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In a cozy valley where wildflowers nodded in the breeze, a tiny
velvet stagecoach rolled along the winding road. It was no
bigger than a toy wagon, but it carried a very important group
of actors. The coach was covered in soft purple velvet, with
golden tassels that danced as it moved. Pip the coachman sat
up high, his ginger curls bouncing under his small top hat, and

he smiled as he drove.



Pip was the tiniest coachman you ever saw, with a red velvet
jacket and bright green eyes full of mischief. He held the reins
lightly and called out cheerfully to his passengers. Inside the
coach sat Lady Violet, a grand actress with silver-white hair in
a neat bun and a purple velvet gown. Beside her were Mabel

the painter, with her black braids and blue apron, and Toby the
builder, in his green overalls and flat cap.
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These actors traveled from theater to theater, bringing stories
and songs to every town. The velvet stagecoach was their
home on wheels, and they loved it dearly. Everywhere they
went, people gathered to watch their plays. The actors would
build their stage, paint the backdrops, and perform with all
their hearts. It was a happy tradition, and the little coach
carried it from place to place.



One sunny afternoon, as the stagecoach rumbled down a
bumpy hill, there was a sudden crack! The coach wobbled and
tipped to one side. Pip pulled the reins and jumped down to
look. "Oh dear," he said, "the wheels are broken." Two wheels
had cracked right through the middle. The coach could not roll
another inch, and the actors had a show to give in the next
town.



Lady Violet stepped out of the coach, her purple gown
swishing on the grass. She looked at the broken wheels and
then at her friends. "Do not worry," she said in her calm,
dramatic voice. "We are actors! We build stages and paint
scenery. We can surely fix a little coach." Mabel and Toby
nodded. They were not afraid of a challenge. Pip clapped his
hands. "Then let's get to work!"
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Toby the builder ran to the back of the coach and opened a
wooden box. Inside were tools and spare wood, kept for
emergencies like this. He pulled out a saw, a hammer, and a
bag of screws. "I can cut new wheels from this strong wood,"
he said, his gap-toothed grin wide. "But I'll need help holding
the planks steady." Pip hurried over. "I'll hold them!" he said.
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Mabel the painter set down her paint pot and brushes. "While
you build, I'll mix the paint," she said. "The wheels should be
bright and cheerful, so everyone can see us coming." She
pulled a paintbrush from behind her ear and stirred a pot of
sunny yellow paint. "Yellow like the sun!" she declared. "That
will make the coach look happy again."
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Lady Violet clapped her gloved hands. "Excellent! Toby, you
cut the wood. Pip, you hold the planks. Mabel, you paint the
wheels when they're ready. I shall keep watch and direct the
traffic." She pointed gracefully down the road. "We must work
together, like a perfect theater company." Everyone took their
places, ready to help.



Toby sawed and sanded the wood until two round wheels lay
on the grass. Pip held each plank steady while Toby turned the
screws with his wrench. "Tighten there!" Toby called. "Hold it
still!" Pip's freckled face was serious with concentration. The
screws squeaked as they went in. Soon the new wheels were
firmly attached to the coach's axles. They looked strong and
ready.




Mabel dipped her brush into the yellow paint and began to
decorate the wheels. She painted swirling patterns and little
stars. "There!" she said with a gentle smile. "Now they are not
just wheels, but works of art." She added a touch of red and
blue. The wheels gleamed in the sunlight. "They need to dry
for a moment," Mabel said. "Then we can put them on."
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While the paint dried, the actors checked the rest of the coach.
Pip polished the golden tassels. Toby tightened a loose handle.
Lady Violet dusted the velvet seats. They worked together,
humming a tune from their latest play. The little stagecoach
began to look as good as new. "Teamwork makes everything
better," Pip said happily.
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At last, the wheels were dry. Toby and Pip lifted them carefully
and slid them onto the axles. Mabel added a final star to each
wheel. "Ready?" asked Toby. "Ready!" everyone replied. They
pushed the coach, and it rolled smoothly along the road. The
actors cheered. Lady Violet waved her white-gloved hand.
"Bravo!" she cried. "We did it!"

152




Pip climbed back onto the driver's seat and took the reins. The
others climbed inside. The velvet stagecoach rolled down the
road, its new yellow wheels spinning happily. They arrived at
the next town just as the sun began to set. The townspeople
were waiting. "You're just in time!" they called. The actors
smiled and waved, ready for their show.
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That evening, the actors performed on a stage they built
themselves, just as they always did. The audience clapped and
cheered. Lady Violet took a bow, her purple gown shimmering.
"We could not have done it without teamwork," she said. "And
without our beloved stagecoach." The little coach stood
proudly outside, its yellow wheels bright in the moonlight.
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From that day on, the velvet stagecoach carried the actors
from town to town, and they never missed a show. They knew
that with cooperation and kindness, any problem could be
solved. The tradition of theater lived on, shared with everyone
they met. And whenever the coach rolled by, people smiled and
waved, happy to see the actors and their tiny, wonderful coach.
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So the little velvet stagecoach kept rolling, carrying stories
and songs to every corner of the land. The actors took care of
it, and it took care of them. They learned that when friends
work together, they can fix anything. And that is how
cooperation keeps traditions alive, one happy show at a time.
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