
[image: ]
​Table of Content

Dedication

Preface

About The Author

Legal Notice & Disclaimer

The Magic of a Smile

Benny’s Big Helping Hands

The Secret Garden of Friendship

Lily’s Lost Puppy Adventure

The Rainbow of Kindness

Timmy and the Sharing Tree

The Little Library that Could

Emma’s Surprise Thank You

The Brave Act of a Tiny Turtle

The Day the Playground United

Coco’s Cupcake for a Cause

The Kindness Chain Reaction

Mia’s Mission to Cheer Up Max

The Paper Plane Promise

Oliver’s Open Heart

The Invisible Gift

The New Kid and the Big Welcome

Zoe’s Zero Waste Wonder

The Night the Stars Listened

Grandpa’s Gentle Giant Story
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication

[image: ]


To all the little dreamers who believe that a smile can be magic and a kind word can change the world, this book is for you. May you always find the bravery to stand up for others, the courage to share your brightest light, and the joy in knowing that kindness is the greatest adventure of all. Keep your hearts open wide, because the world needs your sparkle more than ever.

And to those who think kindness is just for the soft and gentle, remember this: even the smallest act can turn a grumpy day into something wonderful. So grab your invisible capes and join the club where every small deed makes a big difference. After all, the real magic isn’t in spells or potions but in how we treat each other.
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Imagine a place where kindness is the most powerful magic of all, where even the tiniest act can ripple out and change the world. That’s the world you’re about to step into with this book. Inside these pages, you’ll meet a band of lively, cheeky kids who aren’t afraid to stand up, share a smile, or lend a helping hand. They might not have capes or superpowers, but their hearts are as big as the tallest mountain and twice as brave. If you’ve ever thought that being kind is a bit boring or silly, wait until you see what these rascals get up to!

This is not just a story about being nice because you’re told to. It’s about how kindness can turn frowns upside down, build bridges between foes, and even make the gloomiest days sparkle like fireworks. So, tuck yourself in, get ready to giggle and gasp, and keep your eyes wide open. You might just find that you’re already a member of the nicest club of all—without even knowing it. And if you dare, there’s a tiny chance you’ll want to start your own Kindness Club too. Wouldn’t that be smashing?
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Emily Rose Whitaker grew up in a small town in Vermont where snow days meant hot cocoa and reading stacks of fairy tales under a big quilt. She always knew she wanted to write stories that kids would beg to hear “just one more time” before bed. Her love for adventure and a pinch of mischief shows up in every tale she spins.

Before writing full-time, Emily worked as a kindergarten teacher for almost a decade. Those years gave her more than enough funny moments and wild kid questions to fill a hundred books. She believes there’s magic in the everyday stuff — muddy boots, backyard forts, and secret handshakes between best friends.

When she’s not writing, Emily can be found gardening with her two daughters, baking cookies that rarely make it to the jar, or camping in the woods with her husband. She swears she’s never outgrown bedtime stories herself — they’re her favorite way to dream up the next adventure.
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Copyright © 2025 Emily Rose Whitaker

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means whether electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise without the prior written permission of the copyright holder, except in the case of brief quotations included in critical articles or reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, places or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
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NOBODY EVER SMILED in Grimbleton—not properly, anyhow. The clouds hung so low and so grumpy that even the sun looked like it had a headache. The houses were scrunched up side by side, and the people scuttled about with sour lips and knitted brows, as if their faces were permanently stuck in a gloomy frown. If you asked most Grimbletonians what made them happiest, they’d probably squint and mumble, “Being left alone and not having to talk to anyone.” It was a dreadful place for giggles or nonsense, and worse for smiles.

Except for one tiny exception.

Her name was Millie Jenkins. Millie was ten years old and had hair the color of rusty bottle caps, wild and tangled, just like her imagination. She lived at the very end of Wriggle Street in a crooked little house with bright purple shutters and a garden full of wildly unpruned flowers. Of all the children in Grimbleton, Millie was the one who smiled the most. Her grin wasn’t some polite little twitch or a quick flash for company; it was broad, toothy, and often came with a snort or a giggle that startled grown-ups and made cats skitter under flowerpots.

Now, Millie’s smile was a sort of secret superpower, although she didn’t know it yet. It was a smile so big and so unusual in a town like Grimbleton that it didn’t just cheer up people—it made things happen.

It started one damp Tuesday. Millie was trudging home from school, carrying a bag as heavy as a sack of lemons, filled with books she didn't want to read. At the corner by the bakery, she spotted Mr. Crumplebottom, the town’s greediest man, standing gloomily outside his shop—Crumplebottom's Curiosities and All Things Absolutely Trouble-Making. The shop was a mess of dusty clocks that ticked backward and hats with feathers too big to wear properly. Mr. Crumplebottom himself was short and squinty, with a nose like a crooked carrot.

He was muttering to himself about the day’s losses when Millie’s big toothy smile caught his eye. “That smile,” he grumbled, “is an insult to misery.”

But before he could shoo her away, Millie grinned wider and said, “Hey! Have you ever seen a giggle fly away?”

He blinked and frowned harder, trying to look severe, but Millie just lifted her chin like a pirate daring the storm. She closed her eyes and let out her best giggle—an awkward snorty, chortle-throat noise that snuck out before she could stop it.

Something strange happened.

