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In a cozy corner of the woods, where ferns curl like green
ribbons, lived a little hedgehog. His fur was warm honey-
brown, and his face and belly were soft cream. He wore a red
knitted scarf that was a little too big, with fringe that tickled
his tiny paws. Every morning he wandered among the trees,
curious and shy, looking for something new.
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One day, the hedgehog found a sleepy melody floating on the
breeze. It sounded like tiny bells and soft humming all mixed
together. He tilted his head and listened. The melody came
from a patch of closed flower buds, nodding in the shade.
"What a lovely song," he whispered. "I wish I could sing it."
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The hedgehog tried to hum the melody, but some notes were
missing. He could sing the low parts, like rumbly thunder, but
the high parts slipped away. He practiced all morning, his little
nose twitching with effort. "I need help," he said. Just then, a
tiny bird fluttered down beside him. It was a wren, plump and
cheerful, with a small blue flower tucked behind one wing.
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"I heard you trying to sing," said the wren, her amber eyes
bright. "That's the flower song! It wakes the buds in spring."
The hedgehog's button eyes grew wide. "Can you teach me the
missing notes?" he asked. The wren nodded. "One by one," she
said. "Listen closely." She sang a clear, high note that sparkled
like dew.
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The hedgehog tried to copy the note, but it came out as a
squeak. He felt shy and looked down at his scarf. "Don't
worry," said the wren kindly. "Every song starts small." She
sang the note again, and this time the hedgehog took a deep
breath. He sang it back, a little wobbly but true. The wren
clapped her wings. "That's it!" she cheered.
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Next, the wren taught him a note that dipped and rose like a
butterfly. The hedgehog practiced while they walked among
the ferns. He sang it to a snail, who smiled. He sang it to a
mushroom, who seemed to listen. The wren flew beside him,
encouraging him. "You're getting better!" she said. The
hedgehog's heart felt warm and proud.
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They practiced every day. The wren taught him a trilling note
that rolled like a tiny stream. The hedgehog's voice grew
stronger. He learned to hold the note steady, even when a
breeze ruffled his spines. The wren sang along with him, their
voices blending like honey and sunshine. "Just a few more
notes," she said. The flower buds seemed to lean closer,
listening.




One afternoon, the hedgehog tried to sing the whole song from
start to finish. He remembered the low notes and the high
notes, the dip and the trill. But when he reached the very last
note, he stopped. "I can't remember it," he said, his small nose
drooping. "It's the most important note of all," said the wren

gently. "The one that wakes the flowers."
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The hedgehog felt a flutter of worry in his belly. "What if I
never get it right?" he asked. The wren landed on a twig
beside him. "You've learned so much already," she said. "The
last note is inside you. Just close your eyes and feel the song."
The hedgehog took a deep breath and closed his button eyes.
He listened to the wind and the rustle of leaves.
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He sang the melody again, softly at first. The wren joined in,
her voice a bright thread. The hedgehog felt the song grow in
his chest. When he reached the last note, he didn't stop. He
opened his mouth and let out a clear, ringing note that
shimmered in the air. The wren's eyes sparkled. "You did it!"
she chirped.

10



At first, nothing happened. The hedgehog's scarf fluttered in
the breeze. Then, a tiny flower bud beside him began to
tremble. Slowly, petal by petal, it opened. It was a bright
yellow flower, like a little sun. The hedgehog gasped. "Look!"
he cried. The wren danced in the air. "The song is working!"
she sang.
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One by one, the other buds woke up. Pink flowers, blue
flowers, and white flowers burst open, filling the air with sweet
perfume. The forest floor turned into a rainbow of petals. The
hedgehog sang louder, and more flowers bloomed around him.
The wren flew from bud to bud, her blue flower bobbing.
"You've brought spring!" she said. "Your song helped nature
wake up."
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The hedgehog laughed with joy. He twirled in a circle, his red
scarf spinning. All around him, flowers nodded and swayed as
if they were dancing too. Bees came to visit, and butterflies
fluttered by. The forest was alive with color and song. The
hedgehog felt happy and proud. "We did it together," he said to
the wren. "I couldn't have done it without you."
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The wren perched on a tall flower and smiled. "That's what
friends are for," she said. "And your song was inside you all
along. I just helped you find the notes." The hedgehog nodded.
“I'll keep practicing," he said. "And I'll sing for the flowers
every spring." The wren tucked her blue flower behind her
wing. "I'll be right here to sing with you."
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From that day on, the little hedgehog sang his secret song
whenever he walked through the woods. The flowers greeted
him with bright faces, and the air was always full of sweet
music. The wren flew beside him, and together they made the
forest a happier place. The hedgehog learned that creativity
can help nature, and that friendship makes every song
sweeter.




And if you ever wander into those woods, listen closely. You
might hear a cheerful melody floating on the breeze. It's the
hedgehog and the wren, singing their song of friendship and
flowers. And if you're very lucky, you might see a new flower
bloom right before your eyes, woken by a little hedgehog's
secret song.
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