Lily's Big Voice

miguel34 Azevedo




miguel34 Azevedo

Lily, a bright-eyed girl with a daisy in her

hair, is happily watering her small, vibrant potted

sunflower on her windowsill. Sunlight streams

into her colorful room, illuminating dust motes
dancing in the air. Her smile is wide and

genuine, full of simple joy.
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Outside, on the playground, Max, a big kid
with a mischievous grin and a slightly rumpled
shirt, playfully snatches Lily's favorite red bouncy
ball just as she's about to catch it. He laughs
loudly, holding it high above her reach, his eyes
twinkling with playful teasing. Lily's face falls,

her brow furrowed in disappointment.
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Lily sits alone on a brightly colored bench,
her shoulders slumped, watching other kids play.
Her bouncy ball lies forgotten near Max, who is
now kicking it around by himself. A single tear
rolls down her cheek, making her usually
cheerful expression look small and sad against

the vibrant playground backdrop.
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High in a sprawling, ancient oak tree, Lily
confides in Professor Hoot, a wise old owl with
spectacles perched on his nose, who listens
intently. Professor Hoot's large, knowing eyes
blink slowly as Lily explains her feelings, his
feathery head tilted in sympathy. His branch is
adorned with tiny, twinkling fairy lights.
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PROFESSOR

Professor Hoot gently hoots, "A little voice
can make a big change, dear Lily." He
encourages her with a warm, encouraging smile,
gesturing with a wing towards the playground.
Lily looks up, a flicker of courage sparking in her

eyes, mixed with a hint of nervousness.
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With a deep breath, Lily walks towards Makx,
who is still bouncing her ball. Her steps are small
but determined, her hands clasped tightly in
front of her. The playground equipment looms
cheerfully behind them, but a quiet tension

hangs in the air around Lily.
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Lily stands bravely in front of Max, looking
him right in the eye. "Max," she says softly but
clearly, "when you take my ball and laugh, it
makes me feel sad and left out." Her expression
is earnest, her voice steady despite her racing

heart.
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Max, mid-bounce, freezes. His wide,
grinning face slowly changes to one of surprise,
then a touch of confusion. He looks from Lily's
earnest face to the ball in his hand, a new
understanding dawning in his usually boisterous

eyes. The playful sparkle in his eyes dims slightly.
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Max lowers the bouncy ball and, with a
slightly sheepish look, hands it back to Lily.
"Oh," he mutters, "I didn't think about that. I'm
sorry, Lily." He even offers her a small, hesitant
smile, completely different from his earlier

teasing grin.
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Lily, holding her bouncy ball tight, smiles
genuinely at Max. They don't immediately start
playing together, but a new respectful
understanding passes between them. Lily feels a
warm glow of confidence, knowing she used her

voice, and the playground feels a little brighter.
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