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In a cozy woodland where oak and maple trees stood tall, Finn

the fox lived in a den beneath the roots. His fur was bright

russet-orange, and his bushy tail swished as he explored. Finn

loved his woodland friends more than anything. Each morning,

he trotted through the forest with a smile, greeting everyone

he met. His amber eyes sparkled with curiosity, and his green

reed satchel bounced at his side.
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Finn's best friend was Pip, a tiny songbird with sky-blue

feathers and a cheerful chirp. Pip wore a thin red thread

around one leg, a gift from Finn. They spent every day

together, playing hide-and-seek among the ferns and sharing

berries. Pip would flutter down to Finn's nose and sing silly

songs. 'You're my favorite fox,' Pip tweeted. Finn's heart felt

warm and full.
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But one crisp autumn day, the wind turned cool, and the leaves

began to change. Pip grew restless, fluttering from branch to

branch. 'It's time for me to fly south,' Pip said softly. 'The cold

is coming, and I must find warmer skies.' Finn's ears drooped.

'But who will sing with me?' he whispered. Pip nuzzled his

cheek. 'I'll be back in spring, I promise.'
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Finn watched Pip gather with other birds, their wings ready

for the long journey. A lump grew in his throat. 'Wait!' he

called. 'Before you go, please leave me a goodbye.' Pip tilted

her head. 'A goodbye? How?' Finn plucked a bright red maple

leaf from the ground. 'Write your farewell on this leaf,' he said.

'Then I can keep it close.' Pip chirped and used her beak to

scratch a tiny heart on the leaf.
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Pip flew away with the flock, and Finn clutched the red leaf to

his chest. That evening, he placed it carefully in his satchel.

'I'll collect goodbyes from all my friends,' he decided. 'Then

they'll never really leave.' The next day, he visited a robin and

a swallow. Each one left a message on a golden or orange leaf.

Finn's satchel grew full, and his heart felt a little lighter.
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All autumn long, Finn collected goodbyes on leaves of every

color—crimson, amber, and gold. He stored them in his den,

arranging them in neat piles. Each leaf held a tiny drawing or

a few words from a departing friend. 'This one is from the

wren,' he would say, touching a yellow leaf. 'And this one from

the finch.' The leaves rustled softly, like whispered memories.
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Finn's friends in the woodland noticed his collection. Squirrels

and rabbits came to see the colorful leaves. 'You're keeping

our friends close,' said a wise old owl. Finn nodded. 'As long as

I have their goodbyes, they're still here with me.' But deep

down, he worried. What if the leaves faded? What if he lost

them? He kept them safe in his den, away from wind and rain.
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One day, a strong wind began to blow. It rattled the branches

and whistled through the trees. Finn was out gathering nuts

when the gust grew fierce. He raced back to his den, but the

wind was faster. It swept through the entrance, scattering his

precious leaves in every direction. 'No! My goodbyes!' Finn

cried, watching them swirl away like colorful snow.

8



Finn chased the leaves, but the wind was too strong. He

managed to catch only a few before they disappeared into the

sky. He sat down in the middle of the path, his bushy tail

wrapped around him. 'All my friends' goodbyes are gone,' he

whispered. 'Now they're really gone.' A tear rolled down his

soft white muzzle and plopped onto a fallen leaf.
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Just then, a sturdy badger with a striped face and a brown

knitted scarf ambled by. It was Bramble, who lived in a nearby

sett. 'Why the long face, little fox?' Bramble asked kindly. Finn

explained about the leaves and the wind. Bramble listened, his

small dark eyes thoughtful. 'Goodbyes are important,' he said,

'but maybe there's a better way to keep them.'
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Bramble led Finn to a clearing where a large oak tree stood.

'We can build a message station here,' Bramble said. 'A place

where departing birds can leave stories on leaves, and

returning travelers can share new adventures.' Finn's amber

eyes widened. 'A message station?' Bramble nodded and pulled

a wooden mallet from his belt. 'I'll build a wooden board, and

you can pin the leaves to it.'
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Together, Finn and Bramble worked. Bramble hammered a flat

board onto the oak's trunk while Finn gathered fresh leaves.

'We'll use these to write new messages,' Finn said. He pinned a

note on the board: 'Welcome, travelers! Leave a story on a

leaf.' The wind blew gently, but the board held firm. Finn

smiled. 'This is much better than hiding them away.'
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The next morning, a flock of geese flew overhead. Finn called

out, 'Leave a message on the board!' One goose landed and

used her beak to scratch a story on a green leaf. 'I'll tell you

about the river I crossed,' she said. Soon, other birds stopped

by, leaving tales of their journeys. Finn read each one, feeling

connected to friends near and far.
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As winter settled in, Finn visited the message station every

day. He read stories from travelers and added his own notes.

One cold morning, he found a leaf with a tiny heart scratched

on it. 'Pip!' he gasped. The heart was just like the one she had

made. Below it, a few words: 'Miss you, Finn. See you in

spring.' Finn's heart swelled with warmth.
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All winter, Finn kept the station tidy. He brushed snow off the

board and added new leaves. Other animals came to read the

messages, and the clearing became a gathering place. Finn

learned that even when friends are far away, their stories keep

them close. The leaves of autumn had scattered, but the

friendship stayed warm in his heart.
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When spring arrived, Pip returned. She fluttered down to

Finn's nose and chirped happily. 'I told you I'd be back!' Finn

laughed and showed her the message station. 'You left a heart

on a leaf,' he said. 'It kept me warm all winter.' Pip nuzzled

him. 'Distance doesn't erase friendship,' she said. And Finn

knew it was true.
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