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Henry lived in a small seaside village where the air smelled of

salt and the waves sang all day. He was eight years old, with

messy dark brown hair, green eyes, and freckles across his

nose. His yellow raincoat was his favorite thing, and he wore it

even when the sun shone. On rainy days, he splashed in

puddles with his navy blue rubber boots, and on windy days,

his red knitted scarf flapped behind him like a flag.
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One afternoon, Henry climbed up to Grandpa Arthur's attic.

The attic was full of dusty boxes and old sea treasures.

Grandpa Arthur had been the village lighthouse keeper for

many years before he retired. Now he sat in his grey wool

cardigan, polishing his brass pocket watch and telling stories

about the sea. 'Every lighthouse has a story,' he said, his blue

eyes twinkling behind his wire-rimmed glasses.
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Henry rummaged through a wooden chest and found

something wrapped in an old cloth. Inside was a tiny

lighthouse, no bigger than his palm. It had red and white

stripes and a golden lantern room that glowed softly. A small

brass key hung from its base. 'Grandpa, look!' Henry

whispered. Grandpa Arthur smiled warmly. 'That little

lighthouse helped me guide many sailors home,' he said. 'Now

it is yours.'
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Henry held the pocket lighthouse carefully. It felt warm in his

hands. 'Does it really work?' he asked. Grandpa Arthur

nodded. 'Its beam points to people who need help finding their

way,' he said. 'But remember, Henry, you must believe in its

light.' Henry slipped the lighthouse into his coat pocket. He

promised to take good care of it. That night, he dreamed of

shining beams and friendly waves.

4



The next morning, Henry put on his yellow raincoat and went

to the harbor with his best friend Mira. Mira was seven, with

dark brown skin and black hair in two braids. She wore a teal

raincoat and orange boots. 'What's that in your pocket?' she

asked. Henry showed her the tiny lighthouse. 'It points to

people who need help,' he said. Mira's brown eyes grew wide.

'Let's test it!' she said, clapping her hands.
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They walked along the seawall. Suddenly, the little lighthouse

glowed brighter. Its beam pointed toward the beach. Henry

and Mira followed the light. There, a small boy was crying. He

had lost his toy boat in the waves. 'Don't worry,' Henry said

gently. 'We'll help you find it.' With the lighthouse beam

lighting the way, they found the boat behind a rock. The boy

smiled and thanked them. 'It works!' Mira cheered.
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The pocket lighthouse helped with many small things. It

pointed to a cat stuck in a tree. It showed a lost dog the way

back to its owner. Each time, its warm beam guided them.

Henry and Mira felt proud. 'This lighthouse is amazing,' Mira

said. 'It's like a little friend,' Henry agreed. He kept it safe in

his pocket, always ready to help. The village seemed a little

brighter with the tiny lighthouse around.

7



One morning, a thick fog rolled in from the sea. It was so white

and heavy that Henry could barely see his own hands. The fog

covered the whole village like a soft blanket. People hurried

home, but some travelers were still outside. They couldn't find

their way. Henry heard voices calling from the harbor. 'Where

is the road?' someone shouted. 'I can't see anything!' Henry

knew he had to help.
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Henry grabbed his satchel and told Mira to come along. 'Bring

your whistle,' he said. 'We'll need to let people know we're

here.' Mira nodded and put on her striped mittens. They

stepped into the fog. It was cold and wet. Henry held the

pocket lighthouse in his hand. 'Show us the way,' he

whispered. The lighthouse glowed, but its beam was faint. 'We

need to believe,' Henry said. 'Then it will shine brighter.'
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They walked toward the harbor, following the lighthouse's

glow. The fog swirled around them. Henry heard a man's voice.

'I'm lost! I can't find my boat!' Henry raised the lighthouse

high. Its beam cut through the fog like a golden path. 'This

way!' he called. The man followed the light. 'Thank you!' he

said. 'I thought I'd never find my way.' Mira blew her whistle to

guide others. They were helping!
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The pocket lighthouse shone stronger as Henry believed in it.

Its beam pointed to more lost travelers. A woman with a

basket of fish was walking in circles. A boy with a heavy

backpack was sitting on a rock, shivering. Henry and Mira led

them all to safety. 'Follow the light!' Henry called. The beam

showed the way to the village square, where Grandpa Arthur

was waiting with warm blankets and hot cocoa.
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Grandpa Arthur hugged Henry. 'You did it!' he said. 'The

lighthouse guided you, and you guided others.' The lost

travelers thanked Henry and Mira. 'You are heroes,' the

woman said. The boy with the backpack smiled. 'I want a

pocket lighthouse too,' he said. Henry laughed. 'Maybe you

just need a friend to help you,' he said. The fog began to lift,

and the sun peeked through.
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The village children gathered around Henry. 'Show us the

lighthouse!' they cried. Henry pulled it from his pocket. Its

beam was soft now, but still warm. 'It's tiny, but it helped us

all,' Mira said. The children cheered. 'Hooray for the pocket

lighthouse!' they shouted. Grandpa Arthur put his arm around

Henry. 'You see, guidance can come from the smallest, most

unexpected places,' he said. Henry nodded, smiling his gap-

toothed smile.
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That evening, Henry sat on the porch with Grandpa Arthur.

'Did you ever use the lighthouse yourself?' Henry asked.

Grandpa Arthur nodded. 'Many times,' he said. 'But the light

only works if you believe in it and in yourself.' Henry looked at

the tiny lighthouse on the table. Its golden lantern room

glowed softly. He knew he would always keep it safe. 'I'll help

everyone I can,' he promised.
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The next day, the fog was gone. Henry and Mira played on the

beach. The pocket lighthouse stayed in Henry's satchel. It

didn't glow now, but Henry knew it was ready. 'Do you think

we'll need it again?' Mira asked. 'Maybe,' Henry said. 'But

even if we don't, we can always help people.' They built

sandcastles and watched the waves. The village was peaceful

once more.
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Henry learned that help can come from tiny things. A small

light can guide a whole village. A kind heart can make a big

difference. He kept the pocket lighthouse close, and he kept

his promise to help others. And whenever the fog rolled in, the

village knew that Henry and his little lighthouse would be

there, shining bright. The end.
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