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Millie Mouse lived in a tiny, cozy house beneath the old oak tree.

The walls were lined with crumbly bark bookshelves, and her

favorite socks hung to dry near the teapot.

Every day was a good day for exploring—but today felt extra

curious.

As Millie swept her porch with a twig

something strange. Behind a pile of crunc

oroom, she spotted

ny leaves, just past her

favorite dandelion patch, was a small, dark tunnel.

“Oh cheese and crackers!” she squeaked, whiskers twitching.

“Where could this tunnel lead? It wasn’t here yesterday!”






Millie didn’t waste a second. She called out to her best friend,
Toby Toad, who bounced over with a hop and a cheerful splat.
“Exploring tunnels is my favorite!” Toby said proudly—though he’d
never actually been in one.

Before Millie could answer, Pip Squirrel zipped down the tree

trunk in a swirl of leaves, paws full of acorns and eyes wide with

excitement.

“Adventure?” Pip grinned. “Count me in!”

The three friends stood before the tunnel entrance, unsure but
excited.
“We should grab supplies,” said Pip sensibly. So they did: cheese

snacks, an acorn lantern, and one very large leaf (just in case).






Millie led the way, her tiny paws pressing bravely into the soft

earth. “Here goes nothing!” she whispered.

Toby followed, whispering soft ribbits to keep his courage up, and

Pip tiptoed behind, his tail twitching like it had ideas of its own.

Inside, the tunnel was cool and crum

sleepy worms and tiny specks of sun

The tunnel twistec

tummy rumbled loud

cracks above.

and turned. They gigg
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oly, with roots curling like

ight sneaking in through

ed when someone’s

out Toby swore it was

“I feel like a detective mouse!” Millie whispered. “Tunnel patrol!”






Suddenly, Millie’s nose bumped something soft and feathery.
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A small face popped into view. It was a mole! She wore tiny round

glasses and had a patch of moss in her fur.

“Oh, hello!” she squeaked. “I'm Maisie. Welcome to my reading

nook.”

The tunnel opened into a cozy bump in the wall, lined with

storybooks, doodles, and even a stack of pinecone pillows.

“I didn’t know anyone else used this tunnel,” said Millie, eyes

spark

Ing.

“You’re my first visitors!” Maisie beamed. “Want to rest a bit?”






The friends nibbled cheese and passed around a story called *The
Acorn Who Wished To Be A Walnut*.
Pip laughed so hard he nearly dropped his lantern. Even Toby got
the hiccups from giggling.
Maisie showed them her drawing of a flying worm, and Millie

clapped her paws.

Just then, Toby’s eyes narrowed. “What's that over there?”

A much smaller tunnel peeked out from behind a mushroom lamp.

“That wasn’t there before,” Maisie blinked. “It looks...

mysterious.”
“Shall we?” Millie grinned.

They all nodded. Curiosity is very contagious underground.






The new tunnel was tight and twisty. Millie had to scoot on her
belly, her scarf dragging behind her like a flag.
Pip sucked in his cheeks to squeeze through. Toby mumbled
something about toads not being meant for tunnels, but he kept

wiggling forward.

Then, suddenly—light!
They tumbled out into a secret garden lit by the tiniest glowing
mushrooms.
Raspberry bushes arched like fairy tents, and fireflies blinked in

patterns that almost looked like words.

Everyone gasped.

“This... is... amazing!” Pip cried, spinning in circles.






The friends explored every corner of the hidden garden. Maisie

found a shiny pebble shaped like

a heart and tucked it into her

vest.

Pip discovered a mushroom that

“Wadd
Toby tried to croak in time with t

ooked like a duck and named it

7

es.

ne firefly flashes and ended up

giggling too much to breathe.

Millie lay on her back, paws behind her head, staring at the soft

clouds above.

“I'm so glad we followed the tunnel,” she whispered.

“Me too,” Maisie said softly. “Curiosity sure has good taste.”






As the sky turned dusky lavender, the friends knew it was time to
head home.

Millie hugged Maisie—explorer to explorer—and promised to swap
books soon.

Pip stuffed a few raspberries in his cheeks for later.

“Let’s visit again next week!” Toby suggested.
They made their way back through the winding tunnels, their
acorn lantern swinging gently, hearts warm and minds full.

Even the roots seemed to wave goodbye.






That night, Millie snuggled into her leaf blanket, a little map of the
tunnels curled by her side.

She felt happy, tired, and extra curious about what other tunnels
the world might be hiding.

Outside her oak tree, fireflies blinked a soft lullaby, and
somewhere nearby, Maisie was already reading their next story by
mushroom-light.

Pip probably fell asleep mid-snack. Toby might still be humming.
And Millie Mouse?

She dreamed of pebble hearts, secret paths, and curious
beginnings yet to come.

Sometimes the best journeys start with a question.



Before You Drift Off...

What’s something you've always been curious about, like Millie

was with the tunnel?

If you could explore anywhere with your friends, where would you

go and what would you hope to find?



