The Lantern Garden
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Five illustrated stories in English and Arabic




The Lantern Garden
Five little friends. Five virtues. One garden of lanterns.
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Meet the friends
Tilly the Turtle

Patience

Sammy the Squirrel

Generosity

Hazel the Hedgehog

Bravery

Finn the Frog

Forgiveness

Ruby the Robin

Gratitude
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Story 1: Tilly and the Slow Race
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A story about patience
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At the edge of the village there was a walled garden, and in that garden
lived five little friends. Every evening, when the sun went to sleep,
fireflies woke up and lit dozens of small paper lanterns hanging from the
trees. The garden glowed like a sky full of sleepy stars.

Tilly the turtle lived under the old oak tree. She was small and round

and green, and she did everything very, very slowly. When the others
ran, Tilly walked. When the others walked, Tilly stopped to look at a

pebble. "Hurry up, Tilly!" they would call. "l am hurrying," Tilly would
say, and take one more slow step.

One spring morning, Ruby the robin landed on a branch and chirped the
big news. "The Great Garden Race is today! From the old oak to the pond
and back. The winner gets the Golden Sunflower!" Everyone cheered.
Everyone except Tilly, who blinked slowly and said, "Oh. A race."

Sammy the squirrel was already stretching. "l am the fastest!" he
squeaked, doing little jumps. "No, | am!" said Finn the frog, bouncing
high. Hazel the hedgehog looked nervous. "Racing is... fast," she
whispered.

"Line up!" called Ruby, who was the referee. "Ready... set... GO!"

Zoom! Sammy dashed off. Boing! Finn bounced away. Hazel ran as fast
as her tiny legs could carry her. And Tilly? Tilly took one step. Then
another. "See you at the finish line," she said calmly. "Probably."

The path to the pond had three tricky spots. First came the Mud Puddle.
Sammy ran straight through it and got stuck — squelch! — up to his
fluffy tail. He had to wiggle and pull and wiggle again until he popped
out, muddy and late.

Then came the Pebble Hill. Finn bounced onto it too fast and tumbled
head over heels, landing in a soft bush with a surprised "Ribbit!"



Then came the Wobbly Log. Hazel tried to rush across, but the log
wobbled, and she had to cling to it with all four paws until it stopped
shaking.

And Tilly? Tilly walked around the Mud Puddle. She stepped carefully
over the Pebble Hill, one pebble at a time. She crossed the Wobbly Log
slowly, feeling each step before she took it. "Slow and steady," she sang
softly to herself. "Slow and steady wins the way."

At the pond, the racers turned around. Sammy was still shaking mud off
his tail. Finn was rubbing his dizzy head. Hazel was catching her breath.
Tilly arrived, calm as a cloud, and smiled.

"Halfway there," she said. "Let's go home."

On the way back, the same three tricky spots waited. This time the
friends watched Tilly. Around the puddle. Over the pebbles. Across the
log, one careful step at a time. They followed her, slow and steady, and
this time nobody got stuck, nobody tumbled, and nobody wobbled.

They crossed the finish line together — all five friends, side by side —
with Tilly in the middle.

Ruby flapped her wings. "The winner is..." She looked at the Golden
Sunflower. Then she looked at her friends. "Everyone wins!" she chirped.
"But the Golden Sunflower goes to Tilly, for showing us the best way to
race."

Tilly held the sunflower gently. It was taller than she was, and it smelled
like sunshine. "Would you like to share it?" she asked. "The seeds are for
planting."

So they planted the sunflower seeds together, all along the garden wall.
Tilly watered them every day, patiently, never rushing. And by summer,
a whole row of golden sunflowers stood tall, nodding in the breeze —
because good things come to those who wait.



That evening, the fireflies lit the lanterns, and the five friends sat under
the sunflowers and watched the garden glow.
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The lesson

Patience means not rushing, even when everyone else is in a hurry.
When Tilly stayed slow and steady, she found the safest path — and
helped her friends find it too.

