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In a sunny meadow where daisies nodded and grass swayed,

lived a tiny vole with soft chestnut-brown fur and a cream

belly. She wore a little green leaf apron and loved to explore.

One morning, while wandering near a mossy log, she spotted

something shiny hidden in the clover. It was a tiny violet violin,

smooth and bright as a berry!

1



The vole's big dark brown eyes grew wide. She picked up the

violin with her delicate paws and a tiny bow lying beside it.

'Oh, how beautiful!' she squeaked, her tiny pink nose

twitching. She tucked the violin under her chin and drew the

bow across the strings. A squeaky, scratchy sound floated into

the air. 'Hmm,' she said, 'I will need to practice.'

2



The vole dreamed of playing at the meadow concert, where all

the animals gathered to sing and dance. She imagined herself

on a little stage, playing sweet music for her friends. 'I want to

make beautiful music,' she said. So she hurried home to her

burrow under the roots of an old oak tree, carrying the violet

violin carefully.
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Every day, the vole practiced in a quiet corner of the meadow.

She drew the bow back and forth, but the music came out

squeaky and sad. 'Oh dear,' she sighed, her round fuzzy ears

drooping. 'This is harder than I thought.' She tried and tried,

but the sounds were still rough and wobbly.
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One afternoon, a glossy dark green cricket with long thin

antennae hopped by. He wore a tiny red scarf and a small

straw hat. He heard the squeaky music and tilted his head.

'That sounds like a violin,' he said kindly. 'But it needs a little

help.' The vole looked up, surprised. 'Can you help me?' she

asked. 'I want to play at the concert.'
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'Of course!' said the cricket, his bright black eyes twinkling. 'I

play music too, and I know how to make it sweeter. Let's

practice together every day.' The vole nodded happily. From

then on, they met each morning in the meadow. The cricket

showed her how to hold the bow gently and how to make each

note clear and true.
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At first, the vole's notes were still squeaky, but the cricket

clapped his slender legs and said, 'That's better! Try again.'

The vole practiced hard, and each day her music sounded a

little smoother. She learned to play a simple tune, and her

heart felt lighter. The cricket smiled and said, 'You are growing

better every day.'
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As the meadow concert grew near, the vole practiced with all

her might. She played while the sun rose and while the bees

buzzed by. Sometimes her bow slipped, but she did not give

up. The cricket taught her to keep a steady rhythm, and soon

her tune danced through the meadow like a happy breeze.
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One evening, the vole felt nervous. 'What if I make a mistake

at the concert?' she worried. The cricket patted her paw with

his antenna. 'Mistakes are part of learning,' he said. 'Just play

from your heart, and everyone will love it.' The vole took a

deep breath and nodded. She would do her best.
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The night before the concert, the vole and the cricket had one

last practice. The meadow was quiet, and fireflies twinkled like

tiny lanterns. The vole played her tune, and it sounded sweet

and clear. 'You are ready,' said the cricket. 'Tomorrow, you will

shine.' The vole hugged her violin and smiled.
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On the night of the meadow concert, all the animals gathered

under the stars. The vole stepped onto a little stage made of

moss and pebbles. Her chestnut-brown fur glowed in the

moonlight, and her green leaf apron fluttered. She raised her

violet violin and began to play. The first note floated out, soft

and true.
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The music grew louder and more joyful, and the animals

swayed and tapped their feet. The vole's delicate paws moved

gracefully, and her big dark eyes shone with happiness. She

played the tune she had practiced so many times, and it filled

the meadow with warmth. The cricket watched from the front

row, his red scarf bright in the firelight.
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When the last note faded, the meadow burst into cheers.

Everyone clapped and called, 'Encore! Encore!' The vole

blushed and smiled. She looked at the cricket, who gave her a

proud nod. She played one more song, and the animals danced

until the moon was high. The vole felt like the happiest

creature in the meadow.
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After the concert, the vole's friends crowded around her. 'Your

music was beautiful!' said a rabbit. 'How did you learn to play

so well?' asked a mouse. The vole smiled and said, 'My friend

the cricket helped me practice every day.' The cricket tipped

his straw hat and said, 'She worked very hard.'
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The vole learned that practice makes her talent grow. She kept

playing her violet violin, and each day she discovered new

songs and new joys. The cricket remained her friend and

teacher, and together they filled the meadow with music. And

whenever she felt unsure, she remembered the cheering

crowd and smiled.
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And so, in the sunny meadow, the little vole with the violet

violin played on, her heart full of music and her paws growing

ever more skillful. She knew that with practice and a friend's

kindness, she could do anything she set her mind to. The

meadow was always filled with sweet melodies, thanks to a

tiny vole and her shiny violet violin.
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