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In a sunny forest clearing, a little rabbit with soft cream-white

fur and a leaf-green scarf hopped through the tall grass. His

long ears stood up straight, and his pink nose twitched at

every smell. He loved to explore, but most of all, he loved to

listen. Today, the forest was full of soft sounds.
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As the rabbit nibbled a clover, a tiny melody floated down from

an old oak tree. It was sweet and slow, like a song from long

ago. The rabbit's big amber eyes grew wide. He sat very still

and listened. The song made him feel warm and happy, as if

someone had wrapped him in a cozy blanket.
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The rabbit followed the melody to a low branch. There sat a

tiny brown wren with a pale buff chest and round wire

spectacles. She wore a knitted mustard-yellow shawl around

her shoulders. The wren sang with her eyes half closed, and

her short tail bobbed gently. The rabbit didn't want to

interrupt, but he couldn't help it.
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"Excuse me," said the rabbit softly, "that song is the most

beautiful thing I've ever heard. What is it called?" The old

wren opened her bright dark eyes and smiled. "It is an old

melody," she said, "one that has been passed down for many

years. I am glad you like it, little one." The rabbit's whiskers

twitched with excitement.
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"Will you teach it to me?" asked the rabbit. The wren tilted her

head. "It is a special tradition," she said, "and traditions are

meant to be shared. But learning it takes time and practice. Do

you have patience?" The rabbit nodded so hard his ears

flopped. "I will practice every day!" he promised. The wren

chuckled. "Then we shall begin tomorrow at sunrise."
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The next morning, the rabbit arrived early. The wren was

waiting on a mossy stump. "First, listen," she said. She sang a

short phrase, and the rabbit tried to copy it. His first try was

wobbly, and he felt a little silly. "That's all right," said the wren

kindly. "Every song starts with a small step. Try again."
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Day after day, the rabbit practiced. He sang while he hopped,

while he ate, and while he watched the clouds. Sometimes the

melody came out too fast, sometimes too slow. The wren was

patient. "Feel the song in your heart," she said. "Let it become

like friendship." The rabbit closed his eyes and tried again.
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One afternoon, the rabbit felt discouraged. "I will never get it

right," he sighed. The wren flew down beside him. "Do you

know why this melody is a tradition?" she asked. The rabbit

shook his head. "Long ago, it was sung to welcome spring and

to say thank you for friendship. It was forgotten by many, but I

have kept it safe."
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"Why did they forget it?" asked the rabbit. The wren adjusted

her spectacles. "People get busy, and old songs slip away. But a

tradition is like a seed. If no one plants it, it cannot grow." The

rabbit thought about that. He didn't want the beautiful song to

disappear. He promised to try even harder.
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So the rabbit practiced with all his heart. He sang to the

flowers and the trees. He sang to the stars. Slowly, the melody

began to feel like friendship. He could hear the joy in it. The

wren smiled as she listened. "You are learning," she said. "The

song is becoming yours."
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One evening, the rabbit sang the whole song without a single

mistake. The wren clapped her tiny wings. "You did it!" she

cried. The rabbit's heart swelled with happiness. The melody

felt like a warm hug from a friend. "Now," said the wren, "it is

time to share it with everyone."
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The rabbit felt nervous. "What if they don't like it?" he asked.

The wren shook her head. "A tradition is meant to be passed

on. When you share it, it grows stronger." The rabbit took a

deep breath. He hopped to the middle of the clearing and

began to sing. His voice was clear and sweet.
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One by one, the forest animals came to listen. Squirrels

paused on branches, deer stepped softly through the ferns,

and birds settled in the trees. The melody floated through the

forest like sunlight. When the rabbit finished, everyone was

silent for a moment. Then they cheered. "What a lovely song!"

they cried.
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The wren flew down and stood beside the rabbit. "This melody

is a tradition," she announced. "It is a song of friendship and

joy. And now it belongs to all of us." The animals asked the

rabbit to teach them the song. The rabbit looked at the wren,

who nodded proudly. So the rabbit taught the melody to

everyone who wanted to learn.
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From that day on, the song was never forgotten. It was sung at

every gathering, and it always made everyone feel close. The

rabbit and the wren became the best of friends. The wren

would say, "Traditions are like songs—they need hearts to keep

them alive." And the rabbit would smile, because he knew it

was true.
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And so, the little rabbit with the leaf-green scarf and the wise

old wren with the mustard-yellow shawl shared their melody

with the whole forest. The tradition was passed on, from friend

to friend, and the forest was filled with music and joy. And

whenever the rabbit heard the song, he remembered that a

gift shared is a gift that lasts forever.
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