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In a cozy corner of the forest, where ferns made soft green
curtains and mushrooms stood like little umbrellas, lived a
hedgehog named Hazel. She had warm brown fur, a berry-red
scarf, and big glossy eyes that saw stories everywhere. Every
evening, Hazel practiced puppet shows behind a bush,
whispering lines to herself. 'If only I could share these stories,'

she sighed, 'but my paws shake when anyone watches.'
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Hazel's best friend was Milo, a field mouse with soft grey fur
and a moss-green work apron full of tiny pockets. Milo loved to
build things from twigs, leaves, and fallen bark. One morning,
he found Hazel practicing behind her bush. 'A puppet show?"
he squeaked. 'That's wonderful! You need a proper stage!’
Hazel's tiny black nose twitched with worry. 'But Milo,' she
whispered, 'what if I forget my words?"
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Milo's bright hazel eyes sparkled. 'Then we'll make the theater
so small and friendly that no one will mind!" He scurried off,
and soon he returned with a flat piece of fallen bark, smooth
and curved like a little boat. 'This will be the stage,' he
announced. 'And these twigs can be the curtains.' Hazel
watched, her heart fluttering. 'Do you really think I can do it?'
she asked. 'T know you can,' said Milo.

3}



All afternoon, Milo worked on the tiny theater. He propped the
bark on pebbles and tied twig curtains with twine from his
apron. He even made a little sign that said 'The Forest
Theater' in his neatest pencil writing. Hazel gathered soft
moss for the audience to sit on. 'It's perfect!' cried Milo,
twitching his pink nose. 'Now we need puppets and a story.'
Hazel's glossy eyes grew wide. 'And an audience,' she
whispered.




Milo had an idea. 'Let's invite our forest friends to share
stories! Everyone has a tale to tell.' So they made little leaf
invitations and delivered them. Fern the rabbit, tall and gentle
in her lilac shawl, promised to tell a story. Pip the squirrel,
bouncing in his butter-yellow acorn-cap hat, said he'd love to
watch. 'And I'll bring my whole family!' Pip giggled. Hazel
gulped. A whole family? That was a lot of eyes.

5




S |
e T, ']
e )
\ o, ¥
"f,ﬂ‘ __
[ "
| o

That evening, Hazel and Milo made puppets from acorns,
feathers, and scraps of felt. Hazel's puppet was a brave little
bird with button eyes. Milo's was a silly frog with a crooked
grin. 'What will your show be about?' Milo asked. Hazel
thought hard. 'A bird who is afraid to fly,' she said softly. 'But
then she discovers the sky is full of friends.' Milo smiled. 'That
sounds perfect.'




On the day of the show, Hazel's paws would not stop shaking.
‘What if I make a mistake?' she asked Milo. '‘What if everyone
laughs?' Milo put a tiny paw on her scarf. 'Laughter can be a
good thing,' he said gently. 'It means people are happy.' Hazel
wasn't so sure. She peeked through the twig curtains at the
mossy seats. The sun was setting, and the forest glowed with
golden light.



First came Fern, her long ears twitching with excitement. She
settled her spectacles on her nose and told a story about a
moonbeam that got lost in a bluebell wood. Everyone listened,
hushed and happy. Pip munched on a nut, his bushy tail curled
around his feet. Hazel watched from backstage, her heart
beating fast. 'See?' whispered Milo. 'Audiences are just friends
who want to hear your story.'



Then it was Hazel's turn. Milo gave her a little nudge. 'You can
do it,' he said. Hazel took a deep breath and stepped behind
the bark stage. Her berry-red scarf felt warm around her neck.
She raised her puppet bird high. But when she opened her
mouth, the words disappeared. Her mind went blank. The
audience waited. Hazel's spines began to quiver. 'I... I...' she
stammered.




Just then, Hazel's puppet bird slipped from her paw and
flopped right into the audience! It landed on Pip's head, its
button eyes staring at him upside down. The whole forest went
silent. Hazel wanted to hide under the moss. But Pip looked
up, his round black eyes wide. Then he burst into the giggliest
laugh. 'The bird is flying upside down!' he squealed. And
suddenly, everyone was laughing.
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Fern chuckled so hard her spectacles slid down her nose. Milo
laughed until his whiskers wiggled. Hazel stood frozen, then
something warm bubbled up inside her. It started as a tiny
giggle and grew into a full, happy laugh. 'I'm sorry!' she cried.
'‘My bird just wanted to say hello!' The audience clapped and
cheered. 'Do it again!' shouted Pip. And just like that, Hazel's

fear melted away.




Hazel picked up her puppet bird and began again. This time,
the words came easily. She told the story of a little bird who
was afraid to fly, and how she discovered that the sky was full
of friends. When the bird finally soared, the audience cheered.
Hazel's heart felt light as a feather. She made the frog puppet
hop and the bird puppet sing. Everyone laughed and clapped

along.
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When the show ended, Fern wiped a happy tear from her eye.
‘That was the best puppet show I've ever seen,' she said. 'And
the funniest!' added Pip, still giggling. Milo beamed at Hazel.
‘You did it!" he said. Hazel looked at her friends, her glossy
eyes shining. 'l couldn't have done it without you,' she said.
'‘And without that funny mistake.'
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From that night on, the tiny bark theater became a favorite
spot in the forest. Every week, someone new would share a
story. Pip told silly tales that made everyone giggle. Fern told
gentle stories about the moon and stars. And Hazel? She told
stories about brave little creatures who found courage in the
most unexpected places. 'Everyone deserves a chance to
shine,' she said.




Milo built a little shelf for the puppets and a sign that read 'All
Stories Welcome.' Hazel's berry-red scarf hung on a twig, a
reminder of her first show. Sometimes, when a new friend felt
nervous, Hazel would whisper, 'It's okay to make mistakes.
Sometimes they're the best part.' And the forest would fill with
laughter, warm and bright as a summer evening.
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And so, in a cozy corner of the forest, where ferns made soft
green curtains, the tiny theater still stands. If you listen
closely, you might hear a hedgehog's gentle voice, a mouse's
cheerful giggle, and the happy laughter of forest friends. For
Hazel had learned that courage can be found in laughter, and
that even the shyest heart can shine on stage. The end.
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