


Lily tiptoed out at night, her garden glowed with 
silver light. Vines curled up past the wall, flowers 
bloomed both big and small. 'Wow!' she gasped, 
eyes open wide, as petals danced from side to side. 
A little rose winked, then said, 'Welcome, friend, 
don't be afraid.' Lily smiled, stepped near the bed, 
ready where the magic led.





'I'm Rosie,' said the little rose, 'our garden grows the 
way it grows because of stardust, soft and bright, 
that falls  upon us every night.'  Lily  clapped and 
asked her fast, 'Can I help make the magic last?' 
Rosie giggled, swayed her stem, 'Just water us, and 
tend to them. Kindness keeps our colors true, that's 
the secret, just for you.'





One day a vine grew wild and tall, it tangled 'round 
the garden wall. Lily tugged with all her might, 'I 
need help!'  she said,  uptight.  Rosie swayed and 
called out clear, 'Sing with me, have no fear!' Their 
happy song made vines unwind, freed the path, so 
well-designed. 'We did it!' Lily said with pride, the 
garden bloomed on every side.





The stars above began to fade, Lily knew it  was 
time to stay. 'I'll come back soon,' she gently said, 
blowing kisses to the flowerbed. Rosie smiled, 'We'll 
wait right here, our magic garden's always near.' Lily 
skipped back home that night, heart still glowing, 
warm and bright. Her secret garden, safe and true, 
a magical place for her to view.






