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In a cozy burrow under the old oak tree lived Hazel, a small

hedgehog with soft brown spines and a warm tan face. Her

large dark hazel eyes sparkled with curiosity, and her tiny

black nose twitched at every new smell. Hazel loved her

woodland home and her friends, but sometimes she worried

she was the most boring hedgehog in the whole forest. Every

day felt the same, and she wished she could be more

interesting.
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One morning, a letter arrived with a fancy seal. It said that

Hazel's Great-Aunt Prickle had left her a surprising gift: one

hundred unusual hats! Hazel rushed to the old trunk and

opened it wide. Out spilled floppy sunhats, striped beanies,

tiny berets, and hats with feathers, flowers, and shiny buttons.

Her pink inner ears wiggled with delight. 'A hundred hats!' she

squealed. 'Now I can be interesting every single day!'
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The next day, Hazel wore a floppy purple sunhat with a daisy

on top. She met her best friend Bramble, a lanky rabbit with a

blue polka-dot scarf. 'You look wonderful!' Bramble said, his

long ears standing tall. 'But you always look wonderful, hat or

no hat.' Hazel smiled, but inside she thought, 'He's just being

kind. Tomorrow I'll wear an even better hat.' She was sure the

hats would make everyone notice her.
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On Tuesday, Hazel chose a striped green beanie. She twirled

past Oakley the owl, who wore his round spectacles and

mustard vest. 'My, what a striking hat!' Oakley hooted softly.

'But I must say, your kindness shines brighter than any hat.'

Hazel thanked him and hurried on, already planning

Wednesday's hat. She didn't see the way Oakley's amber eyes

twinkled with gentle wisdom.
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Wednesday's hat was a tiny red beret that sat perfectly

between Hazel's ears. She skipped to the meadow where Pip

the mouse was gathering seeds. 'Your hat is so pretty!' Pip

squeaked, his big round ears twitching. 'But I like you even

more without it.' Hazel laughed and gave Pip a tiny paw high-

five. Still, she couldn't help wondering: if she stopped wearing

hats, would her friends still find her special?
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Every day brought a new hat. Thursday was a tall top hat that

wobbled when she walked. Friday was a straw hat with a

ribbon that fluttered in the breeze. Saturday was a knitted cap

with a pom-pom that bounced. Her friends always smiled and

said something nice, but Hazel kept changing hats, hoping one

would finally make her feel truly interesting. She didn't notice

that her friends loved her for her kind heart, not her hats.
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Then came the day of the big storm. The wind howled and the

rain poured. Hazel was safe inside her burrow, but the trunk of

hats was near the open window. A mighty gust blew it open,

and whoosh! The hats flew out into the stormy sky. Purple

sunhats, green beanies, and red berets tumbled away like

colorful leaves. Hazel watched in horror as her hundred hats

disappeared into the dark, rainy woods.
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When the storm finally passed, Hazel ran outside. The forest

was a mess of broken twigs and wet leaves. Her hats were

scattered everywhere! Some hung from branches, some

floated in puddles, and some were tangled in bushes. Hazel's

eyes filled with tears. 'My hats! All my beautiful hats!' she

cried. Just then, Bramble came hopping over, his blue scarf

flapping. 'Don't worry, Hazel! We'll find them together,' he

said.
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Bramble called all their friends. Oakley flew down from his

perch, his spectacles glinting. Pip scurried out from under a

fern, his red acorn-cap hat askew. 'We'll search everywhere!'

Pip squeaked. The four friends split up. Bramble checked the

tall grass. Oakley scanned from above. Pip looked in tiny

burrows. Hazel searched the berry bushes. They found hats in

the strangest places: one in a bird's nest, one on a mushroom,

and one floating in the stream.
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As they searched, Hazel noticed something. Her friends

weren't just looking for hats—they were laughing and helping

each other. Bramble pulled a soggy beanie from a puddle and

shook it dry. Oakley gently lifted a beret from a thorny branch

with his beak. Pip found three hats in a hollow log and proudly

carried them on his head. Hazel felt a warm glow inside.

Maybe the hats weren't the most important thing after all.
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By afternoon, they had gathered most of the hats in a big pile.

But Hazel sat down on a mossy stone and sighed. 'I wanted the

hats to make me interesting,' she confessed. 'But now they're

all wet and ruined.' Bramble sat beside her and twitched his

nose. 'Hazel, you don't need hats to be interesting. You're kind

and curious and fun. That's what we love about you.'
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Oakley nodded wisely. 'Indeed. We love you for your kindness,

not your accessories.' Pip climbed onto Hazel's paw. 'I like you

just the way you are,' he squeaked. 'With or without a hat.'

Hazel looked at her friends' smiling faces and felt a tear roll

down her cheek—but this time it was a happy tear. 'You really

mean it?' she asked. 'We really do,' they all said together.

12



That evening, Hazel invited everyone to her burrow for berry

tea. She spread the wet hats on the floor to dry, but she didn't

put one on. Instead, she wore her natural spines and her warm

smile. 'I think I'll keep the hats for special days,' she said. 'But

every day, I'll just be me.' Her friends cheered. Bramble raised

his teacup. 'To Hazel—the most interesting hedgehog we

know!'

13



The next morning, Hazel woke up and looked at the hats in the

trunk. She picked up the floppy purple sunhat and smiled.

'You're nice,' she said. 'But you're not what makes me special.'

She set it back and went outside to play with her friends. From

that day on, Hazel wore a hat only when she felt like it—and

always for fun, never to hide who she was.
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As the seasons changed, Hazel's hats became part of the

woodland's story. Pip borrowed the red beret for a costume

party. Bramble wore the striped beanie on a windy day. Oakley

even tried the tall top hat, though it kept falling over his

spectacles. And Hazel laughed along with them, her large dark

eyes sparkling with joy. She had learned that being herself was

the best thing she could be.
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And so, in the cozy burrow under the old oak tree, Hazel the

hedgehog lived happily with her hundred hats. She knew now

that true friends love you just the way you are—whether you

wear a daisy sunhat or nothing at all. Every day was an

adventure, not because of what she wore, but because of who

she was inside: a kind, curious, wonderful hedgehog.
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