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In the green forest, where ferns uncurled and mushrooms

grew like tiny umbrellas, lived a little hedgehog. He was small

and round, about the size of a teacup, with warm brown fur

and soft tan belly. His back was covered in rounded chocolate-

brown quills tipped with cream. Around his neck he wore a

little red scarf. Every evening, he sat at his burrow door and

looked up at the treetops.
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The hedgehog watched the birds glide from branch to branch

and dreamed of living high above the forest. He imagined a

cozy home among the leaves, where he could see the whole

world. His big dark brown eyes grew wide with wonder. He

twitched his tiny black nose and sighed. "If only I could live up

there," he whispered to the ferns. "But how would I ever get

there?"

2



One morning, a friendly bird landed beside him. She had sky-

blue feathers, a white chest, and a bright yellow beak. A small

brown leather satchel was strapped across her chest. "You look

like you're dreaming of something grand," she chirped. The

hedgehog nodded shyly. "I dream of a home in the treetops,"

he said. "But I don't know where to start."
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"I can help you," said the bird kindly. "But first, we must think

carefully. A safe home needs strong branches, soft moss, and a

roof to keep out the rain. What else?" The hedgehog thought

hard. "A sturdy floor," he said. "And a lookout spot for the

stars." The bird smiled. "Good thinking! Let's make a list." She

pulled a tiny scrap of bark from her satchel and began to draw.

4



They walked through the forest, gathering supplies. The bird

flew up to test branches while the hedgehog collected soft

moss and dry leaves. "This oak branch is strong," the bird

called. "It will hold a small home." The hedgehog gathered

twigs for the walls and small pebbles for the floor. His little

pink paws worked quickly. "We need more moss for a soft bed,"

he said. The bird nodded. "Let's find some."
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The bird showed the hedgehog how to weave twigs together.

"Make a frame first," she explained. "Then fill the gaps with

moss." The hedgehog tried, but his paws were small and the

twigs kept slipping. "It's tricky," he said. "Can we try again?"

The bird nodded patiently. "Of course. We'll do it step by step."

They worked side by side until the frame was strong and snug.
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They built the floor next, resting it on the strong oak branch.

The hedgehog placed each pebble carefully. "It feels steady,"

he said, hopping on it. The bird tested the edges with her

beak. "Good," she chirped. "Now for the walls. We'll use twigs

and moss to fill the gaps." The hedgehog passed twigs up to

the bird, who wove them in place. Slowly, the walls grew

higher and rounder.
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When the walls were done, they made a roof from broad leaves

and more moss. The bird flew above and dropped leaves one

by one. The hedgehog caught them and tucked them in. "It's

starting to look like a home," he said happily. The bird smiled.

"But we must make sure it's safe. Let's check every corner."

They inspected the walls and roof for any weak spots.
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The hedgehog found a gap where a twig had come loose. "Oh

no," he said. "Will the roof fall?" The bird looked closely. "It's

just a small gap. We can fix it together." They wove in more

moss and a stronger twig. The hedgehog tugged it tight.

"There!" he said. "Now it's snug." The bird nodded. "You see?

Planning and working together makes it strong."
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At last, the home was finished. It sat high in the oak tree, a

cozy cloud house among the leaves. The hedgehog climbed up

and peeked inside. Soft moss covered the floor, and a little

window looked out at the sky. "It's perfect!" he squeaked. The

bird fluttered beside him. "It's safe and warm," she said. "And

you helped build it." The hedgehog felt proud.
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The hedgehog moved his little red scarf and a few treasures

into the cloud house. That evening, he sat in his new home and

watched the stars twinkle above the forest. The bird perched

on a branch nearby. "I never thought my dream could come

true," said the hedgehog. "But you helped me think about what

a home needs." The bird chirped softly. "Big dreams come true

when you plan and work with a friend."
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The hedgehog smiled and looked out at the green forest below.

He could see the ferns and mushrooms and the burrow he

used to call home. But now he had a new home, high in the

treetops. "Thank you," he said to the bird. The bird nodded.

"You did the hard work," she said. "I just helped you think."

The hedgehog tied his red scarf snugly. "I'm glad we did it

together."
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From that night on, the hedgehog slept in his cloud house

every night. The stars watched over him, and the leaves

whispered softly. The bird visited often, bringing news from

the forest. The hedgehog learned that dreams need careful

thinking and steady work. And he learned that a friend makes

every step easier. His little heart felt full and happy.
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One evening, a young rabbit stopped below the oak tree. "How

did you build a home so high?" she asked. The hedgehog

looked down from his window. "I had a big dream," he said.

"And a friend who helped me plan. We gathered strong twigs

and soft moss. Step by step, it grew." The rabbit's eyes

widened. "Maybe I can do that too." The hedgehog smiled.

"You can, with a little help."
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The bird landed beside the hedgehog. "You're a good teacher,"

she chirped. The hedgehog blushed under his quills. "I just

remembered what you told me," he said. "A safe home needs

strong branches and soft moss. And a friend to help." The bird

nodded. "And a dreamer to imagine it." They watched the

sunset paint the sky pink and gold. The forest was quiet and

peaceful all around.
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Now every night, the happy hedgehog watches the stars from

his wonderful new home, high above the green forest. His little

red scarf flutters in the breeze. The bird often visits, and they

share stories under the moon. The hedgehog knows that big

dreams come true when you plan and work with a friend. And

he knows that home is not just a place—it's the love that built

it.
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