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Mira skipped through the woods in her yellow raincoat, red
boots splashing in puddles. Her satchel bounced with
treasures she had found. She loved exploring, especially after
rain. Today, the path looked new. It curved between tall trees,
and tiny lights twinkled in the leaves. "Where does this go?"
Mira whispered, her hazel eyes wide.

1




The path led to a clearing where animals gathered. An old owl
with round spectacles and a blue scarf sat on a stump. A young
fox with a bent ear carried a basket of berries. A tall, mossy
guardian with twig antlers played a log drum. '"Welcome, Mira,'
said the owl. 'I'm Ollie. We share memories here. Would you
like to see?' Mira nodded.




Ollie opened his small book. 'Each animal can share a
memory,' he said. 'Like looking at a picture that feels real.' He
touched a page, and a vision appeared: a baby rabbit hopping.
Mira gasped. 'That's amazing!' Pippa the fox showed a memory
of finding a shiny acorn. Bramble shared one of a sunny day.
Mira felt warm inside.



But then Ollie sighed. 'Our forest has forgotten its special
tradition. Long ago, we had a festival of memories. Everyone
shared stories, songs, and games. Now, no one remembers
how.' His amber eyes looked sad. Mira thought for a moment.
‘We can bring it back!' she said. 'I'll help you.' The animals
looked at her with hope.



Ollie smiled. 'You would help us?' Mira nodded firmly. 'Yes!
Let's plan the festival together.' Pippa jumped up. 'l can gather
berries and pretty leaves for decorations!' Bramble rumbled, ']
will play my drum for songs.' Ollie said, 'I will tell stories from
my book.' Mira clapped her hands. 'And I will make games!"
Everyone cheered.



They set to work. Pippa darted through the forest, collecting
bright berries and weaving them into garlands. Her russet fur
flashed as she ran. Bramble practiced a deep, steady beat on
his log drum. The sound made the trees hum. Ollie wrote
invitations on leaves. Mira gathered acorns and pinecones for
a tossing game. The forest buzzed with excitement.
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Mira found a smooth, round stone and painted it with berry
juice. 'This will be the friendship stone,' she said. 'We can pass
it around and share memories.' Pippa tilted her head. '‘What a
good idea!' Ollie wrote it down in his book. Bramble nodded,

and the glowing spots on his arms twinkled. They all felt happy
working together.



One problem: they needed a big space for the festival. Bramble
led them to a wide, grassy glade. 'But it's full of fallen
branches,' said Pippa. ‘We can clear it,' said Mira. They worked
as a team, moving branches and pulling weeds. Pippa's small
paws were quick. Bramble lifted heavy logs. Ollie directed.
Soon the glade was ready.




Mira taught Pippa a game called 'Acorn Toss.' Pippa invented
'‘Berry Bounce,' hopping over berries without squishing them.
Ollie shared a story about a brave mouse. Bramble added a
drumbeat to every game. Laughter filled the forest. 'This is
fun!' said Pippa. 'I can't wait for the festival!' Mira felt proud
of her new friends.



The next day, they invited everyone. Word spread through the
forest. Animals of all sizes came to help. Squirrels brought
nuts. Birds sang tunes. Even shy hedgehogs peeked out. Mira
felt a warm glow. She had never had so many friends. The
forest was coming alive with joy. 'We're almost ready,' said
Ollie. 'Just one more thing.'




Ollie gathered everyone around. 'The festival needs a special
opening,' he said. 'Each of us can share a memory that makes
us feel we belong.' He shared a memory of his first festival.
Pippa shared one of finding her acorn charm. Bramble shared
one of planting his first tree. Mira thought hard. What memory
made her feel she belonged?
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Then Mira knew. 'My memory is of today,' she said. 'l found a
forest full of friends who welcomed me. That makes me feel I
belong.' The animals cheered. Ollie's eyes twinkled. "That's the
spirit!' They all joined hands—or paws—and promised to share
memories every year. The tradition was back, stronger than
ever.
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The festival began. Bramble drummed a deep, happy beat.
Pippa led the Berry Bounce game, her bent ear flopping. Ollie
told a funny story that made everyone laugh. Mira passed the
friendship stone, and each animal shared a memory. Some
were silly, some sweet. The forest glowed with warmth. Mira's
gap-toothed smile was the brightest of all.
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As the sun set, the animals gathered around Mira. 'Thank you,'
said Ollie. 'You helped us remember.' Pippa hugged her. 'You're
our friend forever.' Bramble gave her a tiny blossom from his

antlers. Mira's heart felt full. She knew she would always have

a home in the Friendship Forest. And the forest would always
have her.




From that day on, the forest was full of laughter and shared
memories. Mira visited often, her satchel always ready for new
treasures. The animals greeted her with joy. They had their
festival every year. And Mira learned something important:
friendship makes everyone feel they belong. That was the best
treasure of all.




Now, when you walk in the woods, listen closely. You might
hear a log drum, a fox's giggle, or an owl's story. And if you're
lucky, you might see a girl in a yellow raincoat, sharing
memories with her friends. Because in the Friendship Forest,
everyone is welcome, and every memory is magic.
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