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To all the little adventurers who believe that even the tiniest spark can light up the darkest night, this story is for you. May you always find magic behind the smallest things and the courage to stand tall, no matter how tiny you might feel.

And to the grown-ups who never stopped whispering secrets in the wind or chasing the shimmer of impossible dreams, thank you for keeping the world a place where tiny heroes can still take giant leaps. Keep watching closely—there’s always a hero hiding where you least expect it.
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Picture this: a world so tiny you could miss it if you blinked too fast. In this teeny-tiny universe live the bravest little creatures you’ve ever met. They’re not the sort of heroes who wear flashy capes or roar like lions. No sir, they’re the ones who do the smallest, sneakiest things that make the biggest difference. They slip through cracks, buzz past giants, and dive into adventures where even the smallest step feels like climbing a mountain. This book is their story, full of chuckles, surprises, and a dash of magic that proves heroism doesn’t need to be huge to be mighty.

Now, as you turn these pages, get ready to shrink down and see the world from a bug’s point of view. You’ll meet critters with hearts bigger than mountains and minds sharper than thorny bushes. They might look tiny, but they pack more courage than a whole army of giants. So hold on tight to your imagination, because these little heroes are about to take you on a whirlwind of laughter, curiosity, and just a pinch of mischief. Are you ready to discover how the tiniest of heroes can change the biggest of worlds? Let’s go!
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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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IN THE MIDDLE OF NOWHERE, or rather, right on the edge of the tiny village of Wiggledown, stood the strangest garden anyone had ever seen. It was owned by old Mrs. Pottlebury, a shriveled woman whose hair looked as if it had been electrocuted by a swarm of wild bees and who wore spectacles so thick they turned her eyes into two blinking marbles. Everyone in Wiggledown whispered stories about what went on behind the tall iron gates of her garden, but nobody dared go near it—not after what happened to Timmy Trotter, the boy who vanished for a whole afternoon and came back with half his hair white and a face full of mysterious bumps.

The garden was a labyrinth of monstrous plants, enormous vegetables with teeth, and flowers that sang odd, scratchy tunes on moonlit nights. Its claim to fame—or infamy, depending on who you asked—was that nothing grown there was ordinary. Not even a single daffodil.

Now, it so happened that the village was about to face a calamity, the sort that kids instantly see but grown-ups stubbornly refuse to believe in. For you see, a group of ugly, grumbling men with shiny machines had arrived, their mission being to flatten the garden and turn it into yet another dull parking lot. Mrs. Pottlebury tried to stop them by ringing bells and shouting, which only made the men laugh and call her a daft old bat.

Among the villagers was an extraordinary pair of children, Sammy and Maya. Sammy was eleven, a scrawny boy with the kind of imagination that could turn a pebble into a dragon, and Maya, his sister by two years, was fearless and quick-witted, famous for climbing trees faster than any cat in Wiggledown. They both adored the garden, having explored it countless times despite Mrs. Pottlebury’s grumpy warnings to stay away from the "dangerous greenery."

That Saturday, Sammy and Maya were out playing near the gate when they overheard the men talking about starting the destruction the next morning. Maya’s eyes sparked. “We can’t let them smash the garden, can we?”

Sammy sucked his teeth. “But what can we do? They’re big, and we’re just a couple of puny kids.”

“Maybe the garden itself will help us,” Maya said, as if half-joking.

“You’re bonkers.”

“Am I? Wait and see.”

That night, the garden hummed with a strange vibration. Sammy and Maya sneaked out, wearing their thickest jackets and armed with flashlights and peanut butter sandwiches. They slipped through a hole in the fence they’d discovered a week earlier and tiptoed beneath the twisted branches that looked suspiciously like bent arms.

Suddenly, a soft voice whispered, “You came back.”

Maya jumped. “Who said that?”

From behind a clump of enormous, glowing mushrooms stepped a tiny creature no taller than a thumb, with long, knobbly fingers and eyes the size of buttons. It wore a hat made of a curled leaf and a cape spun from spider silk.

“Don’t be frightened,” it said, its voice a squeaky whisper. “I am Sprig, one of the Garden Guardians. We protect this place from trouble.”

Sammy rubbed his eyes. “Garden Guardians?”

