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Once upon a time, in a lovely garden full of sunshine and soft

breezes, there grew many roses. Each rose had sharp thorns

along its stem. The thorns were tiny swords that kept hungry

bugs away. All the flowers agreed: thorns were important.

Without them, a rose could not stay safe. Every rose in the

garden had thorns—every rose, that is, except one.
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Her name was Rosie. She was a small, delicate bloom, about

the height of a teacup. Her petals were soft blush-pink, and

her eyes were warm amber. Tiny dewdrop freckles sparkled on

her cheeks. Rosie had a gentle green stem and smooth

branches. But no matter how hard she tried, she could not

grow a single thorn. Not one.
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The tallest flower in the garden was Dahlia. She had deep

magenta petals, a crown of small leaves, and sharp dark

thorns along her stem. Dahlia watched over everyone. One

morning she frowned at Rosie. "Little Rosie," she said, "you

have no thorns to protect you. How will you ever survive?" The

other flowers nodded. Rosie felt small and different.
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Rosie tried to be brave. She stretched her smooth stem toward

the sun. She drank the morning dew. But when beetles

crawled near, the other roses raised their thorns and scared

them away. Rosie had nothing to raise. She felt like a teacup

without a handle—useful, maybe, but not quite right. "I wish I

had thorns," she whispered.
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One sunny afternoon, a small butterfly fluttered into the

garden. His name was Pip. He had golden-orange wings with

cream spots and big round blue eyes. Pip flew from rose to

rose, looking for a place to rest. But every rose had sharp

thorns. "Ouch!" he cried. "Too prickly!" He dodged and darted,

growing tired.
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Then Pip spotted Rosie. Her branches were smooth and her

petals were open wide. "May I rest here?" he asked politely.

Rosie smiled. "Of course," she said. "My petals are soft." Pip

landed gently on her pink petal. He sighed happily. "This is the

comfiest rose in the whole garden!" Rosie felt a warm glow

inside.
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Pip visited Rosie every day. He told her about the wide world

beyond the garden. Rosie listened and laughed. Soon other

butterflies came, too. They loved Rosie's soft petals and her

welcoming branches. They rested on her, sipped nectar, and

fluttered away. Rosie was never lonely. The other roses

watched and wondered.
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But one morning, the garden grew quiet. The butterflies did

not come. The bees did not buzz. The little pollinators were

disappearing! Dahlia looked worried. "Without pollinators, our

flowers will not make seeds," she said. "The garden will fade."

All the roses shook their heads. What could they do? Their

thorns could not bring the butterflies back.
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Rosie thought and thought. Then she remembered how Pip had

loved her smooth, open petals. "Maybe the pollinators are

scared of thorns," she said softly. "Maybe they need a safe

place to rest." Dahlia raised an eyebrow. "Your soft petals

might help," she said slowly. "But we need more than one

rose."

9



Rosie had an idea. She called to Pip, who was still nearby.

"Pip," she said, "please tell the butterflies and bees that my

branches are open to everyone. They can rest here without

fear." Pip nodded and flew away. Soon, a few butterflies

returned. They landed on Rosie's petals and rested. Then a few

bees came. They buzzed happily.
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More and more pollinators came back. They told their friends:

"There is a rose with no thorns! It is soft and safe." The garden

filled with fluttering wings and gentle buzzing. Rosie's smooth

branches welcomed them all. The other roses watched in

surprise. They had never seen so many butterflies in one place.

Dahlia smiled for the first time in days.
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Dahlia stepped closer to Rosie. "You were right, little one," she

said gently. "Your lack of thorns is not a weakness. It is a gift.

You gave the pollinators a safe place, and they brought life

back to our garden." Rosie's amber eyes shone. "I am glad I

am different," she said. "My softness helped when thorns could

not."
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The garden buzzed with happy sounds again. The roses

learned an important lesson: everyone is different, and every

difference can be a special gift. Some flowers protect with

sharp thorns. Others welcome with soft petals. Both are

needed. Rosie was proud of her smooth stem and open heart.

She was exactly who she was meant to be.
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From that day on, Dahlia always asked Rosie for advice. The

other roses grew kinder, too. They stopped worrying about

thorns and started celebrating what made each flower unique.

Rosie became the garden's official butterfly host. Pip stayed by

her side, and they became the best of friends. The garden was

never quiet again.
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And so, in the lovely garden, the rose without thorns bloomed

brighter than ever. She had learned that being different is not

something to fear. It is something to share. Her soft petals and

welcoming branches showed everyone that kindness can be

the strongest protection of all. And that is a lesson worth

remembering.
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The roses still had their thorns, and they were proud of them.

But they also loved Rosie's smooth stem and gentle way. Every

flower had its own special strength. Some protected, some

welcomed, and together they made the garden a happy home

for butterflies and bees. And Rosie, the rose without thorns,

was the happiest bloom of all.
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