Talk about it

When was a time you wanted to rush but waiting worked out better?



Story 2: Sammy and the Acorn Feast
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A story about generosity
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In the walled garden at the edge of the village, where paper lanterns
glowed every evening, lived five little friends. Sammy the squirrel had
the bushiest tail, the quickest paws, and the biggest love of acorns
anyone had ever seen.

Sammy collected acorns. He collected them in spring, in summer, and
most of all in autumn, when they rained down from the old oak tree like
brown marbles. He kept them in a hollow under the roots of the oak, and
he counted them every single night. "One hundred and forty-seven," he
would sigh happily. "My beautiful acorns. All mine."

One autumn day, a cold wind blew through the garden, and the trees
shook their last leaves down. Tilly the turtle poked her head out from
under the oak. "Winter is coming," she said slowly. "It will be cold and
long."

Ruby the robin fluffed her red feathers. "The berries are almost gone,"
she chirped. "Soon there will be nothing to eat."

Finn the frog looked worried. "My pond will freeze," he said. "l need to
eat well before | sleep through winter."

Only Hazel the hedgehog said nothing. She sat quietly, her tummy
rumbling. She had not found much food at all.

Sammy hugged his acorn pile. "l have one hundred and forty-seven
acorns," he whispered to himself. "If | share them, | will have fewer." He
shuffled his paws. "But if | don't share them... my friends will be hungry.'

That night, Sammy tossed and turned in his nest. He dreamed of acorns
— big acorns, small acorns, acorns dancing in a circle. And in his dream,
all the acorns were laughing. "Share us!" they giggled. "Sharing is fun!"

Sammy woke up with a funny, fizzy feeling in his chest. He ran to the
hollow, scooped up acorns in both paws, and raced to the middle of the
garden. "Friends!" he squeaked. "Come quick!"



One by one they came: Tilly, slow and smiling; Hazel, shy and hopeful,;
Finn, hop-hop-hopping; Ruby, fluttering down from her branch.

Sammy stood on a tree stump, puffed out his chest, and said the bravest
words he had ever said: "l am having an Acorn Feast! For all of us!"

Hazel's eyes went wide. "For... all of us?"

"All of us!" said Sammy. And he poured the acorns into five little piles —
one for each friend. "One for Tilly, one for Hazel, one for Finn, one for
Ruby, and one for me!"

They munched and crunched together under the lanterns. The acorns
tasted better than Sammy had ever imagined. "Why do they taste so
good tonight?" he wondered.

"Because joy tastes better when it's shared," said Tilly with a slow smile.
Finn did a happy bounce. "Best feast ever! Ribbit!"

Ruby sang a little song about a squirrel with a generous heart, and Hazel
— shy Hazel — gave Sammy the biggest hug, which was a little prickly
and very warm.

Then something wonderful happened. Hazel remembered a bush of late
berries she had seen behind the flower beds. "For the feast!" she said,
and ran to fetch them. Ruby flew to the village and came back with
crumbs of warm bread a kind baker had given her. Finn found sweet
watercress by the pond. Tilly, of course, brought nothing fast — but she
brought the best stories, told slowly, while everyone ate.

The Acorn Feast became a berry feast, a bread feast, a watercress feast,
and a story feast, all in one.

That night, Sammy counted his acorns again. He had far fewer than one
hundred and forty-seven. But his heart felt fuller than it ever had.
"Funny," he whispered, curling up in his nest. "l gave acorns away, and



somehow | have more than ever."

From that autumn on, the five friends shared everything they found —
and Sammy's hollow under the oak became the garden's pantry, where
every friend was always welcome.
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The lesson

Generosity means sharing what you have, even when you want to keep
it all. Sammy learned that shared acorns taste sweeter, and shared joy
grows bigger.

Talk about it

What is something you could share with a friend this week — and how
do you think it would make you both feel?



