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Ben was a curious boy with tousled chestnut hair, bright hazel

eyes, and freckles across his nose. One sunny afternoon, he

followed a path through the meadow behind his house. The

path led to a grassy hill dotted with daisies. As Ben sat down

to rest, he heard something strange: a soft, tinkling melody

coming from under the ground.
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Ben pressed his ear to the grass. The music was magic—a mix

of tiny bells and humming strings. He dug gently with his

fingers and found a small, smooth stone that glowed faintly

blue. The stone was warm and pulsed with light, like a tiny

heartbeat. Ben slipped it into his satchel and promised to find

where the music came from.
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The next day, Ben returned to the hill with his green rubber

boots and red-and-yellow striped jumper. He followed the

music to a hidden opening behind a clump of ferns. The

opening was no bigger than a rabbit hole, but it glowed with a

warm amber light. Ben took a deep breath and crawled inside.
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Inside, Ben found a winding tunnel lit by glowing stones. Tiny

people, no taller than teacups, were busy carving colorful

rocks. They wore quilted overalls and tool belts. One miner, a

bold-looking woman with silver-grey hair in two buns, spotted

Ben and gasped. 'A giant!' she cried, dropping her chisel.
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Ben held up his hands. 'I'm not a giant,' he said softly. 'I'm Ben.

I heard your music.' The miners whispered among themselves.

The bold miner, whose name was Pippa, stepped forward. 'I am

Pippa, head carver,' she said proudly. 'This is our secret home.

You must not tell anyone.' Ben nodded seriously.
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Pippa gave Ben a tiny tour. The tunnels sparkled with colorful

stones—pink, turquoise, and gold. The miners carved them

into beautiful shapes: animals, flowers, and stars. Ben watched

as a miner named Grumble, a round elder with a bushy white

beard, polished a stone with his wooden mallet. 'Every stone

has a story,' Grumble said wisely.
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Suddenly, the ground shook. Dust fell from the tunnel ceiling.

'The root again!' cried Pippa. Ben saw a massive, gnarled root

pushing through the tunnel wall. It was as thick as a tree trunk

and seemed to be growing. 'That's the old oak's root,' Ben said.

'It's breaking your home!' The miners looked worried.
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Grumble stroked his beard. 'We've tried to push it back with

our tools,' he said. 'But it keeps growing.' Pippa crossed her

arms. 'We must protect our tunnels,' she declared. 'We'll carve

around it and make a new path.' Ben wanted to help, but he

knew they had to be careful. 'Maybe we can find a way that

helps the tree too,' he suggested.
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Pippa frowned. 'The tree is the problem,' she said. 'Why should

we help it?' Grumble shook his head. 'The tree was here before

us,' he said. 'We must respect it.' The miners argued. Some

wanted to chop the root, but that felt wrong. Ben listened

carefully. He didn't want to hurt the tree, but he didn't want

the miners to lose their home either.
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Ben remembered the glowing stone he'd found. He pulled it

from his satchel. 'This stone came from your hill,' he said. 'It's

warm and alive. Maybe the tree and the stones are connected.'

Pippa's eyes widened. 'The heart-stone!' she gasped. 'It fell

from our carving table. It's very special.' Grumble nodded.

'The heart-stone can feel the tree's roots.'
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Ben had an idea. 'What if we guide the root into a new tunnel?'

he said. 'One that goes around your home but still lets the tree

drink water?' Pippa looked doubtful. 'We've never done that,'

she said. But Grumble smiled. 'The old stories tell of root-

whispering,' he said. 'We could sing to the root and lead it with

the heart-stone's light.'
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The miners gathered their tools and followed Ben to the tunnel

wall. Pippa held the heart-stone high, and its blue light pulsed

softly. Grumble began to hum a low, rumbling tune. The other

miners joined in with their tiny voices. Ben added a gentle

whistle. The root quivered, then slowly began to turn,

following the music and the light.
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They worked together for hours. Ben dug a new path with his

hands, while the miners carved smooth walls. The root crept

along the new tunnel, away from the miners' homes. As it

moved, small green shoots sprouted from the tunnel ceiling,

and the air smelled fresh. Finally, the root settled into its new

place, and the tunnel was safe.
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Pippa wiped blue stone dust from her cheek. 'We did it!' she

cheered. 'And the tree can still drink,' Ben said, pointing to the

root's fine hairs sipping water. Grumble patted Ben's arm. 'You

listened to us,' he said. 'That is the best kind of help.' The

miners cheered, and Pippa gave Ben a tiny carved star as a

thank-you gift.
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Ben said goodbye and crawled out of the hill. The old oak

stood tall and green, its leaves rustling in the breeze. Ben

placed the carved star on a root and whispered, 'Thank you for

sharing your hill.' From then on, whenever Ben heard the

magic music, he would smile and tap his foot, knowing his tiny

friends were safe and happy below.
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And if you ever visit that grassy hill, listen closely. You might

hear a tinkling melody and know that Ben and the miners are

still friends, working together and respecting each other's

homes. For the best magic happens when we listen, share, and

help one another—just like Ben and the tiny miners of the

hollow hill.
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