The Little Flower Story Wagon: An Advent Adventure
Week 1 of Advent — The Treasure of Hope

The first flakes of winter had begun to
softly fall over the wide green meadow
where the Wise Pepper Farmer
Giuseppe lived. His humble cottage
glowed with the soft blue light of Advent,
. and the Little Flower Story Wagon was
decorated with fresh evergreen garlands
. and a single purple lantern on each side.

Inside the warm barn, Pip the Rabbit,
Luma the Firefly, and Pastor the Black
Dog were buzzing (or wagging) with
excitement.

“Tonight begins our Advent journey!” Pip announced, hopping in a joyful circle. “Giuseppe
said we're traveling to share the story of waiting for Jesus’l”

Pastor sat proudly near the wagon, tail thumping against the hay. He gave a happy boof, as if
to say he was very ready to go. He nudged a small wooden crate with his nose—curious,
hopeful, and just a little impatient.

Luma hovered above them, glowing a soft violet light. “| heard Giuseppe say we’re carrying a
very special gift in the wagon tonight.”

Just then, Wise Pepper Farmer Giuseppe entered, brushing snow from his worn hat
and shoulders. His white beard glistened with flakes, and his eyes shone warmly, like a
candle in a window.

“My dear friends,” he said in his gentle Italian accent, “the children of Little Flower
Parish are preparing their hearts for the coming of Jesus. And so, the Story Wagon will
bring them Advent treasures—one for each of the four weeks.”

He lifted a small wooden chest carved with twinkling stars.

“Inside is the First Treasure of Advent:”
He opened it slowly.
“‘Hope.”

Pip’s long ears perked straight up.
“What’s hope made of?” he asked.

Giuseppe chuckled softly.
“Sometimes hope is as small as a seed hidden under winter snow...
and sometimes hope is bright as a star guiding travelers in the night.”



With that, they set off. Snowflakes danced like tiny angels around them as the Story
Wagon rolled through the quiet evening paths, the purple lanterns shining like little
Advent candles.

When they arrived at the parish courtyard, the children were gathered around the
creche, which still held only an empty manger.

Giuseppe stepped aside.
“Tonight,” he whispered, “you will share the treasure.”

Pip hopped forward bravely.
“This week is about Hope,” he said proudly. “Like a seed sleeping under the soil in
winter. You can’t see what God is doing—but He’s working just the same.”

Luma floated higher, shining brighter.
“And hope is like a tiny light that doesn’t give up,” she added. “Even the smallest spark
can guide your heart.”

The children looked at the lanterns, glowing softly in the cold darkness.

Then Pastor padded quietly to the manger. He curled beside it and laid his warm head
next to the straw. His calm presence said everything:

Hope means making space for Jesus—

even before His arrival.

Giuseppe opened the star-carved chest
and revealed a small wooden star, made
for the parish. Each child touched it
reverently and whispered a quiet Advent
prayer into the winter night.

As the Story Wagon prepared to leave, the
children called out: “Will you come back
next week?”

Giuseppe winked, his breath forming a soft
cloud in the frosty air.
“Oh yes, little ones. Next week we will bring the Treasure of Peace.”

The wagon jingled off into the snowy night, the lanterns flickering like the first candle
on an Advent wreath, leaving behind footprints, gentle glows, and hearts full of hope.

The End.



