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Sophie lived in a little cottage at the edge of a village where
the lanes twisted like ribbons and the gardens smelled of mint
and rain. She was eight years old, with curly black hair that
bounced when she ran and a purple satchel that held her
treasures. One sunny morning, she found something new on
Grandpa Aldo's dusty bookshelf: a book with a cracked leather
cover and tiny gold letters. It said: *A Spellbook of Small
Things.*




Sophie's hazel eyes grew wide. She opened the book and found
pages of swirling words and careful drawings. One spell was
called *The Little-Grow Charm.* It said: *Point at a tiny thing,
say the magic words, and it will grow big for a short while.*
Sophie's heart thumped. She ran to find Grandpa Aldo, who
was weeding his carrots with his walking stick beside him.
"Grandpa, look!" she said. "Can I try it?"
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Grandpa Aldo adjusted his round spectacles and smiled.
"Magic is fun, Sophie, but it needs careful choices," he said.
"Start with something small and harmless." Sophie nodded and
pulled a blue marble from her satchel. She set it on the grass,
pointed her finger, and said the spell. The marble swelled to
the size of a pumpkin, shiny and round. Sophie gasped, then
laughed. "It worked!" she cried. "But it's heavy!"
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Next, Sophie tried her yellow pencil. She pointed and said the
words, and the pencil grew as tall as a tree, its tip sharp
against the sky. "Now I can draw giant pictures!" she giggled.
But when she tried to lift it, it wobbled and fell with a soft
thud. Grandpa Aldo chuckled from his garden. "Remember, big
things can be tricky," he said. Sophie nodded, but her fingers
were already reaching for her toy elephant.
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The toy elephant was small and grey, with one ear chewed soft.
Sophie set it on the path and cast the spell. It grew and grew
until it was as tall as a dog, its trunk curled up and its little toy
eyes wide. Sophie clapped her hands. "A giant elephant!" she
shouted. But the elephant was still a toy, and it toppled over,
blocking the path. Sophie laughed and pushed it aside. "Magic
is amazing!" she said.



Just then, a garden snail crept across the path, its shell glossy
with amber and brown bands. It was tiny, no bigger than
Sophie's thumb. Sophie didn't mean to, but she pointed her
finger and said the spell again, just to see. A flash of light! The
snail grew and grew and grew. Its shell became a giant spiral,

its body a damp grey-green mound, and its eye stalks rose like
periscopes. It was as big as a cottage!

6




The giant snail blinked slowly and began to move, leaving a
silvery slime trail across the road. It was heading straight for
the village square, where the market stalls were set up. "Oh
no!" Sophie cried. "It's blocking the road!" People stopped and
stared. A cart couldn't pass. A dog barked. Sophie's heart
raced. "Grandpa!" she called. "I made a mistake! The spell is
too big!"




Grandpa Aldo hurried over, his tweed flat cap askew. "Don't
panic, Sophie," he said gently. "The spellbook must have a way
to undo it. Look for the counter-spell." Sophie flipped through
the pages, her fingers trembling. "Here!" she said. "It says: *To
shrink a giant thing, solve three puzzles before the snail
reaches the town square.*" She looked up. "Puzzles?" Grandpa
Aldo smiled. "You're good at puzzles. Let's go!"

Q
o




The first puzzle was carved on a stone by the road. It said: *I
have a shell but no home, a foot but no shoe. What am I?*
Sophie thought hard. "A snail!" she said. The stone glowed,
and the snail slowed down a little. Sophie ran ahead, her green
boots splashing in puddles. "One puzzle done!" she shouted.
Grandpa Aldo followed, his walking stick tapping. "Two more
to go," he said. "Think carefully."

9



The second puzzle was written on a wooden sign: *What grows
bigger the more you take away?* Sophie scratched her head.
She thought of marbles, pencils, and toy elephants. Then she
smiled. "A hole!" she said. The sign spun around, and the snail
slowed even more. But it was still moving toward the square.
Sophie could see the market stalls ahead. "Hurry!" she said.
"We need the last puzzle!"
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The third puzzle was painted on the side of the village well:
*What has a tongue but cannot taste, a soul but cannot live?*
Sophie bit her lip. She thought about the spellbook and its
words. "A shoe!" she said at last. The well echoed with a happy
chime, and the snail stopped right at the edge of the town
square. Its eye stalks swayed. Then, slowly, it began to shrink.
Smaller and smaller it went, until it was just a tiny garden
snail again, crawling into the grass.
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Sophie let out a huge breath. "We did it!" she said. Grandpa
Aldo put a hand on her shoulder. "You did it," he said. "But
remember, Sophie: great power needs careful judgment. Even
small things can have big consequences." Sophie nodded. She
looked at the spellbook in her purple satchel. "I think I'll keep
this book somewhere safe," she said. "And maybe practice on
marbles for a while."
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That evening, Sophie sat with Grandpa Aldo by the fire. She
told him about the marble, the pencil, and the toy elephant. "I
wanted to see big magic," she said. "But I forgot to think first."
Grandpa Aldo smiled, his white moustache twitching. "You
learned something important today," he said. "Magic is fun,
but it's also a responsibility. You solved the puzzles with
courage and kindness. That's the real magic."
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The next morning, Sophie found the tiny snail in the garden.
She picked it up gently and placed it on a leaf. "Sorry for the
big surprise," she whispered. The snail waved its eye stalks
and nibbled a lettuce leaf. Sophie smiled. She took out the
spellbook and wrote a new rule on the first page: *Think
before you cast.* Then she put the book back on the shelf, high
up, where it would wait for another day.
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Grandpa Aldo came out with two cups of cocoa. "I heard you
made a new rule," he said. Sophie nodded. "I think it's a good
one," she said. "Maybe one day I'll use the spell again, but only
for tiny things, and only when I've thought it through."
Grandpa Aldo raised his cup. "To careful choices," he said.
Sophie raised hers. "To small things," she said. And they drank
their cocoa in the morning sun.
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From that day on, Sophie kept the spellbook safe, but she
never forgot the giant snail. She told the story to her friends,
and they all agreed: magic is wonderful, but it's best used with
thought and care. And whenever Sophie saw a garden snail,
she would smile and say, "Hello, little one. Stay small, and I'll
stay careful." And the snail would wave its eye stalks, as if it
understood.




