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In a cozy corner of the woodland, where tall trees whispered

and ferns curled like green ribbons, lived a little rabbit named

Pip. Pip had soft cream-white fur, long ears with pink inner

lining, and big warm amber eyes. Every evening Pip wore a

sky-blue knitted scarf and carried a small brown satchel. The

woodland was quiet, soft, and full of tiny wonders waiting to

be found.
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One night, while hopping home beneath the silvery moon, Pip

saw something glowing in the moss. It was a tiny piece of

fallen starlight, warm and golden, blinking like a happy firefly.

Pip gasped and whispered, “Oh! A little star fell down!” Very

gently, Pip scooped it up and tucked it into the brown satchel.

The starlight hummed softly against the wool.
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The next morning Pip hurried to Elder Owl, who wore a deep

green shawl and round little spectacles. “Elder Owl,” Pip

asked, “what happens to starlight when it falls?” The wise old

owl smiled and tapped his wooden walking stick. “Fallen

starlight is a gift, little one. If you care for it, it can become a

light for others.” Pip’s amber eyes grew wide with wonder.
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Pip carried the starlight home and set it carefully on the table.

It glowed so softly, like a warm little heartbeat. “It needs a

home,” Pip said, and began to build. With twigs, thin bark, and

a round glass jar, Pip made a beautiful lantern. The starlight

nestled inside, shining golden through the glass. Pip tied it

with a blue ribbon and held it up.
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When the sun set, Pip stepped outside with the star lantern. Its

gentle glow spilled over the ferns and painted the tree trunks

with honey-colored light. “It works!” Pip cheered, hopping in a

happy circle. The lantern glowed softly in the dark, warm and

welcoming. Pip decided to keep it close every evening, just in

case someone needed it.
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That night the woodland grew very dark, and clouds covered

the moon. Deep among the trees, a small traveler lost the

path. It was a little mouse in a red button coat, carrying a tiny

woven basket. The mouse’s big round ears twitched at every

sound, and its bright dark eyes filled with worry. “Which way is

home?” the mouse whispered.

6



Then the mouse saw a golden glow far ahead, warm and gentle

through the trees. “A light!” the mouse squeaked, and hurried

toward it. Pip saw the tiny traveler coming and held the star

lantern high. “Hello! Follow the glow. I will walk with you,” Pip

said kindly. Together they stepped along the winding path, the

lantern lighting every step.
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The star lantern glowed softly in the dark, and the little

mouse’s fear melted away. “I was so lost,” said the mouse.

“The dark made everything look strange.” Pip smiled and

swung the lantern gently. “My lantern will help,” Pip said. “Its

glow is warm and true.” The mouse held Pip’s paw, and they

walked until a cozy burrow appeared beneath a holly bush.
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“There is my home!” the mouse cheered, waving from the

doorway. “Thank you, Pip! Your star lantern saved me.” Pip felt

a happy warmth spread all the way to the tips of those long

pink-lined ears. On the way back, Pip met a plump hedgehog in

a mustard-yellow vest, wandering off the path with a rolled-up

leaf bundle. “It is so dark,” the hedgehog sighed.
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“Follow me!” Pip said, lifting the star lantern high. Its soft

glow lit the hedges and the little stones. The grateful

hedgehog trundled behind, and its small black nose sniffed the

friendly light. “I took a wrong turn at dusk,” the hedgehog

explained, “and everything looked the same.” Pip nodded

kindly and led the way through the woodland.
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Soon they reached the hedgehog’s snug den under a fallen log.

“You found me just in time,” the hedgehog said, smiling wide.

“Your lantern is like a little piece of moon.” Pip waved goodbye

and hopped home, but a wonderful idea was growing. “If one

lantern can help so many,” Pip thought, “maybe I can share its

light even more.”
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The next evening Pip asked Elder Owl for advice. The old owl

adjusted his spectacles and smiled warmly. “Light grows

brighter when it is shared, little one,” he said. So Pip hung tiny

lanterns along the woodland paths, each one glowing with a

little of the starlight. The whole woodland twinkled like a sky

full of friendly stars.
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That night the lost travelers came back to visit. The mouse

brought berry muffins, and the hedgehog brought a leaf full of

seeds. “Your light guided us home,” they said together. Pip’s

star lantern glowed at the center of a happy circle. Everyone

shared stories and warm smiles, and the woodland filled with

joy.
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From that night on, Pip’s star lantern shone at the edge of the

path, always ready. Whenever a traveler felt lost or lonely, the

soft golden glow led them safely along. Pip learned that giving

light to others makes every heart happy, even a small rabbit’s

heart. The woodland was never dark or scary again.
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Elder Owl watched from his branch and nodded wisely. “You

see, Pip,” he said, “the starlight was never just for you. It was

meant to be shared.” Pip hugged the sky-blue scarf close and

looked at the glowing lantern. Sharing its warm light had

made the whole woodland a kinder, brighter place, and Pip’s

heart felt full to bursting.
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And if you ever wander through that woodland at dusk, look

for a soft golden glow among the ferns. You might see a little

cream-white rabbit with a sky-blue scarf, holding a star lantern

high. Pip will smile and wave you along the path, because

sharing light is the very best joy of all.
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