded. "Then that's where we'll go." Pip led the

way, scurrying ahead. He no longer hid in Lily's palm. He was

too busy being brave. "We're getting closer," he said. "I can

feel it."
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They reached the sunflowers. They were the tallest flowers of

all, with thick green stems and huge golden faces. Pip looked

up. "My family could be anywhere here," he said. His voice

wobbled. Lily knelt beside him. "Remember, small steps," she

said. "We'll call for them." Pip took a deep breath. "Hello!" he

shouted. His tiny voice echoed.
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At first, nothing happened. Pip's ears drooped. "Maybe they're

not here," he said sadly. Lily pointed to a leaf. "Look, a trail of

crumbs!" Pip's eyes lit up. "My mother always packs seed

crumbs!" He followed the trail, his little nose twitching. "This

way!" he squeaked. His courage was growing with every step.
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Then they heard a soft voice. "Pip? Is that you?" A brown

mouse with a grass shawl stepped out from behind a

sunflower. "Mother!" Pip cried. He ran to her and hugged her

tight. "I found you!" His mother wrapped her paws around

him. "You were so brave," she said. "How did you ever

manage?" Pip looked at Lily. "My friend helped me."
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Lily smiled as Pip's brothers and sisters tumbled out of the

flowers. They squeaked and hugged Pip. "We missed you!" they

cried. Pip's mother turned to Lily. "Thank you for helping my

son," she said. "You gave him courage." Lily blushed. "He did

the brave part," she said. "I just reminded him that small steps

count."
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Pip stood tall among his family. "I learned that being brave

doesn't mean not being scared," he said. "It means trying

anyway, one small step at a time." His mother nodded proudly.

Lily knelt down. "And I learned that courage can begin with

small actions," she said. "Like making a new friend."
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The sun began to set, painting the garden in gold and pink.

Pip's family gathered around Lily. "Will you come back

tomorrow?" Pip asked. "We could have another adventure."

Lily nodded. "I'd love that," she said. She gave Pip a gentle

pat. "But you won't need me to be brave anymore." Pip smiled.

"I'll still want you here."
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Lily walked home with a happy heart. The garden was still

magical, but now it felt like a place of friends. She thought

about Pip and his small brave steps. She knew that whenever

she felt scared, she could remember: courage starts small. And

with a friend beside you, even the tallest flowers don't seem so

big.
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