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In a cozy burrow under a big oak tree lived a gentle badger
named Barnaby. Every evening, he sat on his little wooden
stool and played his old banjo. The strings hummed, and the
round body thumped like a happy heartbeat. Barnaby wore his
mustard yellow vest and red neckerchief, and he smiled as he
played. Music was his favorite thing in the whole wide world.
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Barnaby's banjo was not new, but he loved it more than
anything. Its neck was smooth from his paws, and its strings
sang sweet and bright. All the forest animals knew the sound.
When they heard it, rabbits stopped hopping, and even the
grumpy old owl tapped her foot. Barnaby would pat the banjo
and say, "You and me, we make the best music."
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One sunny morning, Barnaby hurried to practice for the big
forest concert. He skipped down the path with his banjo
bouncing on his back. But he tripped on a root, and the banjo
flew up and landed with a terrible crack. Barnaby gasped and
scrambled over. The neck was split, two strings were snapped,
and one peg had popped right off.

3



Barnaby sat on the grass and held the broken pieces in his
paws. His round ears drooped, and his small dark eyes filled
with tears. "Oh no," he whispered. "The concert is in three
days, and my banjo is ruined." He tried to push the pieces
together, but they would not stay. The crack only seemed to

grow wider.




Just then, a quick tap-tap-tapping came from the oak tree. A
small woodpecker with a bright red crest and a long pointed
beak hopped down the trunk. She wore a blue work apron with
a pocket full of nails and string. "Hello there," she chirped. "I
am Penny. I heard a crack. What happened to your banjo?"
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Barnaby showed her the broken pieces and sighed. "I fell, and
now it is broken. I do not know how to fix it, and the concert is
almost here." Penny tipped her head and looked closely. "Do
not worry," she said kindly. "I fix things all the time. We can
mend it together, step by step. It will take patience, but we can

try.



First, Penny said they needed a good piece of wood for the
neck. She tapped the oak tree gently. "Old branches are strong
and dry," she explained. They searched the forest floor until
they found a fallen branch, smooth and straight. Barnaby
carried it back to his burrow, holding it carefully with both
paws, a little hope warming his chest.
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Penny set the branch on the workbench and showed Barnaby

how to shape it. "Slow and steady," she said, tapping with her
beak. Barnaby sanded the wood with a rough stone, back and
forth, back and forth. His arms grew tired, but he kept going.

Little by little, the new neck became smooth and straight, just
the right size for the banjo.




Next came the strings. Penny pulled two fresh strings from her
apron pocket. "Tighten them gently," she said. "Too tight, and
they snap. Too loose, and they will not sing." Barnaby turned
the peg a tiny bit at a time. He listened carefully to each small

sound. It was slow work, and his paws were clumsy, but Penny

cheered him on with a cheerful tap of her beak.
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Barnaby frowned when the first string sounded dull and flat.
“It is not right," he mumbled. Penny hopped beside him.
"Patience," she said softly. "Fixing takes time. Try again, just a
little more." Barnaby took a deep breath and turned the peg
once more. He plucked the string, and this time it rang out
clear and true.




For the next two days, they worked side by side. Barnaby
sanded, Penny tapped, and together they glued the crack and
tightened every string. Sometimes Barnaby wanted to hurry,
but Penny reminded him to go slow. "Good music comes from
careful hands," she said. By the third morning, the banjo stood
whole and strong on the little stool.
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Barnaby picked up his banjo and strummed it softly. A warm,
bright sound filled the burrow. He laughed out loud, and his
bushy tail wagged with joy. "It sounds wonderful!" he cried.
Penny clapped her slim wings. "You did it," she said. "You were
patient, and you never gave up. That is the real magic of
fixing."
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On concert day, all the forest animals gathered under the oak
tree. Barnaby climbed onto a stump and held his banjo close.
He played a happy tune, and the strings rang out sweet and
strong. Rabbits hopped, birds sang along, and the grumpy old
owl tapped her foot at last. Everyone clapped and cheered for
the gentle badger and his beautiful music.

i3




After the last song, Barnaby found Penny in the crowd. He
thanked her with a warm hug. "You taught me that slow,
steady work makes wonderful music," he said. Penny smiled
and tapped her beak. "And you learned that patience is a
special kind of music too," she said. They sat together under
the stars, listening to the quiet forest hum.
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From that day on, Barnaby took good care of his banjo and
practiced patience in everything he did. When something
broke, he did not rush or worry. He remembered Penny's
gentle tapping and her cheerful voice. Little by little, step by
step, he fixed things with care. And every evening, his banjo
sang out across the forest, warm and bright and full of joy.
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And whenever the animals heard that happy music, they
smiled. They knew the badger's banjo had been broken once,
but it was mended with patience, kindness, and a good friend's
help. Barnaby would pat his banjo and whisper, "Slow and
steady makes the sweetest music." Then he played another

song, and the whole forest danced together under the quiet,
friendly sky.
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