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In a green bamboo forest, where the leaves whisper and the
wind hums, lived a young panda named Bamboo. Bamboo was
round and chubby, with black and white fur and big round eye
patches. He loved to play and laugh, and he always smiled at
the sky. One sunny morning, a package arrived for him,
wrapped in a big leafy bow.



Bamboo opened the package with excited paws. Inside was a
tiny umbrella, bright red and no bigger than a flower. It had a
little wooden handle and a cheerful red top. Bamboo's eyes
went wide. 'Oh!' he said. 'A tiny umbrella! But it is much too
small for me.' He tried to hold it over his head, but it only
covered one ear.



Bamboo felt a little sad. He had hoped for an umbrella big
enough to keep him dry in the rain. But he did not stay sad for
long. He looked at the tiny umbrella and smiled a small smile.
'‘Maybe it is not for me,' he thought. '"Maybe it is for something
else.' He twirled the little handle and watched the red top spin.
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Just then, Bamboo heard tiny squeaks near the berry bushes.
He peeked through the leaves and saw a family of mice. There
was Mouse Papa with a blue scarf, Mouse Mama in a yellow
apron, and a baby mouse in a green leaf hat. They were trying

to have a picnic, but the tall grass was scratchy and the sun
was hot.



Mouse Papa looked up at the sky and sighed. 'The sun is too
bright,' he said. Mouse Mama nodded and held the baby close.
‘And the grass is too prickly for our picnic,' she said. The baby
mouse giggled and pointed at a dandelion. Bamboo watched
them and thought hard. He wanted to help.
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Bamboo looked at his tiny umbrella and then at the mice.
Suddenly, he had an idea. "This umbrella is small for me,' he
said, 'but it is just the right size for you!' He tiptoed over and
held out the little red umbrella. Mouse Papa tilted his head.
'For us?' he squeaked. 'Yes!' said Bamboo. 'Let's make a
shelter!"




Bamboo found a soft, flat rock near the berry bushes. He stuck
the wooden handle into a crack and opened the tiny umbrella.
It stood up like a little red roof. 'Perfect!' he said. The mice
gathered around and looked at the tiny umbrella. It was just
big enough for a mouse family picnic, and it looked cozy and

cheerful.




Mouse Papa clapped his tiny paws. 'What a clever idea!' he
said. Mouse Mama spread out a tiny blanket made of a leaf.
The baby mouse put a berry on a petal plate. The tiny umbrella
shaded them from the sun, and the soft rock was smooth and
cool. Bamboo sat nearby, his round white belly like a soft
cloud.



The mice sat under the tiny umbrella, dry and happy. Mouse
Papa shared tiny sandwiches made of seeds. Mouse Mama
poured dew drops into acorn cups. The baby mouse giggled
and played with a little red umbrella string. "This is the best
picnic ever!' said the baby mouse. Bamboo's heart felt warm
and full.




Bamboo watched the mice and felt proud. He had turned his
small umbrella into something wonderful. 'I thought it was too
small,' he said, 'but it was just right for you.' Mouse Papa
smiled. 'You used your imagination,' he said. 'That is a great
gift.' Bamboo beamed. He was glad he had not thrown the

umbrella away.




Then, plip, plop! A raindrop fell on Bamboo's nose. Then
another and another. The sky grew gray, and a gentle rain
began to fall. The mice huddled under the tiny umbrella, safe
and dry. But Bamboo was too big to fit underneath. 'Oh dear;'
he said, 'l am getting wet!"
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The mice looked at each other. 'We can help!' said Mouse Papa.
He and Mouse Mama pulled a big leaf from a fern. They held it
over Bamboo's head like a giant umbrella. 'Now you are dry
too!' squeaked the baby mouse. Bamboo laughed. 'Thank you!"
he said. 'We are a good team.'




The rain stopped, and the sun peeked out. A rainbow stretched
across the sky. Bamboo and the mice sat together, dry and
happy. 'Your tiny umbrella gave us a cozy picnic,' said Mouse
Mama. 'And your big leaf kept you dry,' said Bamboo. 'We all
helped each other.' They smiled and shared the last berry.
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From that day on, Bamboo kept the tiny red umbrella in his
garden. Whenever the mice came to visit, they set it up on the
flat rock. It became their special picnic spot, rain or shine.
Bamboo learned that even a small thing can be just right when
you use your imagination. And he always smiled when he saw
the little red roof.
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The forest animals heard about the tiny umbrella and the cozy
mouse picnic. They came to see it and to share stories.
Bamboo told them how he turned his disappointment into
something fun. 'When something seems too small,' he said,
'think big!' The animals nodded and smiled. The baby mouse
wore his green leaf hat and giggled.
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And so, in the green bamboo forest, the panda and the mice
remained the best of friends. The tiny red umbrella stood for
kindness and creative thinking. Bamboo never felt sad about
small things again. He knew that with a little imagination, any
problem could become a happy surprise. And that is a
wonderful thing to know.