A little puff of sparkling smoke drifted from her mouth and danced lazily in the damp wind before disappearing. Mr. Crumplebottom’s mouth dropped open a crack. His scowl softened, just a tiny bit.

“Blimey,” he muttered.

Before long, people began to notice. Across Grimbleton, things started to change—not in a big way, mind you—just the tiniest flickers of joy here and there. At the grocery store, Mrs. Grumbletits actually laughed when her hat caught a gust of wind and flew onto Mr. Whitt’s stoic head. At school, even the strict headmaster snorted into his tea when a beetle marched across the keyboard of the old typewriter.

None of this could be explained, except Millie had kept smiling, and with every smile, a little magic shimmered through the town, tugging at the sleepy grey clouds like someone was turning on dimmer switches.

Now, not everyone liked this change. There was one especially grumpy lady named Miss Haggins, who lived in a tower of books piled so high they looked ready to topple. She would sit by her window, wiping her branches of spectacles and scolding anyone who dared to smile or cough or breathe too loudly.

She caught wind of Millie’s mischief and set out to stop her.

One morning, Millie awoke to find a suspicious package on her doorstep. It was wrapped in crinkly paper, sealed with a dark red wax stamp—a tiny scowl etched into it.

Inside was a little box, plain and wooden, with a note in neat, spidery handwriting:

“Dear Smiler,

Please cease smiling. Your laughter is an affront to order.

Miss Haggins”

Millie frowned. “Who in Grimbleton sends a box to tell me not to smile?” She shook her head and grinned wider, as if the box were a joke. What could she do with a box except pretend it was treasure?

But then the strangest thing happened.

That afternoon, walking through the market, Millie spotted a troop of gloomy adults lined up outside the town hall. They looked like they were ready for a punishment parade or a miserable meeting. At their head was Miss Haggins herself, wearing an enormous black cloak patterned with thorns and a hat so tall it seemed able to poke the sky.

“Citizens of Grimbleton!” she barked. “Today we gather to stamp out foolishness and frivolity, starting with one particular offender.”

Millie gulped but didn’t let her smile fade. She’d never been the kind to back down.

Miss Haggins pointed straight at her. “You, child. Your endless smiling has caused chaos. This must stop. You will be locked in the House of Seriousness.”

This was the oldest and scariest building in Grimbleton, which, rumor had it, had once been a prison for gigglers and nonsense-makers long ago.

Before Millie could say anything, a pair of burly town guards stepped forward and grabbed her arms.

“But I only smile because it’s fun!” Millie protested. “Smiling doesn’t hurt anyone.”

“Oh, but it does,” Miss Haggins sneered. “It undermines discipline. It disrupts The Order of Grimbleton.”

The guards dragged Millie through the narrow streets, her wild laughter now bubbling uncontrollably. She could feel her magic smile getting stronger the closer she came to the House of Seriousness.

Inside, the House was dark and sticky with dust. The walls seemed to suck the air out of your lungs, and a cold whispery silence hung everywhere like cobwebs on a spider’s face.

Millie was pushed into a gloomy cell where even prisoners of gloom would have begged for a day off.

She sat on the hard floor and looked around. There was nothing but a small window too high up to reach, and a door that creaked ominously in the wind.

Then, she remembered something her grandmother once told her: “A smile is the tiniest bit of sunshine you can carry, even on the darkest days.”

Millie took a deep breath and smiled. Not just any smile but the biggest, brightest, most slippery smile she could muster. She imagined it as a bubble of golden light growing in her chest.

Suddenly, her smile began to glow, faintly at first, then blindingly bright. It began to fill the entire room with a warm, shimmering glow—shimmering so much that the grimy walls began to look like painted rainbows. The dust motes floated like tiny stars in the air.

The glow seemed to seep through the stone, flowing out through the cracks, through the bars, and even under the door.

Outside, people stopped in their tracks. The scowl on Miss Haggins's face began to crack, like a dry crust breaking under gentle rain. The guards blinked and shielded their eyes against the sudden light.

The magic of Millie’s smile wasn’t just in showing teeth—it was alive, a wild force that could not be caged or silenced.

A low rumble echoed through the town, and the clouds above began to rumble and roar. Thunder cracked, and then—out burst a giant, blazing rainbow. It arched perfectly over Grimbleton, touching every rooftop and garden, painting the town in bold joy colors for the first time in decades.

The people of Grimbleton gasped—all who had been holding grudges, arguments, and frowns suddenly felt something warm and silly tickling their thoughts.

Even Miss Haggins sneezed loudly, and for a dreadful moment, the whole town thought she might actually chuckle.

The magic didn’t stop there.

From the House of Seriousness, the heavy front door swung wide open. Millie emerged, her smile softer but still radiant. The walls behind her crumbled like stale crackers, dissolving into petals and leaves.

The town burst into cheers—or something like it. It was awkward and unsure at first, but the smiles quickly multiplied. There were no more scowls so fierce they could cause frost. Instead, people began to talk and laugh and build tiny forts of kindness.

Even Mr. Crumplebottom sold scones for a penny and gave away hats with ridiculous feathers.

Millie became the head of the newly formed Kindness Club—a band of merry Grimbletonians determined to keep smiles and laughter alive.

And Miss Haggins? Well, she was last seen trying to crochet a gigantic rainbow scarf, grumbling about the inconvenience of happiness.

Grimbleton had changed, all because one girl dared to smile harder than anyone thought possible.

Sometimes, when the sun is just right, you can still
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