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In a snug burrow under the old oak tree lived Goblin Grizzle.
He had mossy green skin with darker spots, tufty orange hair
that stuck up in all directions, and a floppy red cap. Grizzle
loved mischief more than anything. His big amber-yellow eyes
sparkled with sneaky plans, and his wide toothy grin showed

he was always up to something.
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Every morning, Grizzle grabbed his leather pouch of pebbles
and set off to play tricks. He hid the baker's shoes in the well
and switched the signposts so travelers got lost. The villagers
sighed and said, "Oh, that Grizzle!" But Grizzle just giggled
and twirled his floppy red cap. Mischief was his favorite game,
and he played it well.




Next to the village square lay Marigold's vegetable garden.
Marigold was a kind old woman with silver hair in a neat bun,
round spectacles, and a mustard-yellow dress. She grew fat
carrots, leafy cabbages, and plump pumpkins. Every day she
watered them and hummed softly. The garden was her pride
and joy, and the whole village loved its fresh vegetables.
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One sunny afternoon, Grizzle decided to play a trick near the
garden. He tied a rope across the path to trip people, then hid
behind a bush to watch. But as he ran to hide, he didn't see the
garden fence. Crash! He tumbled right through it, flattening
cabbages and snapping carrot tops. Mud splattered

everywhere, and the neat rows were a mess.
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Grizzle scrambled up, his heart pounding. He looked at the
ruined garden and felt a strange, heavy feeling in his chest.
Just then, Marigold came out with her wicker basket. She saw
the broken fence and crushed plants, and her kind eyes filled
with tears. "Oh no," she whispered. "My beautiful garden." She
looked so sad that Grizzle's grin disappeared.
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Grizzle crept back to his burrow and couldn't sleep. He kept
seeing Marigold's sad face. For the first time, mischief didn't
feel fun. "I did that," he muttered. "I made her cry." He
thought about all the times he had laughed at others' trouble.
Now he understood how it felt. He wanted to make things
right, but he didn't know how.




The next morning, before the sun rose, Grizzle tiptoed to the
garden. He carried a small sack of seeds and a hammer. "I'll fix
it secretly," he said. "No one will ever know." He started with
the fence, hammering boards and tying them straight. His
small green hands worked carefully, and his floppy red cap
bobbed as he bent to his task.




Then Grizzle dug little holes and planted seeds, one by one. He
pulled up weeds and watered the soil. It was hard work, and
his back ached. But as he worked, he imagined Marigold
smiling again. The thought made him feel warm inside,
warmer than any mischief ever had. He hummed a little tune,
and his tufty orange hair stuck up with effort.
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Meanwhile, young Pip was up early, as always. Pip had messy
black hair, freckles, and a straw hat tied with string. He loved
to explore. That morning, he noticed the garden gate was
open. He peeked inside and gasped. The broken fence was
mended! The soil was neat and watered. "Who did this?" Pip
wondered, his green eyes wide.
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Pip decided to investigate. He hid behind a bush and waited.
Soon, he saw a small figure in a floppy red cap sneak into the
garden. It was Grizzle! Pip watched as the goblin planted more
seeds and fixed a loose post. "Grizzle is helping?" Pip
whispered, amazed. He remembered all the tricks Grizzle had
played, but this was different. This was kind.
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Pip stepped out from behind the bush. "Grizzle!" he called.
Grizzle jumped and nearly dropped his hammer. "You're fixing
the garden?" Pip asked. Grizzle's mossy green face turned
pink. "I broke it," he mumbled. "I didn't mean to, but I did. So
I'm fixing it." Pip smiled. "That's a good deed," he said. "Can I
help?" Grizzle's amber eyes widened with surprise.
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Together, Grizzle and Pip worked side by side. Pip fetched
water while Grizzle planted the last seeds. They laughed and
talked, and Grizzle forgot to be sneaky. When the garden was
finally tidy, Grizzle looked at it with pride. "It feels good to

help," he said. Pip nodded. "Kindness feels better than trouble,
doesn't it?" Grizzle thought about it and smiled a real, warm
smile.



Word spread through the village about the mysterious garden
repair. When Marigold saw her garden restored, she gasped
with joy. "Who could have done this?" she asked. Pip grinned
and pointed to Grizzle, who was hiding behind a tree. "It was
Grizzle," Pip said. "He fixed everything." The villagers turned
to look at the goblin in the floppy red cap.
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Grizzle stepped forward nervously. "I'm sorry I broke your
garden," he said to Marigold. "I wanted to make it right."
Marigold's kind eyes twinkled. She walked over and took his
small green hand. "Thank you, Grizzle," she said. "That was a
very good deed." The villagers clapped, and Grizzle's toothy
grin returned, but this time it was a happy, proud grin.
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From that day on, Grizzle changed. He still loved fun, but he
found new ways to help. He carried Marigold's basket and
fixed wobbly fences. He even returned the shoes he had
hidden! The villagers welcomed him with smiles and waves.
Grizzle discovered that helping others made him feel happier
than any trick ever could. His floppy red cap seemed to bounce
with joy.
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And so, the goblin who once loved mischief became the
village's kindest helper. Marigold's garden grew better than
ever, and Pip and Grizzle became best friends. Grizzle learned
that people can change through effort and kindness. He still
had tufty orange hair and a floppy red cap, but now his grin
was for helping, not for trouble. And that felt truly wonderful.
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