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In the heart of the green forest, where tall trees whisper
secrets and ferns uncurl in the morning sun, lived a small fox
named Finley. Finley had bright orange fur, a white chest, and
a fluffy tail with a snowy tip. He wore a blue knitted scarf and
round glasses that made his amber eyes look very wise. Finley
loved to explore and was always curious about everything
around him.




One sunny afternoon, Finley found a dusty old book tucked
behind a bush near his house. The cover was covered in
sparkly stars and strange words. Finley opened it and saw a
spell for making things invisible. 'How fun!' he thought. 'T'll try
it on my house!' He didn't read the warnings at the bottom of
the page. He just wanted to see what would happen.
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Finley stood in front of his cozy little house and read the magic
words aloud. 'Fizzle, fuzzle, flip-flop, floo!" he chanted, waving
his paws. Suddenly, the air shimmered like heat on a summer
day. Finley blinked. His house was gone! Where it had stood
was only a patch of grass and a few surprised daisies. 'Oh no,'
he whispered. 'What did I do?"



Finley felt a lump in his throat. He walked forward and
reached out, but his paw touched nothing but air. The house
was still there—he could feel its smooth wooden walls—but he
couldn't see them. 'l can't find my door,' he said sadly. He
shuffled around, trying to remember where it should be. 'And I
can't find my bed,' he added, his ears drooping. He sat down
on the invisible doorstep, feeling very stuck.

4




Just then, a kind badger named Bella came down the path. She
was sturdy and round, with a striped black-and-white face and
a gentle smile. She wore a green apron over a cream shirt and
a tiny wooden pendant on a cord. 'Hello, Finley,' she said. 'Why
do you look so glum?' Finley sighed. 'I made my house invisible

by accident,' he said. 'Now I can't find anything, and I don't
know what to do.'



Bella patted his shoulder with her strong little paws. 'Don't
worry,' she said. 'Mistakes can be fixed. Let me help you.' She
looked at the spell book lying open on the grass. 'Ah,' she said,
‘you said the words forwards. To undo the spell, you must say
them backwards.' Finley's eyes widened. 'Backwards?' he
asked. 'But I don't remember them!' Bella smiled. "We'll do it
together,' she said. 'I'll help you.'
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4 MaNoon gee,
TAgEeHo

Toacemoee!!

Finley took a deep breath. Bella stood beside him, her warm
smile making him feel braver. 'Repeat after me,' she said. 'Oolf,
poflfip, lezzuf, lezzif.' Finley tried to say the strange words, but
they got tangled on his tongue. 'Oolf, poflfip, lezzuf, lezzif,' he
said slowly. Nothing happened. 'Let's try again,' Bella said
kindly. "You can do it.'




« fu

They said the words again, louder this time. 'Oolf! Pofelfip!
Lezzuf! Lezzif!" Finley shouted, waving his paws. Bella joined
in with her calm, steady voice. For a moment, nothing
changed. Finley's tail drooped. 'It's not working,' he said.
'Maybe I'm not saying it right.' Bella shook her head. 'We just
need to keep trying,' she said. 'Magic is like that sometimes.'

Q
(o]




Finley closed his eyes and thought hard. He remembered the
exact sounds he had said before. 'Oolf, pofelfip, lezzuf, lezzif,'
he whispered. Bella nodded. 'That's it,' she said. 'Now say it
with feeling!" Finley took a deep breath and shouted the words
as loud as he could. 'OOLF! POFELFIP! LEZZUF! LEZZIF!"' The
air around them began to shimmer and sparkle like tiny
fireflies.




Slowly, like a curtain being pulled back, the house started to
appear. First came the chimney, then the roof, then the walls
and the windows. The door popped into view with a friendly
creak. Finley gasped. 'It's working!"' he cried. The house
became fully visible, cozy and warm, with smoke curling from
the chimney. Finley jumped up and down, his tail wagging. 'We
did it!" he cheered. Bella clapped her paws together.
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Finley hugged Bella tightly. 'Thank you so much,' he said. 'l
was so scared and stuck, but you helped me fix my mistake.'
Bella smiled warmly. "That's what friends are for,' she said.
'Everyone makes mistakes. The important thing is to ask for
help and keep trying.' Finley nodded. He looked at his house,
now solid and real, and felt a warm glow inside. 'T'll never
forget this,"' he said.




Bella stayed for tea. They sat in Finley's cozy kitchen, sipping
hot cocoa with tiny marshmallows. Finley looked around at his
familiar things—his bed, his chair, his books—and felt grateful.
'T thought I'd lost everything,' he said. 'But it was just invisible
for a while."' Bella chuckled. 'Just like problems,' she said.

‘They seem big and scary, but with a friend, they shrink down
to size.'




From that day on, Finley kept the spell book on a high shelf,
and he always read the warnings first. He learned that being
curious is good, but being careful is good too. And whenever
he faced a problem, he remembered Bella's words: '‘Mistakes
can be fixed with a little help from a friend.' He felt lucky to
have such a kind neighbor. And he made sure to help others
whenever he could.




One morning, Finley saw a squirrel struggling to reach a high
branch. 'Can I help?' he asked. The squirrel nodded, and Finley
used a stick to gently bring the branch down. 'Thank you!' the
squirrel chirped. Finley smiled, remembering how Bella had
helped him. He realized that helping others felt just as good as
being helped. And he knew that the forest was full of friends
ready to lend a paw.




Finley and Bella became the best of friends. They often took
walks together, chatting about everything and nothing.
Finley's house was always visible now, but sometimes he
pretended it was invisible, just for fun. 'I can't find my door!'
he would joke, and Bella would laugh. "Try saying the words
backwards,' she'd say with a wink. And they would both giggle
until their sides hurt.




And so, in the green forest, Finley the fox lived happily in his
cozy, visible house. He wore his blue scarf and round glasses,
and he always remembered that mistakes are not the end of
the world. With a little help from a friend, anything can be
fixed. And that is the best kind of magic of all.
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