


The Tiny Theater

Yavuz DEMİRKIRAN



In a quiet corner of a big, busy house, there was a secret

nobody knew. Behind a dusty bookshelf stood a tiny theater

made from an old matchbox. Its curtain was a scrap of silk,

and its stage was a strip of red paper. Inside lived four

miniature actors, each about three centimeters tall, who loved

to make believe. Pip, the youngest, had bright orange hair that

stuck up like a little flame.
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Pip wore blue overalls with a red patch pocket and a yellow

star pinned to the chest. Every morning Pip bounced onto the

matchbox stage and called, "Good morning, troupe! What shall

we perform today?" Milly, the careful planner, adjusted her

round glasses and her thimble hat. She kept a tiny notebook

and measured everything twice. Tock, strong and stocky in his

mustard vest, carried the props. Gran, in her lavender shawl,

watched them all with kind grey eyes.
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The troupe practiced every single day. Pip practiced grand

bows. Milly practiced clever lines. Tock practiced rolling the

little silk curtain up and down. Gran sat on a button and

clapped softly. "Opening night is coming," she said. "The whole

house will watch." The miniature actors had invited every bug,

beetle, and mouse in the walls, and the tiny theater buzzed

with excitement.

3



One evening, Tock climbed up to fix the matchbox roof. It

wobbled. It wiggled. Then, with a soft crinkle and a thump, the

whole stage collapsed into a heap of paper and cardboard. "Oh

no!" cried Pip. "Our theater is ruined!" Milly measured the

fallen pieces and shook her head. "The roof is bent, and the

stage is torn. Opening night is tomorrow!" Tock lifted a bent

piece and sighed.
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For a moment, everyone stood very still. Pip's green eyes filled

with tears, and even Tock's warm amber eyes looked sad. But

Gran tapped her knitting-needle cane and smiled. "Now, now,"

she said gently. "A theater is not its cardboard. A theater is the

story and the people who tell it. Let us build again, together."

Pip wiped both cheeks and nodded.
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Pip jumped onto a thimble. "Teamwork!" Pip shouted. "We can

make a new theater from everyday objects!" Milly opened her

tiny notebook and began to plan. "We need seats, a curtain,

and a spotlight," she said. Tock rubbed his hands. "And I can

carry the heavy things." Gran looked around the room and

smiled. "We already have everything we need," she said. "We

just have to open our eyes."
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The troupe searched the floor and the shelves. Milly found a

jar of buttons, round and shiny, in red, blue, and gold. "These

would make wonderful seats!" she said. Pip helped line the

buttons in neat little rows, then sat on one to test it. "Perfect,"

Pip giggled. "Just right for a beetle, or a mouse, or me."
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Tock carried a big wooden spool of thread across the floor,

huffing and puffing as he rolled it. "Where should this go?" he

asked. Milly measured the space and smiled. "The stage needs

a curtain," she said. "We can wrap this beautiful thread around

the spool and pull it up and down." Tock wound the thread

carefully, and the curtain rose and fell like magic.
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"But how will we light the stage?" asked Pip. The little theater

had grown dark and dim. Gran looked up at the high shelf and

pointed with her knitting-needle cane. "A bottle cap," she said.

"Shiny and silver. If we set a tiny candle inside, it will shine

like a real spotlight." Tock climbed up and set the cap in place.

It gleamed, ready to glow.
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All through the night, the four friends worked side by side.

Milly measured and planned. Pip sorted buttons and swept the

floor. Tock carried and lifted and set everything straight. Gran

tied a small scrap of lace to the spool and smiled at the new

theater. By morning, the tiny stage stood in the corner, made

of buttons, thread, a spool, and a bottle cap.
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Pip looked at the new theater and gasped. "It's better than

before!" The button seats sparkled in rows. The spool curtain

was soft and pretty. The bottle-cap spotlight stood on its high

shelf. "We built this together," said Milly, writing in her

notebook. Tock nodded and checked his pocket watch. "The

audience will be here soon," he said. Pip's green eyes shone

with excitement.
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Gran gathered the troupe close. "Remember," she said softly,

"when everyone works together, imagination can turn ordinary

things into something amazing." Pip pinned the yellow star a

little straighter. Milly smoothed her green polka-dot dress.

Tock polished the bottle cap until it gleamed. Then, one by

one, the tiny audience began to arrive.
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The beetles scuttled in and found button seats in the front row.

The mice squeaked politely and sat together on a big blue

button. The moths fluttered down to the golden buttons and

folded their wings. Gran stood by the door in her lavender

shawl. "Welcome, welcome!" she said warmly. "The Tiny

Theater is proud to present its opening night!"
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Tock pulled the spool, and the thread curtain rose. Pip stepped

into the silver bottle-cap spotlight and took a deep, happy

breath. The tiny theater was quiet and warm. "Once upon a

time," Pip began, "four friends lost their stage and found a

better one." The audience leaned forward on their buttons, and

every eye was wide.
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The show was full of songs and jokes and bows. The beetles

stamped and the mice squeaked with joy. When the last curtain

fell, the whole house clapped and cheered. Pip, Milly, Tock,

and Gran held hands and bowed low together. "We did it!"

whispered Pip. "No," said Milly with a dimpled smile, "we did it

together."
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That night, the four tiny actors sat on their favorite buttons

and looked at their new theater. A spool curtain, button seats,

and a bottle-cap spotlight had made a magical little place. Pip

looked at the yellow star on the overalls and smiled. "If we

share our ideas and help one another," said Gran kindly, "we

can build something wonderful from anything at all."
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