“Indeed. We are the keepers of the plants and creatures that live here, and we have been watching you, children. You have courage, and for that, you are invited to join us.”

Maya blinked. “Join you? But you’re tiny! How can we help?”

“That,” Sprig smiled, “is where your imagination comes in.”

They followed Sprig deeper into the garden, through tunnels formed by giant leaves and past humming flowers whose petals shimmered like opals. Along the way, more curious figures revealed themselves: a beetle the size of a loaf of bread with armor that glimmered like polished metal, and a wrinkly toad who wore spectacles and muttered ancient gardening spells.

“Welcome to the Council of Green,” announced a tall, crooked sunflower whose face looked like a wrinkly old man, “We have waited long for allies like you.”

Sammy and Maya exchanged wide-eyed glances before nodding solemnly.

The next morning, the village woke to the rumble of engines. The nasty men arrived in their big machines, noises scraping the air like nails on a chalkboard. The children, armed with newfound hope, raced to the garden with Sprig and the other Guardians in tow.

The first machine scooped up a gigantic pumpkin, but the pumpkin suddenly sprouted arms made of thorny vines and punched the shovel right into the air, showering the driver with dirt. The beetle Guardian scuttled up the vehicle’s tread, jabbing its pincers into the metal gears and causing sparks to fly. The sunflower Guardian spread its seed petals, releasing thick clouds of pollen that made the men sneeze hard and lose control.

The humans yelled and jumped around, but Sammy and Maya stayed steady. “We have to protect every inch!” Maya shouted. “These plants are alive!”

The men were baffled. “It’s like the garden is fighting us!”

Indeed, the garden had come alive in every sense. The flowers twisted into thorny fences, the vegetables rolled like boulders, and the trees bent to trip the machines.

Mrs. Pottlebury appeared at the gate, wearing an expression somewhere between shock and a sly, triumphant grin. “You see,” she said to the crowd gathering behind the men, “this is no ordinary garden. It has its defenders.”

Sammy and Maya felt a surge of pride. Who would have thought a garden could be so fierce? And even better, they had made friends with these amazing little creatures watching over it.

The men finally gave up, grumbling about nonsense threats and stubborn old gardens. As they drove off, the crowd cheered, and Mrs. Pottlebury invited the children and the Guardians for warm tea and a plate of strangely shaped cookies that sparkled with tiny bits of sugar crystals.

Days turned to weeks, and the garden thrived as never before, guarded not just by its little creatures but now also by the brave hearts of Sammy and Maya. They learned the secret names of each plant and listened to the toad’s instructions on how to chant songs that made flowers bloom and sunsets more brilliant.

As for Mrs. Pottlebury, she softened, too. No longer a cranky old woman, she became a storyteller, sharing tales of the garden’s magic and the importance of guarding what you love fiercely.

Word spread across the village; the garden was no place to fear but a place to admire and protect.

And every so often, when the moon was just right, you could spot tiny figures darting between leaves, their laughter like tinkling bells, forever guarding the garden, with two humans among them—Sammy and Maya, the tiniest heroes of all.
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MAX WAS NOT A FAN OF cold weather. His nose turned bright red like a ripe tomato and his fingers felt like frozen sausages whenever winter crept in. So mittens, big woolly, squishy mittens, were absolutely essential. On the very first cold day of the year, Max dug through his drawer and pulled out his favorite pair—bright blue with tiny yellow stars stitched all over them. But when he held them up, ready to slide them on, something odd struck him. Only one mitten was there. The other had vanished into the mysterious abyss of the sock drawer.

Max blinked and looked again. No mittens. Just one. He sighed. "How do you lose a mitten? It’s not like they can walk away."

But then again, stranger things had happened around Max’s house. His parents were collectors of the eccentric and the peculiar. His mum painted enormous portraits of vegetables wearing hats. His dad loved talking to plants as if they were his best friends, calling them by name—Gertrude the geranium or Sir Sprout of the ferns. Their house was a shrine to oddness, and maybe now, mittens were about to add themselves to the collection.

Max grabbed his school jacket, still clutching the lonely mitten, and stormed downstairs. Granny was there, sitting in her big armchair, wearing a hat with feathers sticking out at odd angles.

“Granny,” Max began. “Have you seen my other blue mitten? The one with yellow stars?”

Granny peered over her spectacles
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