


The Hedgehog's Paper
Rocket

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



In a cozy burrow under a tangled hedge, a small hedgehog
named Pip lived with his favorite toy: a rolled paper rocket. Pip
had light tan fur on his face and belly, and soft brown spines
with pale tips that rustled when he moved. He wore a little
blue scarf tied at his neck, and he carried his paper rocket
everywhere. Every day, Pip dreamed of flying it high above the
treetops.




Pip's rocket was made of old newspaper and a cardboard tube.
He had drawn stars on it with a stubby crayon. "One day, you
will zoom up, up, up!" he told the rocket. Pip took it to the top
of a small hill and held it high. But when he threw it, the
rocket wobbled and flopped to the ground. "Oh," said Pip.
"“That was not a very good flight."
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Pip did not give up. He tried again and again, but the rocket
always spun in circles or nose-dived into the grass. "Maybe I
need bigger wings," he said. Just then, a tiny grey mouse with
large round ears and bright green eyes popped out from
behind a mushroom. She wore round glasses and a red tool
belt with a pencil, ruler, and tape. "Hello!" she said. "I'm
Mabel. I saw your rocket. Can I help?"
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Pip nodded, his amber eyes shining. "Yes, please!" Mabel
looked at the rocket carefully. "The wings are too small," she
said. "And the tip is too light. Let's make them stronger." She
pulled out her ruler and measured. Pip cut new wings from
thick paper. Mabel taped them on with strong tape. They
added a bigger, heavier tip made from a rolled-up leaf. "That
should fly better," said Mabel.




On launch day, Pip and Mabel climbed the hill. Pip held the
rocket high. "Ready, set, go!" he shouted. He threw it with all
his might. The rocket zoomed up, up, up! Then it spun in a big
loop and landed softly in a bush. "Wow!" cried Pip. "It flew! But
it spun around. Why?" Mabel thought. "Maybe the wings are
not even," she said. "Let's fix them."
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Back at the burrow, they checked the wings. One was slightly
higher than the other. "That makes it spin," said Mabel. They
adjusted the wings with tape and a tiny bit of glue. Pip added
more stars for luck. "Now it looks perfect!" he said. The next
day, they tried again. The rocket flew straighter, but it still
wiggled. "What now?" asked Pip. "Let's try a heavier tip," said
Mabel.



They made a new tip from a tiny acorn. It was heavier and
more pointed. The rocket looked strong and fast. "This time it
will fly straight,"” said Pip. But when they launched it, the
rocket went up and then looped-the-loop. "Hmm," said Mabel.
"Maybe the wings are too big now. Let's make them a little
smaller." They trimmed the wings carefully. Pip felt excited.
Every experiment taught them something new.
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They tried again. The rocket flew high and straight! But then a
gust of wind caught it, and it tumbled into a pond. "Oh no!"
cried Pip. They fished it out with a stick. The paper was soggy.
"We can fix it," said Mabel. They dried the rocket in the sun
and added a new layer of paper. "Maybe we need a rudder,"
said Mabel. "A small fin at the back to keep it steady." Pip
agreed.



Y

They made a tiny rudder from a leaf and taped it on. The
rocket looked better than ever. "Let's test it!" said Pip. They
climbed the hill. Pip threw the rocket. It zoomed up, up, up,
and then-zoom!-it flew in a perfect arc and landed softly on the
grass. "We did it!" shouted Pip. "It flew!" Mabel cheered. "But
can we make it go even higher?"
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Pip and Mabel tried different rudder shapes and wing sizes.
Each flight was a new experiment. Sometimes the rocket spun,
sometimes it dived, but they always learned something.
"Smaller rudder?" asked Pip. "Bigger wings?" asked Mabel.
They drew plans in the dirt with a stick. They laughed when
the rocket did silly tricks. "Every flight is a lesson," said Mabel.
Pip nodded. "And every lesson makes it better!"
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One sunny morning, they finished their best rocket yet. It had
strong, even wings, a pointed acorn tip, and a perfect little
rudder. "This is the one," said Pip. "Let's launch it from the
very top of the hill." They climbed higher than ever before. The
wind was gentle. Pip held the rocket high. "Ready, Mabel?"
"Ready, Pip!" She held her pencil like a starter's flag. "Three,
two, one, launch!"
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Pip threw the rocket with all his might. It shot up into the sky,
higher than any flight before. It flew straight and true, a
perfect line against the clouds. "Look at it go!" cried Mabel.
The rocket soared across the sky, over the trees and the pond,
and landed softly in a field of flowers. Pip and Mabel ran to it,
cheering. "We did it! We really did it!"
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They hugged each other. "Teamwork makes the dream work,"
said Mabel. Pip smiled. "And experiments teach us
everything." They launched the rocket again and again, each
time watching it fly. They knew that with a friend and a little
curiosity, they could solve any problem. The hedgehog's paper
rocket had become the best rocket in the meadow, and Pip's
dream had come true.
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From that day on, Pip and Mabel were the best of friends.
They built new rockets and tried new ideas. Sometimes they
failed, but they always laughed and tried again. "What should
we build next?" asked Pip. "A paper airplane?" said Mabel. "Or
a kite?" Pip's amber eyes sparkled. "Let's experiment!" And
they did, together, under the wide blue sky.
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The little blue scarf fluttered in the breeze as Pip held his
rocket high. Mabel adjusted her glasses and smiled. "Ready for
another flight?" she asked. "Always!" said Pip. They launched
the rocket and watched it soar. It spun once, then straightened
out and flew far away. "Perfect!" they cheered. And they knew
that every flight, every try, and every friend made the world a
little more wonderful.
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So if you ever see a small hedgehog with a blue scarf and a
tiny mouse with a red tool belt, look up! They might be
launching a paper rocket into the sky. And remember: with
teamwork, curiosity, and lots of experiments, even the biggest

dreams can take flight. The end.
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