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. A
Lily lived in a little house at the edge of a green meadow. She
loved to explore, and her canvas satchel was always full of
treasures: smooth stones, feathers, and wildflowers. One
sunny morning, she pulled on her red rubber boots and set off

down the winding path. Her chestnut-brown hair bounced as
she walked, and her bright green eyes sparkled with curiosity.
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Halfway across the meadow, something glinted in the grass.
Lily knelt down and found a round brass compass on a braided
red cord. It was small, like a pocket watch, with swirling leaf
patterns engraved on its shiny case. A tiny star was etched at
the centre. Lily turned it over and over in her freckled hands.
"A compass!" she whispered. "But where does it point?"
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She held the compass flat on her palm. The needle didn't point
north like it should. Instead, it glowed soft gold and swung
toward the old oak tree. A faint warm hum tickled her fingers.
"That's odd," Lily said. She shook it gently, but the needle
stayed true. "Maybe it's magic," she thought. "Maybe it wants
me to follow." So she did, her red boots crunching on the fallen
leaves.




Under the oak tree stood a traveler with a heavy backpack and
a crumpled map. He looked tired and worried. "I'm lost," he
said. "I've been walking in circles for hours." Lily smiled and
held up the compass. "My compass led me right to you!" She
pointed to the path on his map. "Follow that trail and you'll
reach the village by lunchtime." The traveler thanked her and
hurried off, waving.



Lily grinned and looked at the compass. The needle was
already swinging again, this time toward a crooked fence at
the edge of a garden. Curious, she followed it. There, a little
birdhouse hung from a post, its roof broken and its door
dangling. A tiny bluebird chirped sadly on the fence. "Don't
worry," Lily said. "I can fix that." She pulled some string from
her satchel and tied the roof back in place.
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The birdhouse was safe and snug again. The bluebird sang a
happy trill and flew inside. Lily felt warm all over. The compass
hummed and pointed toward the village square. As she
walked, a small boy with tousled sandy-blond hair and green
dungarees ran up to her, clutching a worn toy rabbit. His big
brown eyes were full of tears. "Have you seen my puppy?" he
asked. "He ran away!"




“I'm Pip," the boy said, wiping his nose. "My puppy's name is
Scamp, and he's small and brown with one white ear." Lily
showed him the compass. "This might help," she said. The
needle spun and pointed toward the berry bushes behind the
bakery. They hurried over, calling softly. Suddenly, a little
brown puppy bounded out, wagging his tail and licking Pip's
face. "Scamp!" Pip cried, hugging him tight.
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Pip's gap-toothed grin was so big it made Lily laugh. "Your
compass is amazing!" he said. "Can I help you with it?" Lily
nodded, and they walked on together. The compass hummed
again, and the needle began to spin. It spun faster and faster,
round and round, until it was just a golden blur. "What's
happening?" Pip asked. "I don't know," Lily said. "But it must

be something big."



The needle stopped and pointed straight toward a small village
nestled in the hills. Lily and Pip ran all the way there. Dark
clouds were gathering on the horizon, and the wind was
picking up. An old woman with silver-grey hair in a neat bun
hurried toward them. She wore a lavender cardigan and round
spectacles. "Hello, dears," she said. "I'm Mrs. Hazel. A big
storm is coming, and we're not ready!"
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"We can help!" Lily said. She held up the compass. "This led us
to you. It always points to people who need help." Mrs. Hazel's
kind dark eyes widened. "Then we must work quickly," she
said. "We need to board windows, gather water, and bring the
animals inside." Lily and Pip nodded. Soon, neighbours came
from every house, carrying hammers, boards, and lanterns.
Everyone had a job to do.




Lily and Pip carried blankets and lanterns to the village hall.
Mrs. Hazel organised the grown-ups to board windows and
stack sandbags. The wind grew stronger, and the first
raindrops fell. But the villagers worked together, and nobody
was afraid. Lily's yellow raincoat flapped in the wind as she
helped carry a basket of bread. "The compass was right," she
said. "You needed help, and now you have it."
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Just as the last window was boarded, the storm arrived. Rain
pounded on the roofs, and thunder rumbled. Everyone
gathered inside the village hall, warm and safe. Mrs. Hazel
made hot cocoa, and Pip's puppy curled up by the fire. Lily
looked at the compass. Its needle was still and calm, glowing

softly. "It's resting now," she said. "Because everyone is safe."
The villagers smiled and cheered.
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The storm passed in the night, and morning came bright and
clear. The village was a little wet, but everyone was safe and
sound. Mrs. Hazel gave Lily a warm hug. "Thank you, dear,"
she said. "You and your compass brought us together." Pip
hugged his puppy and grinned. "What will you do now?" he
asked. Lily looked at the compass. The needle was already
pointing toward the path home.
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Lily walked home with a happy heart. The compass hung
around her neck on its red cord, warm and quiet. She thought
about all the people she had helped: the lost traveler, the little
bluebird, Pip and Scamp, and the whole village. "Kindness is
like a compass," she said to herself. "It always points you in
the right direction." She skipped all the way back to her little
house.
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From that day on, Lily kept the compass close. Whenever the
golden needle glowed and hummed, she followed it.
Sometimes it led her to a friend who needed a smile, or a
neighbour who needed a hand. Each time, Lily helped with all
her heart. And each time, she felt the same warm glow inside.
Helping others, she learned, gives our actions direction and
purpose.
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And if you ever see a girl in a yellow raincoat and red boots,
walking with a small brass compass, you'll know it's Lily. She's
following the needle, wherever it points. Maybe it will point to
you. And if it does, you'll find that a little kindness can lead
you on the grandest adventure of all. The compass of kindness
never stops showing the way.
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