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Bernard the badger lived in a cozy burrow at the edge of the
woods. He loved everything tidy and just so. His mustard-
yellow cardigan was always buttoned, his round spectacles
always polished, and his brown leather slippers always lined
up by the door. But Bernard had one very unusual thing: a
magical umbrella that grew huge in storms and shrank in

sunshine.




On sunny days, Bernard's umbrella was tiny, no bigger than a
teacup. He kept it on a little hook by the front door. When dark
clouds rolled in, the umbrella would swell and swell until it
was as big as a tent. Bernard would march out proudly, dry
and snug beneath it, while raindrops drummed a happy tune
on the canvas.




One bright morning, the sun was shining and the umbrella was
small. Bernard decided to tidy his living room. He dusted the
shelves, fluffed the cushions, and polished the little table.
Outside, the wind began to whisper. Bernard didn't notice. He
was too busy arranging his teacups in a perfect row.
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Suddenly, the sky turned grey and the wind howled. A storm
had arrived! Bernard's umbrella began to grow. It grew and
grew and grew. It swelled up like a giant mushroom right
there in the hallway. The umbrella pushed against the walls. It
knocked over a lamp. It bumped the bookshelf. Bernard
gasped. "Oh dear! Oh my!"




The umbrella was enormous now, filling the whole hallway. Its
handle was stuck under the stairs, and its tip pressed against
the ceiling. Bernard tried to push it, but it wouldn't budge. He
tried to pull it, but it was too heavy. He sat down on the floor
and wrung his paws. "I need help," he said. "I need clever
help!"




Bernard ran to the village and knocked on a tiny blue door. Out
popped Millie the mouse, wearing her yellow hard hat and
blue overalls. A red pencil was tucked in her pocket. "Millie!"
cried Bernard. "My umbrella has grown inside my house! Can
you help?" Millie grabbed her measuring tape. "Let's take a
look," she said calmly.



Millie measured the umbrella from top to bottom. She
measured the hallway and the door. She scribbled numbers
with her red pencil. "The umbrella is too wide for the door;,"
she said. "But if we tilt it and wiggle it, it might just fit."
Bernard felt a little hopeful. "We'll need strong help," said
Millie. "Let's find Peck the woodpecker."
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Peck the woodpecker was up a tree, hammering away at a new
nest. His red crest bobbed as he worked. He wore an orange
builder's apron and safety goggles. "Peck!" called Millie. "We
need your carpenter skills!" Peck flew down in a flash. "A
tricky job? I love tricky jobs!" he chirped. "Let's go!"
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Back at the burrow, the umbrella was still growing. It pushed
against the kitchen door and rattled the pots. Bernard danced
around nervously. Millie climbed onto a chair and measured
again. "We need to turn it sideways and slide it out," she said.
"Peck, you peck away the bits of wall that stick out. I'll guide
the umbrella."




Peck put on his safety goggles and tapped gently at the
doorframe. Tiny bits of wood flew. Bernard winced. "Careful!"
he squeaked. "I'm always careful,” said Peck. "That's my job."
Millie tugged the umbrella's handle. It shifted a little. "Good!"
she cheered. "Now a bit more to the left." The umbrella
creaked and groaned.
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The umbrella was stuck tight. It wouldn't turn, and it wouldn't
slide. Bernard began to panic. "It's impossible!" he cried.
Millie held up her tiny paw. "Nothing is impossible if we work
together," she said. "Peck, you push from the top. Bernard, you

hold the handle. I'll guide from the bottom. Ready? One, two,
three!"




They all pushed and pulled and wiggled. Peck flapped his
wings for extra strength. Bernard held the handle with both
paws. Millie called out directions. "Left a bit! Now right! Tilt!
Tilt!" The umbrella scraped and squeaked. Then, with a great
big POP, it slid out the door and into the garden!
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Bernard, Millie, and Peck tumbled out after it, laughing with
relief. The storm had passed, and the sun peeked through the
clouds. Slowly, the umbrella shrank back to its tiny size.
Bernard picked it up and held it to his chest. "Thank you both,"
he said. "I couldn't have done it without you." His eyes were
shiny with happy tears.
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That evening, Bernard made hot cocoa for his friends. They sat
by the fire and told the story again and again. Millie drew a
plan of the whole adventure. Peck tapped a little wooden sign
that said "Teamwork Works!" Bernard hung it above the door.

He smiled at his tidy room. It was still tidy, but now it felt even
warmer.




From that day on, Bernard kept his umbrella on a special
stand by the door, where it had room to grow. And whenever a
storm came, he didn't worry. He knew that big problems are
easier to solve when friends work together. And sometimes, he
even invited Millie and Peck to splash in the puddles with him.
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And so, in the cozy burrow at the edge of the woods, Bernard
the badger learned a wonderful lesson. No matter how
impossible things seem, a clever mouse, a busy woodpecker,
and a kind badger can always find a way. All it takes is
teamwork, a little patience, and friends who care. The end.
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