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In a bright forest glade, where sunbeams danced on leaves,

lived Milly the Moth. She had soft cream and pale gold fuzzy

body, large round amber eyes, and feathery antennae that

twitched with ideas. Milly wore a tiny leaf-green sewing apron

with a needle and spool of silver thread tucked in the pocket.

Every insect knew: if you needed a costume, Milly was the one

to see.
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Milly's little workshop was a hollow stump filled with

treasures. Spools of spider silk, scraps of flower petal, and

shiny dewdrop buttons lined the walls. She hummed as she

snipped and stitched, her dusty-rose wings with cream spots

fluttering with joy. 'A costume can make anyone feel special,'

she chirped, threading her needle with silver thread.
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All morning, insects came to Milly's stump. Pip the Ladybird

wanted a yellow scarf, and Milly tied it neatly at her neck.

Granny Willow the Weevil asked for a lavender shawl with

fringe, and Milly draped it over her warm brown segmented

body. 'You have a gift,' said Granny Willow, adjusting her round

wire spectacles. Milly blushed and smiled.
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Then, a shy knock came at the stump door. In shuffled Bertie

the Beetle, no bigger than a walnut. His glossy deep-blue shell

gleamed, but his wide scalloped wings stuck out at odd angles.

'I'm going to the forest parade,' he whispered, big brown eyes

looking down. 'But my wings are too strange for any costume.

Can you help me?'
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Milly looked at Bertie's wings. They were wide and scalloped,

sticking out left and right. 'Hmm,' she said, tapping her chin.

She measured and sketched, but nothing seemed right. A

flower-petal cloak would tear. A leaf-wrap would hide his

beautiful blue shell. Bertie's antennae drooped. 'Maybe I

shouldn't go,' he sighed.
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Pip the Ladybird zipped over, her red spotted shell bright in

the sun. 'Don't give up, Milly!' she cheered, her yellow scarf

flapping. 'You always find a way!' Milly smiled at her friend,

but her feathery antennae drooped. She thought and thought,

her amber eyes far away. The forest parade was tomorrow, and

Bertie needed a costume that fit his unusual wings.
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That evening, Milly sat on a mushroom and watched the

sunset. Granny Willow the Weevil toddled over, her lavender

shawl warm around her shoulders. 'Differences are special,'

she said gently, her long curved snout twitching. 'Maybe the

costume shouldn't hide Bertie's wings. Maybe it should

celebrate them.' Milly's eyes grew wide. 'Celebrate them!' she

whispered.
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Milly flew to her stump and searched her treasures. She found

a roll of deep plum velvet, soft as moss, and a spool of gold

thread. 'A cape!' she cried. 'A cape that drapes over his wings

and lets them show!' She snipped and stitched all night, her

silver needle flashing. The velvet took shape, flowing and

grand, with gold trim that sparkled.
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In the morning, Bertie returned, nervous and shy. Milly held up

the cape. 'Try this,' she said. Bertie slipped it on. The plum

velvet draped perfectly over his scalloped wings, and the gold

trim caught the light. He looked in a dewdrop mirror and

gasped. 'I look... majestic!' he cried. His big brown eyes shone

with joy, and he stood tall and proud.

9



Bertie walked to the forest parade, his cape flowing behind

him. Insects turned to stare. 'Who is that?' they murmured.

Bertie's short legs trembled, but he kept walking. Pip the

Ladybird zoomed ahead. 'Make way for Bertie!' she called.

'The beetle with the velvet cape!' The insects cheered and

clapped their tiny hands.
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Milly watched from the edge, her heart swelling. Bertie

reached the parade stage, and everyone gasped at his

beautiful cape. 'It fits his wings perfectly!' said a grasshopper.

'What a wonderful idea!' said a cricket. Bertie smiled, no

longer shy. 'Milly made it,' he said. 'She celebrates

differences.' The crowd turned to Milly and cheered louder

than ever.
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Granny Willow the Weevil raised her snout. 'Creativity

welcomes everyone,' she said wisely, her spectacles glinting.

'Milly's costumes help every insect feel special.' The forest

insects nodded. Pip the Ladybird led a chant: 'Milly! Milly!'

Milly blushed, her dusty-rose wings fluttering. She felt warm

and happy inside, like a sunbeam on a leaf.
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That afternoon, Milly set up her sewing stump again. Bertie

stayed to help, his plum velvet cape draped over a twig. 'Can

you make a cape for my friend the caterpillar?' he asked. Milly

grinned. 'Of course!' she said. 'Every insect deserves a

costume that fits.' And she threaded her needle with silver

thread, ready for the next idea.
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From that day on, Milly's stump was busier than ever. Insects

came from all over the forest, each with different wings, shells,

and legs. Milly measured and stitched, her feathery antennae

twitching with new ideas. She made a shell-cover for a snail, a

wing-warmer for a butterfly, and a tiny hat for an ant. Each

costume was unique, just like its wearer.
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Bertie became Milly's helper. He carried spools of thread and

held fabric while she snipped. His plum velvet cape with gold

trim rustled as he worked. 'I used to hide my wings,' he said

one day. 'Now I show them off.' Milly smiled. 'That's what

costumes are for,' she said. 'To help you feel proud of who you

are.'
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And so, in the bright forest glade, Milly the Moth kept sewing

her wonderful costumes. Pip the Ladybird cheered, Granny

Willow the Weevil offered wise words, and Bertie the Beetle

wore his velvet cape with pride. The forest insects learned that

creativity welcomes differences, and everyone belongs. And if

you listen closely, you might hear the soft hum of a moth,

stitching happiness one costume at a time.
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