Story 3: Hazel and the Dark Path

A story about bravery
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In the walled garden at the edge of the village, the paper lanterns
glowed every evening — but only along the main paths. Beyond the
flower beds, past the old oak, there was a dark corner where no lanterns
hung and the fireflies rarely visited.

Hazel the hedgehog was the smallest of the five friends. She was round
and brown, covered in soft spikes, with a tiny pink nose that wiggled
when she was nervous. And Hazel was nervous about one thing more
than anything: the dark.

"I don't like the dark," she whispered to Tilly one evening. "It feels too
big, and | feel too small."

"You are small," said Tilly kindly, "but small can be strong."
Hazel wasn't so sure.

One night, the five friends were having a lantern picnic under the old oak
— bread crumbs, berries, and Tilly's slow stories — when they heard a
sound. Peep... peep... peep.

"What was that?" squeaked Sammy, his bushy tail puffing up.

Ruby tilted her head and listened. "It's coming from the dark corner," she
chirped softly. "It sounds like... a baby bird. A lost baby bird!"

Finn hopped toward the dark corner, then stopped. It was very dark over
there. Even his brave frog hops felt small in all that darkness.

"We have to help it," said Tilly. "But the path is dark, and | am slow. By
the time | get there..."

Everyone looked at each other. The peeping grew weaker. Peep... peep...

Hazel's heart thump-thump-thumped. Her spikes stood up straight. Her
pink nose wiggled and wiggled. She was scared — oh, she was so
scared. The dark felt too big, and she felt too small.



But then she thought of the little bird, alone in the dark, even smaller
than her.

"I'll go," Hazel said in a tiny voice. Then louder: "I'lL go!"
"Hazel!" gasped Sammy. "But you're scared of the dark!"

"I know," said Hazel, and her voice shook a little. "But the baby bird is
scared too. And it needs me."

She took one step onto the dark path. Then another. The darkness
wrapped around her like a big blanket. She couldn't see the lanterns
anymore. She couldn't see her friends. All she could hear was peep...
peep... and her own thumping heart.

"I'm coming!" she called. "Don't be afraid! I'm coming!"

Step by step, nose wiggling, spikes trembling, Hazel followed the sound.
And there, under a blackberry bush, she found it: a tiny baby wren, no
bigger than an acorn, shivering and alone. It had fallen from its nest.

"Oh, you poor little thing," Hazel whispered. She curled her round body
around the baby bird like a warm, spiky blanket. "I've got you. You're
safe now."

But how would she find her way back? It was so dark! Then Hazel
remembered: her friends. "Tilly!" she called. "Sammy! Sing so | can
follow your voices!"

And from the lantern light came their voices, singing the silliest song
they knew, louder and louder, until Hazel — carrying the baby bird
gently on her back — walked out of the dark and into the glow.

Everyone cheered! Ruby examined the baby bird. "Just cold and hungry,'
she chirped. "A little rest and some crumbs, and it will be fine."



They made a soft nest of leaves for the baby wren, right under the
brightest lantern. And Hazel sat beside it all night, humming.

In the morning, the mother wren swooped down, chirping with joy, and
carried her baby home.

"You were so brave, Hazel," said Finn, giving her a froggy bow.

Hazel smiled — a big, proud, not-scared-at-all smile. "l was scared the
whole time," she admitted. "But | went anyway."

Tilly nodded slowly. "That," she said, "is exactly what brave means."

From that night on, Hazel still didn't love the dark. But she wasn't afraid
of it anymore — because now she knew that courage isn't about not
feeling scared. It's about helping anyway.

And the friends hung one new lantern at the edge of the dark corner, so
no little bird would ever feel lost there again.
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The lesson

Bravery means doing the right thing even when you feel scared. Hazel
was afraid of the dark, but she walked into it anyway — because a friend
needed her.

Talk about it

When were you scared but did something kind anyway? How did it feel
afterward?



