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In a cozy kitchen, on a high shelf, sat an old blue teacup.

Inside it lived Pip, a lighthouse keeper no taller than your

thumb. He had tufty ginger hair, bright green eyes, and a navy

coat with shiny brass buttons. Every evening, Pip climbed the

winding stairs to light the teacup lighthouse.

1



The teacup was filled with warm, tea-colored water. Tiny boats

bobbed on the gentle waves. Captain Tilly, with her long silver

braid and green raincoat, steered the lead boat. 'Light the way,

Pip!' she called. Pip grinned and lit his little lamp. Its golden

glow danced across the water, guiding the boats safely home.
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Pip's friend Mabel, a grey harbour mouse with a yellow knitted

cap, scurried along the cup's rim. She carried a coil of rope to

tie the boats to the handle. 'All secure!' she squeaked. Pip

loved his job. He polished the lamp and checked the little

brass wrench on his belt. 'A keeper's work is never done,' he

said.
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One evening, as the sun set, a cool breeze ruffled the kitchen

curtains. Pip lit his lamp and watched the tiny boats sail.

Captain Tilly waved from her boat. 'The water is calm tonight,'

she said. Pip nodded, but he noticed the sky growing dark. 'A

storm might be coming,' he thought. He checked his lamp to

make sure it was ready.
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Suddenly, a giant hand reached over the shelf and stirred the

teacup with a spoon! The water swirled and churned. The tiny

boats tossed up and down. 'Hold on!' cried Captain Tilly. Pip

held tight to the lighthouse railing. Mabel tumbled but caught

a rope. The storm had begun, and the teacup was no longer

calm.
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Waves crashed against the lighthouse. Rain pelted the little

windows. Pip's lamp flickered and then went out! 'Oh no!' he

gasped. The boats were lost in the dark. Captain Tilly's voice

rang out: 'Pip, we need your light!' Pip knew he had to fix it

fast. He grabbed his brass wrench and hurried down the

stairs.
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Outside, the wind howled. Mabel scampered up, her yellow

cap askew. 'Pip, the boats are drifting! I'll tie them to the

handle!' she shouted. Pip nodded. 'I'll fix the lamp!' He

climbed to the lamp room. The little bulb was loose. With his

wrench, he tightened it, but it still didn't shine. 'I must be

brave,' he told himself.
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Mabel dashed along the rim, rope in paw. She looped it around

the cup handle and tossed the end to Captain Tilly. 'Tie up!'

she called. The boats, one by one, secured themselves. But the

water was rough, and the boats bumped together. 'We need

that light!' cried Captain Tilly. Pip worked frantically, checking

every wire.
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Pip's hands shook as he opened the lamp's tiny door. Inside, a

speck of dust had clogged the wick! He blew it clean and

wiped the glass. 'Almost there,' he muttered. A wave splashed

over the lighthouse, but Pip held on. He remembered all the

boats counting on him. He would not let them down.
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Down below, Mabel called out warnings. 'Big wave coming!'

she squeaked. The boats bobbed and swayed. Captain Tilly

held her tiller steady. 'Pip will fix it,' she said calmly. The storm

raged on. Pip twisted a tiny screw and tightened a spring.

Then he saw it: the wire was loose. He reattached it with his

wrench, his heart pounding.
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At last, the lamp flickered and glowed bright! A beam of

golden light shot out across the water. 'The light! The light!'

cheered the boats. Pip laughed with relief. He shone the beam

left and right, guiding each boat. Mabel untied the ropes, and

the boats sailed toward the cup handle, where they were safe.
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One by one, the tiny boats reached safety. Captain Tilly steered

her boat to the lighthouse and looked up. 'Thank you, Pip!' she

called. 'You saved us all.' Pip waved from the lamp room, his

ginger hair sticking up. Mabel scurried up with a grin. 'You did

it!' she said. The storm began to fade, and the water grew

calm.
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The next morning, the kitchen was quiet and sunny. The

teacup sat peacefully on the shelf. Pip polished his lamp and

checked his wrench. Mabel brought a tiny biscuit to share.

'You were very brave,' she said. Pip smiled. 'We both were. And

Captain Tilly kept everyone steady.' They sat together,

watching the tiny boats bob gently.
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From that day on, Pip made sure his lamp was always ready.

He checked it every evening before lighting it. Captain Tilly

and her fleet sailed safely across the tea-colored water. Mabel

kept her rope handy. And whenever a storm came, Pip knew he

could fix it. Because even a tiny lighthouse keeper can do big

things.
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The teacup lighthouse shone every night, a small but steady

star on the shelf. Pip's friends knew they could count on him.

He had done his job well, even when it was hard. And that, he

learned, is what makes a keeper truly great. No task is too

small if it keeps others safe.
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So if you ever see a teacup with a tiny light, remember Pip. He

shows us that doing your job well matters, even when your

task is very small. And with friends like Mabel and Captain

Tilly, no storm is too big to weather. The teacup lighthouse

shines on, a warm and welcoming guide for all the tiny boats.
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