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The Hedgehog's Big
Adventure

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



Hazel the hedgehog lived in a cozy garden with soft green
grass and a little stone wall. She had never left the garden, not
even once. Her round brown eyes had seen every flower and
every pebble inside the gate. But beyond the gate, the world
was a big mystery. Hazel often wondered what lay out there,
but she always stayed where it was safe and familiar.
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One sunny morning, Hazel's best friend Pip the dormouse
came to visit. Pip was tiny, with golden-brown fur and a small
blue backpack with a silver buckle. 'Let's explore the meadow
beyond the gate!' Pip squeaked cheerfully. Hazel's small black
nose twitched with worry. 'I've never been outside my garden,'
she said. "What if it's too big?' Pip smiled. 'We'll go together,
one small step at a time.'




Hazel tied her red scarf with white polka dots and took a deep
breath. She and Pip walked to the garden gate, which stood
open just a crack. Beyond it, the meadow stretched wide and
green, full of tall grass and waving flowers. Hazel's tiny paws
trembled, but Pip held her paw. 'Ready?' Pip asked. Hazel
nodded, and they stepped through the gate together into the
bright, buzzing world.



The meadow was alive with sounds and colors. Bees hummed,
grasshoppers clicked, and butterflies danced on the breeze.
Hazel's soft brown spines tingled with excitement. She had
never seen so many flowers in one place! Pip pointed at a path
that wound through the grass. 'Let's follow it,' Pip said. 'It
might lead somewhere fun.' Hazel followed, her little paws
making soft swishing sounds in the grass.
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As they walked, Hazel noticed a small wooden bridge ahead. It
crossed a tiny stream that gurgled and sparkled in the sun.
The bridge was narrow, with little railings on each side. Hazel
stopped. Her round eyes grew wide. 'Oh,' she whispered. 'I've
never crossed a bridge before.' Pip looked at the bridge and
then at Hazel. 'It's just a few steps,' Pip said gently. "We can do
it together.'




Hazel's heart beat fast. The stream below looked deep, and the
bridge seemed to sway, even though it was steady. She took a
step back. 'What if I fall?' she asked. Pip squeezed her paw.
‘You won't fall. I'll be right beside you. Let's take a deep breath
together.' Hazel breathed in slowly and let it out. She looked at
the bridge again. It didn't seem quite so scary now.
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Pip stepped onto the bridge first and turned around. 'See? It's
strong and safe,' Pip said. 'Just hold my paw and look at me,
not down.' Hazel put one tiny paw on the wooden plank. Then
another. The bridge creaked just a little. Hazel's scarf fluttered
in the breeze. 'I'm doing it!' she squeaked. Pip cheered. "You
are! One step at a time.'



Halfway across, Hazel paused. The water below made a soft
splashing sound. She felt a little wobbly. 'I'm not sure I can go
on,' she said. Pip held her paw tighter. 'You've already come so
far,' Pip said. 'Just a few more steps and we'll be on the other
side.' Hazel looked at Pip's kind amber eyes and felt a warm
glow inside. She took another deep breath.
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Hazel lifted her paw and took another step. Then another. Pip
stayed right beside her, whispering, 'You're so brave!' The
bridge felt steadier now. Hazel's small black nose stopped
twitching with fear. She could see the other side, close and
green. With one last step, she reached the end of the bridge
and hopped onto the soft grass. 'I did it!"' she cried. Pip hugged
her tight.



On the other side of the bridge, the meadow opened up like a
secret garden. There were flowers of every color: pink, yellow,
blue, and white. Butterflies floated from bloom to bloom. Hazel
spun around, her red scarf twirling. 'It's beautiful!' she gasped.
'I never knew such a place existed.' Pip grinned. 'And you were
brave enough to find it.’
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Pip pointed to a flat, sunny spot near a big oak tree. 'Let's have
a picnic,' Pip said, opening the blue backpack. Out came a tiny
blanket, two berries, and a slice of apple. Hazel helped spread
the blanket. They sat together, munching their snack and
watching the butterflies. 'This is the best adventure ever;,'
Hazel said. Pip nodded. 'And it's not even far from home.'
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After their picnic, Hazel and Pip played in the meadow. They
chased butterflies and rolled in the soft grass. Hazel found a
daisy and tucked it behind her ear. 'I'm glad I didn't stay in the
garden,' she said. 'But I'm also glad I had you with me.' Pip
smiled. 'That's what friends are for,' Pip said. "To help each
other be brave.'
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As the sun began to sink, Hazel and Pip packed up the blanket.
They walked back to the bridge. Hazel looked at it and smiled.
'It doesn't seem scary anymore,' she said. 'Because you know
you can cross it,' Pip said. 'And you did it with courage.' They
crossed the bridge together, side by side, without a single
wobble. Hazel felt proud and happy.
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Back in the garden, Hazel said goodbye to Pip. 'Thank you for
the best day,' she said. Pip waved and scampered home. Hazel
sat by the stone wall, looking at the gate. She thought about
the meadow and the bridge. Her heart felt light. She had
learned that being brave doesn't mean going far away. It
means taking small steps, even when you feel scared.
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From that day on, Hazel visited the meadow often. Sometimes
she went with Pip, and sometimes she went alone. Each time,
she crossed the bridge with a deep breath and a happy heart.
She knew that adventure was waiting just beyond the gate.
And she knew that courage grows each time you try something
new, especially with a good friend by your side.
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Hazel the hedgehog had not traveled far, but she had crossed a
bridge and found a whole new world. She learned that big
adventures can start with small steps. And whenever she felt
scared, she remembered Pip's words: 'Just take a deep breath
and hold my paw.' Hazel smiled. She was ready for whatever
came next, one little step at a time, with courage and a friend.
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