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Bernard the badger lived in a cozy burrow under the old oak

tree. Every morning he polished his small round spectacles

and wrapped his mustard-yellow scarf twice around his neck.

Then he picked up his cornflower-blue umbrella and went for a

walk. The umbrella was his favorite thing in the whole forest.

It kept the sun off his nose and the drizzle off his fur. Bernard

hummed as he strolled along the winding path.
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On sunny days, the blue umbrella stayed small and neat, just

the right size for one round badger. Bernard liked to twirl it as

he walked. He said good morning to the squirrels and nodded

to the mice. Everyone knew Bernard and his blue umbrella.

The forest was peaceful and green, full of tall trees and soft

moss. Bernard felt happy and safe beneath his little patch of

blue sky.
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But Bernard had a secret. Whenever someone needed shelter,

his umbrella grew. It happened first with a lost ladybug who

needed a ride across a puddle. The umbrella stretched just

enough to cover her. Bernard blinked in surprise. Then he

smiled. The ladybug thanked him and flew away. Bernard

decided his umbrella was a special umbrella indeed, and he

kept the secret close to his heart.
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One afternoon, the sky turned grey and the wind began to

whistle. Bernard looked up and saw dark clouds rolling over

the treetops. A forest storm was coming, fast and fierce. He

quickened his step and opened his blue umbrella. Raindrops

pattered on the leaves. Bernard hurried along the path, hoping

to reach his burrow before the storm grew worse. The wind

tugged at his mustard scarf.
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Suddenly he heard a tiny sneeze. Under a dripping fern sat Pip

the shrew, shivering in her green buttoned coat and red bobble

hat. Her little leather boots were soaked. "Oh dear," said

Bernard. "You need shelter." He held out his blue umbrella. At

once it grew wider and taller, spreading like a flower. Pip

scampered underneath, grateful and dry. "Thank you,

Bernard!" she squeaked. The umbrella had made room.
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The storm grew louder. Bernard and Pip hurried on together.

Then they heard a thumping sound. Holly the rabbit came

bounding through the wet ferns, her long ears drooping and

her orange rain boots splashing in puddles. Her blue jumper

was soaked through. "May I share your umbrella?" she asked.

Bernard nodded kindly. The blue umbrella stretched again, big

enough for a badger, a shrew, and a rabbit. Holly sighed with

relief.
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Holly shook the rain from her fur. "What a storm!" she said.

They walked on, three friends beneath one blue umbrella. The

rain drummed a steady beat. Bernard's spectacles fogged up.

Pip chattered nervously. Holly told a funny story about a mud

puddle. The umbrella kept them all dry. They felt warm and

cozy together, even though the wind howled through the trees.

Sharing shelter made the storm feel smaller.
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Then Pip pointed with her tiny pink paw. "Look!" she

squeaked. On a low branch, a family of beetles huddled

together. There was a mother in a daisy-petal shawl, a father

with a twig walking stick, and three little children in acorn-cap

hats. They were no bigger than thumbs. "Come under!" called

Bernard. The umbrella grew once more. It became as big as a

leafy roof, and the beetle family scurried beneath.
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Now the blue umbrella covered a badger, a shrew, a rabbit,

and five beetles. It was enormous, like a blue tent. Bernard

held the wooden handle with both paws. The rain pattered all

around, but underneath everyone was dry. The beetle children

giggled. The mother beetle adjusted her daisy-petal shawl.

"What a wonderful umbrella," she said. Bernard beamed.

Kindness had made room for them all.

9



When the storm finally passed, the sun peeked through the

clouds. Water dripped from every leaf. The friends stood

together under the giant blue umbrella. "Now I must go

home," said Bernard. But when he tried to lift the umbrella, it

was far too big and heavy. He could not carry it alone. He

tugged and puffed, but it would not budge. His round belly

wobbled with effort. "Oh dear," he sighed.

10



Pip the shrew was the first to speak. Her bright black eyes

sparkled. "What if we roll it?" she suggested. "Like a big blue

ball!" Holly the rabbit hopped up and down. "We can push!"

she said. The beetle family nodded in order. The mother beetle

whistled a tiny tune, and the father tapped his twig stick.

Everyone gathered around the enormous umbrella, ready to

help.
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Holly pushed on one side. Pip pushed on the other. Bernard

lifted the wooden handle. The beetle family pushed with their

six little legs, all together. "One, two, three, roll!" whistled the

mother beetle. Slowly, the blue umbrella began to move. It

rolled and bounced along the path like a giant blueberry.

Bernard laughed. Pip squeaked with joy. Holly kept everyone's

spirits up with a hopping song. Teamwork made it easy.
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At last they reached Bernard's burrow under the old oak tree.

The blue umbrella had shrunk back to its normal size, just

right for one badger. Bernard folded it carefully. He looked at

his new friends, all wet but smiling. "Thank you," he said. "You

made a hard job easy." Pip, Holly, and the beetle family

cheered. The forest felt warm and cozy, even after the storm.
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That evening, Bernard invited everyone inside for hot

blackberry tea. They sat around his little table and shared

stories. The beetle children sipped from acorn cups. Pip's red

bobble hat hung by the fire. Holly's rain boots dried by the

door. Bernard looked at his blue umbrella in the corner. It

looked a little bigger than before. He smiled, because he knew

why.
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From that day on, Bernard's umbrella was always ready to

grow. Whenever a woodland friend needed shelter, he opened

it wide. The shrew, the rabbit, and the beetle family became

his closest friends. They visited often, especially when it

rained. And sometimes, when the sun shone, they all went for

a walk together beneath a patch of blue sky, sharing stories

and laughter.
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Bernard learned that sharing his shelter brought new

friendships. His kindness made the whole forest feel warm and

cozy. The blue umbrella still grew whenever someone needed

it, and Bernard never carried it alone. Because when friends

help each other, even the biggest umbrella is easy to bring

home. And that, dear reader, is the story of the badger's blue

umbrella.
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