Story 4: Finn and the Broken Lily Pad
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A story about forgiveness
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In the walled garden at the edge of the village, where the lanterns
glowed every evening, there was a small round pond. And on that pond
floated the most beautiful lily pad in the whole garden — big, round, and
green as an emerald.

It belonged to Finn the frog.

Finn loved his lily pad more than anything. Every morning he polished it
with a wet leaf. Every afternoon he napped on it in the sunshine. Every
evening he sat on it and watched the lanterns reflect in the water. "My
perfect lily pad," he would say, patting it proudly. "My perfect, perfect
lily pad."

One sunny afternoon, Sammy the squirrel came racing down to the
pond. He was playing Acorn Toss — his favorite game — throwing
acorns high into the air and catching them. "Watch this one!" he
squeaked. He threw an acorn extra high... and missed the catch.

Bonk! The acorn landed right in the middle of Finn's lily pad — and tore a
great big hole in it.

Finn stared. His perfect lily pad now had a ragged hole in the middle, like
a donut. Water bubbled up through it. It wobbled. It sagged.

"My lily pad!" Finn croaked. His green face turned a darker green. "My
perfect lily pad! You broke it!"

Sammy's ears drooped. "I'm so sorry, Finn! It was an accident! | didn't
mean—"

"I don't care!" shouted Finn. "Stay away from my pond!"

Sammy ran off, his bushy tail dragging on the ground. Finn sat on the
edge of the pond, staring at his ruined lily pad, feeling angrier and
angrier.



That evening, the friends gathered for their lantern picnic. Tilly brought
berries. Ruby brought a song. Hazel brought her warm smile. But Finn
just sat by himself, arms crossed, glaring at his lily pad.

"Are you coming to the picnic, Finn?" called Hazel softly.
"No," said Finn. "I'm too angry for picnics."
Sammy sat far away, nibbling one small acorn, looking miserable.

Tilly walked slowly over to Finn and sat beside him. "Anger is heavy,"
she said quietly. "Like carrying a big rock. Would you like to put it
down?"

"l can't," grumbled Finn. "He broke my favorite thing in the whole world."
"Did he mean to?" asked Tilly.

Finn thought about it. Sammy's ears drooping. Sammy's sorry face.
"...No," Finn admitted. "It was an accident."

"Then the rock you're carrying," said Tilly, "is only hurting you."

Finn looked at Sammy, sitting all alone. He looked at his broken lily pad.
Then he looked at his own grumpy face reflected in the water — and he
didn't like what he saw.

He took a deep breath, hopped over to Sammy, and said the hardest
words he had ever said: "l forgive you, Sammy."

Sammy's ears popped straight up. "You... you do?"

"l do," said Finn. "It was an accident. And you're my friend. Friends are
more important than lily pads."

Sammy hugged Finn so hard they both tumbled into the soft grass,
laughing.



Then Hazel had an idea. "We can fix it!" she said. She fetched a big flat
leaf, and Tilly held it steady, and Ruby tied it with a piece of grass, and
Sammy — very, very carefully — placed no acorns anywhere near it.
They patched the hole together, and the lily pad floated again — not
perfect, but patched with love.

Finn climbed onto it. It held him. It wobbled a little, and they all laughed.

"You know what?" said Finn, smiling his biggest froggy smile. "l like it
even better now. Because now it has a story."

That night, the lanterns glowed on the pond, and Finn's patched lily pad
glowed with them. Finn felt light — like he had put down a big, heavy
rock.

And from that day on, whenever Sammy played Acorn Toss, he played it
far, far away from the pond.
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The lesson

Forgiveness means letting go of anger when someone is truly sorry —
especially when it was an accident. Finn learned that holding onto anger
only made him feel worse, but forgiving Sammy made them both happy.

Talk about it

Has someone ever broken or ruined something of yours by accident?
What helped you forgive them?



