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The Unicorn's Mouse
Friend

Jane MEADOW



In a meadow where wildflowers nodded in the breeze, there
lived a unicorn with a soft white coat and a flowing silver
mane. Her violet eyes were kind, and her pale gold horn
sparkled in the sun. Around her neck she wore a blue ribbon
collar with a round silver bell. The bell chimed sweetly
whenever she walked, and it was her most treasured
possession.



One morning, a tiny mouse named Pip scurried into the
meadow. He had warm grey fur, round pink ears, and a little
red scarf tied at his neck. When the unicorn saw him, she
lowered her head and smiled. "Hello, little one," she said softly.
Pip's bright amber eyes widened with wonder. "You are the
most beautiful creature I have ever seen!" he squeaked.
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From that day on, the unicorn and the mouse were the best of
friends. Pip rode on the unicorn's back, nestled between her
silver mane and her warm neck. They shared berries and
stories and watched the clouds drift by. The unicorn's silver
bell chimed happily with every step, and Pip learned to
recognize its cheerful sound. Life in the meadow was sweet
and peaceful for the two friends.
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But one afternoon, the unicorn stopped in the middle of a
game. She shook her head and stamped her delicate hooves.
"My bell!" she cried. "My silver bell is gone!" Her violet eyes
filled with tears. Pip's whiskers drooped. He had never seen
his friend so sad. "Where did you last hear it?" he asked gently.
The unicorn sniffled. "I was grazing near the old stone wall.
Then... silence."



The unicorn searched the tall grass and the flower beds, but
the bell was nowhere to be found. Her silver mane hung limp,
and she walked slowly, as if her hooves were heavy. Pip
watched her with a worried heart. "Don't cry," he said, patting
her hoof with his tiny paw. "I will find your bell. I promise."
The unicorn looked down at her small friend. "Oh, Pip," she
whispered. "You are so brave."




Pip tightened his little red scarf and set off across the meadow.
He was small and quick, and his bright amber eyes missed
nothing. He checked under leaves and behind rocks. He
peeked into hollow logs and between tufts of grass. But the
silver bell was not there. Then he noticed something: a narrow
gap in the old stone wall, just wide enough for a mouse. "The
bell might have rolled in there," he said to himself.
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The gap was far too small for the unicorn, or for a rabbit, or
even for a fox. But Pip was tiny. He squeezed through the
narrow hole, his whiskers brushing the cold stone. On the
other side was a dark, twisty tunnel. Pip's heart beat fast, but
he thought of his friend's sad violet eyes. "I can do this," he
whispered. "Small me, big job."
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The tunnel led to a maze of little paths between tree roots. Pip
scampered under low branches and over pebbles. He squeezed
through a hole no bigger than a button and wriggled under a
fallen log. The spaces were too narrow for bigger animals, but
Pip slipped through them like a shadow. He was brave,
curious, and determined. His tiny paws never stopped moving.
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Deep in the roots, Pip heard a faint sound. Chime. Chime. He
followed the sound until he saw a glimmer of silver. There it
was, the silver bell, caught in a tangle of roots and leaves! But
the tangle was tight, and the bell was stuck fast. Pip pulled
and tugged, but he was too small to free it alone. He sat back
and thought. Then he had an idea.
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Pip nibbled carefully at the leaves and roots, one tiny bite at a
time. He worked patiently, his little teeth snipping through the
tangle. Slowly, the bell came loose. With a happy chirp, Pip
grabbed the blue ribbon collar in his teeth and pulled the bell
free. It chimed a sweet, clear note. "I found it!" he squeaked. "I
really found it!" Now he just had to get it home.
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Dragging the silver bell was hard work for a tiny mouse. The
bell was almost as big as Pip himself! He pulled it through the
twisty tunnel, stopping to rest and catch his breath. His red
scarf was dusty, and his paws were tired, but he did not give
up. He squeezed back through the narrow gap in the stone
wall, pulling the bell behind him. At last, he saw the meadow.
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The unicorn was lying in the grass, her silver mane spread
around her. When she heard the familiar chime, she lifted her
head. There was Pip, dusty and tired, dragging her silver bell
across the grass. "My bell!" she cried, and she leaped up with
joy. She nuzzled Pip gently with her soft nose. "You found it,
my brave little friend! You truly did!"
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Pip untangled the blue ribbon collar and the unicorn slipped it
back around her neck. The silver bell chimed merrily, and the
unicorn laughed with happiness. "How can I ever thank you?"
she asked. Pip grinned, his amber eyes shining. "You don't
have to thank me," he said. "You are my best friend. Friends
help each other, no matter how small they are."
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The unicorn lifted Pip onto her back, and they trotted through
the meadow together. The silver bell sang with every step, and
all the animals came out to see. "How did such a tiny mouse
find the bell?" they wondered. The unicorn smiled proudly. "Pip
can go places bigger animals cannot," she said. "He squeezed
through narrow holes and never gave up. Small friends can
make enormous differences."
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That evening, Pip and the unicorn sat together under the stars.
The silver bell chimed softly in the breeze. Pip leaned against
the unicorn's warm neck, and she wrapped her silver tail
around him. "The best adventures," Pip said with a yawn, "are
the ones we share with friends." The unicorn nodded, and her
violet eyes sparkled with love for her tiny, brave friend.

15




And from that day on, everyone in the meadow knew the story
of the unicorn and her mouse friend. They learned that you
don't have to be big to be brave. You don't have to be loud to
be heard. Even the smallest friend, with a kind heart and a
little courage, can make an enormous difference. And the
silver bell chimed on, sweet and clear, for all to hear.
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