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The Mole's Music Box
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Deep under the meadow, where roots twist like sleepy snakes,
lived a little mole named Molly. She wore round red glasses
and a green knitted scarf that Grandma had made. Molly loved
to dig, but most of all she loved to listen. She listened to
worms whispering and beetles tapping. One morning, her big
pink shovel paws hit something hard. Clink!
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Molly brushed away the dirt. There sat a small wooden box
with a tiny brass key on its side. It was carved with flowers
and leaves. 'What a pretty thing!' she squeaked. She turned
the key, and a sweet tune tinkled out. It sounded like stars
twinkling and brooks bubbling. Molly had never heard

anything so lovely.
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When the music played, a strange thing happened. The dark
tunnel ahead seemed to glow with a soft, golden light. The
tune pulled at Molly's heart, like a gentle hand leading her
forward. 'The music is showing me the way,' she whispered. So
she tucked the music box under her arm and followed the
glowing tunnel, her little heart going thump-thump-thump.
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The tunnel opened into a huge, dark space. Molly's glasses
nearly fell off. It was an underground concert hall! Rows of
dusty seats curved around a stage. A grand piano stood silent,
covered in cobwebs. Broken chairs lay scattered. 'Oh my,'

Molly gasped. 'This place was once full of music. I just know
il




Molly hurried back through the tunnels to tell her friends. She
found Bertie the beaver fixing a dam. 'Bertie! Come quick!' she
called. Bertie wiped his paws and put on his yellow hard hat.
‘What's all the fuss?' he asked. "You have to hear this!' Molly
said, and she wound the music box. The sweet tune echoed
through the tunnels.




Bertie's eyes went wide. 'That's the old concert hall tune!' he
said. 'My grandpa told me about it. The hall has been lost for
years.' Just then, Ruby the rabbit hopped up, her pink apron
flapping. 'Did someone say music?' she asked, her whiskers
twitching. 'I love music!' Molly played the tune again, and
Ruby's long ears stood straight up.
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Ollie the owl swooped down silently and landed on a stump.

He wore tiny spectacles and a purple bow tie. 'I remember that
song,' he said in a wise, soft voice. 'I conducted the last
concert there, long ago. But the hall fell into disrepair.' He
sighed. 'How wonderful to hear it again.' The animals all
looked at each other. They knew what they had to do.
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The next day, the animals gathered at the concert hall. Bertie
took charge. 'First, we fix the chairs and the stage,' he said,
handing out tools from his leather belt. 'Ruby, you and the
others can clean.' Ruby tied on her apron and pulled a feather
duster from behind her ear. 'Let's make this place sparkle!' she
cheered.




Everyone worked together. Bertie hammered and sawed, his
flat tail thumping happily. Ruby and the mice dusted every seat
until it shone. Molly used her big paws to sweep the floor. The
rabbits carried away spiderwebs. Even the beetles helped by
rolling tiny balls of dust. The hall began to look bright and
cheerful again.
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But there was one problem. The old piano was out of tune. ']
can fix it,' said Bertie. 'I'm good with tools.' He tightened
screws and adjusted strings. Ruby polished the keys until they
gleamed. Ollie tested each note with his wooden baton.
'‘Almost there,' he said. 'Just a little more teamwork.'
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Finally, Ollie stood on the stage. 'Tonight, we celebrate,' he
announced. ‘We will have a concert!' The animals cheered.
Molly wound the music box, and its sweet tune filled the hall.
Ollie raised his baton, and the animals began to play. The
piano sang, the drums thumped, and the flutes whistled. The
hall was alive with music!




Creatures from all over the underground came to listen. The
seats were full of happy animals tapping their feet. Ruby
danced with her feather duster. Bertie tapped his tail to the
beat. Molly beamed from ear to ear. "'The music box brought us
all together,' she said. Ollie nodded. 'Art can fill a community
with joy.'




After the concert, the animals decided to keep the hall open.
They would have music every week. Molly's music box became
the symbol of their teamwork. ‘We can do anything when we
work together,' said Bertie. Ruby nodded. 'And music makes
everything better!' The little mole smiled, her red glasses
glinting in the stage lights.




Molly placed the music box on a special shelf in the hall.
Whenever someone new visited, she would wind it and tell the
story of how it led her to the forgotten hall. 'It all started with
a little tune,' she would say. 'And a lot of friends.' The animals
would nod and smile, remembering the day their teamwork
brought music back to life.




From that day on, the underground concert hall was never
quiet. Music and laughter echoed through the tunnels. Molly
often sat in the front row, her green scarf wrapped snugly,
listening to the sweet sounds. She knew that even a small mole
could make a big difference. And the music box played on, a
tiny treasure that had brought everyone together.
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And so, deep under the meadow, the animals learned a gentle
lesson. Art can bring communities together, and teamwork can
turn a forgotten place into a home full of joy. Molly's music box
still plays its sweet tune, reminding everyone that even the

smallest discovery can lead to the grandest adventure. The
end.




