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Max loved to draw. He carried a yellow pencil behind his ear

everywhere he went. One sunny afternoon, he sat at his desk
to draw a picture. He sharpened his pencil with a twist, and a
tiny squeak came from inside it. Max blinked and leaned

closer. Was that a voice?




Max put the pencil to his ear and listened. Far away, someone
shouted, 'Earthquake! Everyone to the tunnels!' He gasped.
Inside the pencil, he saw a whole city. Tiny miners in yellow
hard hats ran through streets of graphite. Wooden builders in
green aprons hurried along walkways. The city was only as
wide as his thumb!




Max twisted the pencil sharpener again, just a little. The
squeaking grew louder. 'Stop! Please stop!' cried a voice.
Through the wooden walls, a tiny miner looked up. He had
spiky grey hair and soot on his cheeks. 'I'm Pip,' he called.
'‘Every turn of that sharpener makes our world smaller!' Max

froze, his eyes wide.



Pip pointed to the edge of the city. The buildings were inching
closer to a cliff of wood shavings. 'We've been shrinking for
days,' he said. 'Each sharpening cuts away our streets and
homes.' Max looked at his pencil. The eraser end was getting
shorter. He felt terrible. 'I didn't know,' he whispered. 'T'll stop

sharpening right now.'




Max set the pencil down gently. 'I want to help,' he said. Pip
nodded. 'Then come meet Willow, our builder.' Max peeked
inside. Willow, a tiny woman with braided chestnut hair and a
green apron, was measuring a cracked wall. ‘We need a new
home,' she said. 'Somewhere safe, where sharpening won't
hurt us.' Max thought hard.




Max looked around his desk. He saw an empty pencil case
lying open. '"What about that?' he asked. Pip and Willow
looked. The pencil case was long and roomy, with a soft cloth
lining. 'It's perfect!' Willow said. '"We can build a new city
inside it."' Max smiled. 'I'll carry everyone there,' he said. 'We'll
do it together.'




Pip called all the miners and builders together. 'Gather your
tools!' he shouted. "We're moving to a new home.' The tiny
people cheered. They packed their pickaxes and hammers.
They rolled up their blueprints. Max held the pencil steady
while they climbed onto his hand. Then he carried them, one
by one, to the pencil case.



Willow unrolled her plans. 'We'll need walls of cloth and floors
of cardboard,' she said. The miners dug tiny tunnels for
storage. The builders hammered soft fabric into cozy rooms.
Max tore small pieces of paper for windows. 'This will be a
wonderful place,' said Willow. 'But we must work together.'
And they did.



The tiny city grew inside the pencil case. There was a town
square made from a bottle cap. A library was built from a
matchbox. The miners found shiny graphite pieces to decorate
the walls. The builders wove thread into carpets. Max watched
in wonder. He handed them a piece of string for a bridge.
Everyone had a job.




Pip stood on a spool of thread. 'We need a meeting hall,' he
announced. 'And a workshop for our tools.' Willow drew a new
plan. 'We'll build them side by side,' she said. The miners dug
the foundation. The builders raised the walls. Max held a tiny
lamp so they could see. The new city was taking shape.
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At last, the pencil case was ready. The tiny people moved into
their new homes. They had running water from a drop of dew.
They had soft beds made of cotton. 'It's even better than the
old city,' said Pip. But then he looked sad. 'l miss our old map,'
he said. 'The one that showed every street and square.'

11




Max had an idea. He took a piece of paper and his yellow
pencil. Very carefully, he drew the old city from memory. He
drew the streets, the buildings, and the little park. He drew
the graphite mines and the wooden workshops. Then he
colored it with tiny dots. 'This is for you,' he said, handing the
map to Pip.




Pip and Willow stared at the map. 'It's beautiful!" Willow said.
‘You remembered everything.' The tiny people cheered. They
hung the map in their new meeting hall. Max smiled so wide
his gap tooth showed. 'Thank you for letting me help,' he said.
'‘And thank you for being brave,' said Pip. 'You saved our city.'
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Max never sharpened that pencil again. He kept it on his desk
as a special treasure. Sometimes he would peek inside and
wave to his tiny friends. They would wave back from their cozy
pencil-case home. He learned that even the smallest creatures
can be great neighbors. And that cooperation makes any
change easier.




One day, Max's friend Lily asked to borrow a pencil. Max
handed her a different one. 'This one is special,' he said,
patting the yellow pencil. 'It has a whole world inside.' Lily
laughed, but Max just smiled. He knew the secret. And he
knew that kindness had built a new home for his tiny friends.
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Max drew a picture of the pencil city and hung it on his wall. It
showed miners and builders working side by side. It showed a
map of the old city and the new pencil-case home. And at the
bottom, in tiny letters, it said, 'Together, we can do anything.'
Max looked at it and felt proud. He had helped a whole city.
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