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Lily lived on a sunny street where everyone knew her cheerful
voice. She had warm brown skin, curly black hair in two short
puffs, and a smile with a tiny gap. She wore a mustard yellow
t-shirt with a small red heart, blue overall shorts, and white
sneakers with red laces. Lily loved helping her friends more
than anything in the world.




Every morning, Lily raced outside to find her best friend Mia.
Mia had light tan skin, a chestnut-brown bob with a green clip,
and soft freckles across her nose. She wore a green cardigan
over a white dress with tiny flowers. Lily and Mia did
everything together, from building leaf forts to sharing
sandwiches under the big oak tree.
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Lily was full of ideas. Whenever a friend had a problem, Lily's
hand shot up like a rocket. 'l know what to do!' she would say,
even before the friend finished talking. Her words tumbled out
fast and bright, like popcorn popping. Lily thought quick
answers were the best kind of kindness, and she gave them all
day long.




One morning, Mia arrived at the oak tree looking quiet. Her
shoulders drooped, and she didn't swing her satchel the way
she usually did. 'Mia, want to race to the fence?' Lily asked.
Mia shook her head. 'No, thanks,' she whispered. Lily tilted
her head. Something was different, but she wasn't sure what.
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Lily tried to help right away. 'Let's make a friendship bracelet!
she said, grabbing Mia's hand. Mia pulled back gently. '‘Maybe
later.' Lily frowned. 'How about we build a giant leaf pile?' Mia
just looked at the ground. Lily felt confused. Her quick ideas
usually worked, but today they seemed to bounce off Mia like
rain on a roof.




On the playground, Mia sat alone on the swings. Lily ran over
with a big grin. 'You need a snack! I have two cookies.' Mia
shook her head. 'I'm not hungry.' Lily tried again. ‘Then let's
play tag! You'll feel better.' Mia's eyes filled with tears. 'I don't
want to play,' she said softly, and walked away.
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Lily stood still, her heart thumping. She had tried three fast
fixes, and each one made Mia feel worse. Her cheeks grew hot.
She didn't like this feeling one bit. Lily walked home slowly,
kicking a pebble. Her curly puffs bounced, but her steps were
heavy. She needed help, and she knew exactly where to find it.
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Grandma Rose was in her cozy kitchen, wearing her lavender
cardigan and round glasses. Her silver bun gleamed in the
afternoon light. Lily climbed onto a stool and sighed.
'‘Grandma, I tried to help Mia, but she got upset. My ideas
didn't work.' Grandma Rose poured two cups of apple tea and
sat beside her.




Grandma Rose smiled gently. 'Sometimes, Lily, the best help is
not a quick idea. It is listening.' Lily blinked. 'But I do listen,’
she said. Grandma Rose shook her head. 'Listening means
waiting until the other person finishes. It means hearing their
feelings, not just their words. Try it. Ask Mia how she feels,
and don't interrupt.’




Lily thought about all the times she jumped in with an answer.
She remembered Mia's quiet voice and sad eyes. 'l think I
interrupted her,' Lily whispered. Grandma Rose nodded.
'Listening with kindness and empathy helps us understand.
When you understand, you can truly help.' Lily finished her tea
and hugged her grandmother. 'I'll go find Mia.'
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Lily found Mia sitting under the oak tree, hugging her canvas
satchel. Lily sat down beside her, close but not too close. 'Mia,'
she said softly, 'I'm sorry I didn't listen before. How are you
feeling?' Mia looked up, surprised. 'You really want to know?"

Lily nodded. 'I'm here to listen, and I won't interrupt.'
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Mia took a deep breath. 'My family is moving to a new house
across town next month. I'm scared I won't see you every day.'
Her voice wobbled. Lily's eyes grew wide. She hadn't known.
All her quick fixes had been about cookies and games, but Mia
needed to share a big worry. Lily stayed quiet and let Mia talk.
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When Mia finished, Lily reached over and held her hand.
‘Thank you for telling me,' Lily said. 'I understand why you're
upset. Moving is scary.' Mia's shoulders relaxed a little. "You
really do understand,' she said. 'That helps.' Lily smiled. "We
can still be best friends. We'll make a plan together, and I'll
listen whenever you need me.'
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The two friends sat under the oak tree as the sun turned gold.
Mia pointed out a ladybug crawling on a leaf, and Lily laughed.
'See?' Mia said. 'You didn't even give me a quick fix. You just
listened.' Lily nodded. '‘Grandma Rose taught me that listening
with kindness is a gift.' They linked pinkies and promised to
always share their feelings.




That afternoon, Lily walked home with a warm feeling in her
chest. She realized that understanding someone's feelings was
more important than having the fastest answer. Her mustard
shirt with the red heart seemed to glow. She couldn't wait to
tell Grandma Rose that listening had made her friendship with
Mia even stronger.
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From that day on, Lily practiced her new gift. When a friend
seemed sad, she asked, 'How are you feeling?' and then she
waited. She discovered that empathy begins with
understanding how others feel, and that listening is the
kindest help of all. Lily still loved to help, but now she knew
that the best help starts with open ears and a caring heart.
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