Th‘ Boy an
Friendsli |_p
B/~ )

.J-



The Boy and the
Friendship Tree
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Milo was a small boy with messy chestnut-brown hair and a
smile that showed a tiny gap between his teeth. He loved
exploring the woods near his house, and he always carried a
canvas satchel for collecting interesting leaves. One sunny
morning, he found a tree he had never seen before. It was as
tall as a house, with golden-brown bark and leaves that
shimmered soft gold and green.
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The tree's bark had swirling knots that looked like kind, closed
eyes, and a scarf of mossy ivy wrapped around its trunk. Tiny
wind chimes made of twigs tinkled softly in the breeze. Milo
stepped closer and heard a gentle whisper. 'Hello, little friend,"
said the tree. 'l am Hazel, the Story Tree. My leaves hold
stories of animal friendships, but some have been forgotten.'
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Milo's big hazel eyes widened. 'Forgotten stories?' he asked.
Hazel rustled her branches, and one golden leaf drifted down
into his hand. On it, tiny silver veins glowed like writing.
‘When two friends forget how much they care,' Hazel said,
'their story fades. Will you help me collect these forgotten
tales and bring friends back together?' Milo nodded. 'I will!'
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Hazel told Milo about Bramble the rabbit and Pip the
hedgehog. They had been best friends until a silly quarrel
about a basket of berries. Now they lived on opposite sides of
the woods and never spoke. 'Their story leaf is fading,' Hazel
said. 'Take this leaf and let it guide you.' Milo tucked the
glowing leaf into his satchel and set off down the winding path.
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Soon Milo found Bramble outside her burrow. She wore a blue
buttoned vest with a patch pocket and carried a small woven
basket. Her long ears drooped, and she looked sad. 'Hello,'
Milo said gently. 'I found a story about you and Pip.' Bramble's
amber eyes widened. 'Pip?' she whispered. 'We don't talk
anymore. He probably doesn't even remember me.'
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Milo pulled the glowing leaf from his satchel. As he held it up,
the silver veins shimmered, and a soft voice told the story of
Bramble and Pip. It told how they had shared berries, built a
cozy den together, and laughed at silly jokes. Bramble's nose
twitched. 'T do miss him,' she said quietly. '‘But I don't know
what to say.'



Milo smiled his gap-toothed smile. 'Maybe you could start with
hello,' he said. 'And maybe bring a gift.' Bramble thought for a
moment. She reached into her basket and pulled out a plump,
juicy carrot. 'Pip loves carrots,' she said. 'I'll bring him this.'
She hopped down the path with Milo, her fluffy white tail
bobbing behind her.



On the other side of the woods, Pip the hedgehog was curled
up under a bush. His red neckerchief was tied neatly, and a
little leather pouch of berries hung at his side. He looked up
when he heard footsteps. '‘Bramble?' he said, surprised. 'What
are you doing here?' Bramble held out the carrot. 'I brought
you something,' she said shyly.
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Pip's twitchy black nose sniffed the carrot. 'You remembered,’
he said softly. 'Of course I remembered,' Bramble said. 'You're
my best friend. I'm sorry we quarreled.' Pip's small dark eyes
sparkled. 'I'm sorry too,' he said. He opened his pouch and
offered Bramble a handful of berries. 'These are for you.' They
shared the snack and laughed together.
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Milo felt warm inside. But there were more stories to collect.
Hazel had told him about two birds who had stopped singing
together and a squirrel who had forgotten to share. With each
story leaf, Milo helped the animals remember their friendship.
He listened patiently, offered kind words, and soon the woods
were full of happy chatter and cheerful songs.
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One day, Milo returned to Hazel with a satchel full of glowing
leaves. 'You did well, little friend,' Hazel said. 'But remember,
friendships need care every day, like a garden needs water.'
Milo nodded. He promised to visit the animals often and to
remind them to appreciate one another. The tree rustled
happily, and her leaves glowed even brighter.
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From then on, Milo visited Hazel every week. Sometimes he
brought the animals with him, and they would sit under the
tree and share stories. Bramble and Pip became inseparable
again, and the other animals learned to talk through their
problems. Hazel's leaves shimmered with new stories, and the
wind chimes sang a gentle tune of friendship.
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Milo learned that even small acts of kindness can bring friends
back together. A shared carrot, a handful of berries, a listening
ear—these little things meant the world. The animals learned
to appreciate one another, and they always welcomed Milo
with warm smiles. The woods felt like a big, happy family, and
Hazel's stories grew richer every day.

113



One evening, as the sun set behind the trees, Hazel whispered
to Milo. 'You have shown that friendship is a treasure worth
protecting. My leaves will keep sharing these gentle tales, but
it is you who helped them come alive.' Milo hugged the tree's
trunk and promised to keep caring for his friends, both old and
new.




And so, the boy and the Friendship Tree kept sharing stories.
The animals would gather under the golden-green leaves, and
Hazel would rustle tales of kindness and laughter. Milo's
satchel always had room for one more leaf, and his heart
always had room for one more friend. The woods were full of
joy, and the stories never ended.
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Milo learned that relationships deserve care and appreciation.
Every day, he visited his woodland friends, and every day, he
found new ways to be kind. The Friendship Tree stood tall and
proud, its leaves shimmering with stories of friendship that
would last forever. And if you listen closely, you might hear the
wind chimes singing a song of friendship, just for you.
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