Story 5: Ruby and the Morning Song
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A story about gratitude
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In the walled garden at the edge of the village, where the lanterns
glowed every evening, Ruby the robin woke up before everyone else.
She had a round red breast, bright black eyes, and the sweetest singing
voice in the garden.

But lately, Ruby had not felt like singing.

"It's the same old garden," she grumbled one morning, fluffing her
feathers. "Same trees. Same pond. Same flowers. Nothing ever changes.
Nothing exciting ever happens."

Tilly the turtle looked up slowly. "Good morning, Ruby," she said.
"What's so good about it?" Ruby sighed.

Sammy the squirrel offered her an acorn. "Want one?"

"I had one yesterday," said Ruby. "And the day before."

Finn the frog did his silliest bounce to make her laugh.
"Ribbit-ribbit-ribbit!"

Ruby didn't even smile. Hazel the hedgehog patted Ruby's wing with a
soft paw. "Are you sad?" she asked.

"I'm not sad," said Ruby. "I'm just... bored. Everything is the same."

That evening, as the fireflies lit the lanterns, an old owl landed on the
garden wall. He was the oldest, wisest bird anyone knew, with big
round eyes like moons.

"Why so glum, little robin?" he hooted.

Ruby sighed the biggest sigh. "Everything in this garden is the same
every day. There's nothing to sing about."

The old owl blinked his moon eyes. "Hmm," he said. "Tomorrow
morning, before you say one grumbly word, | want you to find five gifts.



Five small, everyday gifts. And thank each one out loud."
"Gifts?" said Ruby. "Nobody gives me gifts."
"You'll see," hooted the owl, and flew away into the night.

The next morning, Ruby woke up — and before she could grumble, she
remembered the owl's challenge. Five gifts. She looked around.

Gift one: the sun, peeking over the garden wall, warming her red
feathers. "Thank you, sun," she chirped, surprised at how nice it felt to
say.

Gift two: a dewdrop on a leaf, sparkling like a tiny diamond. She took a
sip. Cold and sweet! "Thank you, dewdrop."

Gift three: Sammy, already awake, waving a fresh acorn at her. "Saved
you the biggest one!" he squeaked.

Ruby laughed. "Thank you, Sammy! You're a good friend."

Gift four: the pond, smooth as glass, showing her own reflection. She
looked at her round red breast and bright eyes. "Thank you," she
whispered, "for my wings that can fly anywhere."

Gift five: the old oak's branches swaying, and caught in them — the first
autumn leaf, gold and red, twirling down like a dancer. Ruby caught it
and twirled with it.

"Thank you, leaf! Thank you, tree! Thank you, wind!"

And suddenly, without even trying, a song bubbled up out of Ruby's
chest — the happiest song she had ever sung. It danced over the pond,
tickled the flowers, and woke up all her friends.

Tilly smiled her slow smile. "There's our Ruby."

Sammy clapped his paws. "Encore! Encore!"



Finn bounced with joy. Hazel hugged her knees and swayed.

Ruby sang about the sun and the dewdrop, about acorns and friends,
about wings and dancing leaves. She sang until the whole garden was
glowing — and the lanterns weren't even lit yet.

From that morning on, Ruby had a new habit. Every day she found five
small gifts and thanked them out loud. Some days it was raindrops.
Some days it was Tilly's slow stories. Some days it was just the smell of

the flowers.

And she was never bored again — because she finally saw what had
been there all along: the garden was full of gifts. She just had to notice
them.

That evening, under the glowing lanterns, Ruby sang her Thankful Song,
and all five friends sang along — a little off-key, but full of joy.
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The lesson

Gratitude means noticing the small good things and saying thank you for
them. Ruby learned that the garden hadn't changed at all — she had just
forgotten to see its gifts. Thankfulness turned ordinary days into songs.

Talk about it

What are five small gifts in your day today? Can you thank each one out
loud, like Ruby did?



The End
algd

Patience e Generosity e Bravery e Forgiveness e Gratitude



