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In a cozy corner of the woodland, where ferns curled like

green ribbons, lived a little hedgehog named Pip. Pip was

small enough to cup in two hands, with warm brown fur, a

cream belly, and soft spines in shades of amber and chestnut.

He wore a moss-green scarf and carried a small canvas satchel

for collecting found treasures. Every morning, Pip set off to

see what the forest had left for him.
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One sunny day, Pip's tiny black nose twitched at a funny smell.

He followed it to the edge of the old oak clearing, where

something smooth and shiny poked out of the leaves. Pip

pushed aside a fern and gasped. There, half-buried in the soft

earth, stood a tiny wooden horse. It was no bigger than his

paw, with a chipped ear and a faded painted mane.
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Pip carefully lifted the little horse and turned it over. Its legs

were stiff, and one wheel was missing, but its carved tail still

curved proudly. 'You're a beauty,' Pip whispered. He tucked the

horse into his satchel and hurried home, his big dark eyes

shining. All the way, he wondered: what could a small

hedgehog do with a broken old toy?
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At home, Pip set the horse on his stone table and stared at it.

He tried to make it stand, but it wobbled. He tried to roll it,

but the missing wheel made it thump. 'Maybe I should just

keep you on my shelf,' he said with a sigh. But the little horse

seemed to look back at him, as if it had a secret to share. Pip

felt a gentle tug of curiosity.
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The next morning, Pip visited his friend Hazel the rabbit.

Hazel was slightly older and taller, with soft grey fur, a white

chest, and long upright ears with pink inner lining. She wore a

red work apron with pockets full of tiny tools, and a yellow

pencil was tucked behind one ear. 'Hazel,' Pip said, 'look what

I found! But I don't know what to do with it.'
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Hazel's bright hazel eyes sparkled as she examined the

wooden horse. 'Oh, Pip! This is an old toy—a very old one. I bet

it once lived in the woodland toy museum.' She pointed to a

tiny mark on the horse's belly. 'See? That's the museum's

stamp. But the museum only shows toys that still work. This

little horse needs fixing.' Pip's spines prickled with excitement.
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Hazel pulled a tiny hammer from her apron pocket. 'First, we

need a new wheel,' she said. 'Let's look in your satchel.' Pip

tipped out his treasures: a acorn cap, a blue button, a bent

nail, and a smooth round pebble. Hazel picked up the pebble

and smiled. 'Perfect! This will make a fine wheel.' Pip's small

black nose wiggled with delight.

7



Together, they worked at Hazel's workbench. Hazel held the

horse steady while Pip dabbed glue on the broken leg. 'Gently

now,' Hazel said. Pip's tiny paws trembled, but he was careful.

They pressed the pebble wheel into place and waited. 'While it

dries,' Hazel said, 'let's think of a new idea for this horse.

Something fresh and fun!' Pip tilted his head, dreaming.

8



Pip thought about the toy museum, where old toys sat quietly

on shelves. 'What if the horse could do something new?' he

said. 'Something no one has seen before?' Hazel's whiskered

smile grew wide. 'I like the way you think!' She pulled the

yellow pencil from behind her ear and sketched on a scrap of

bark. 'We could add a little cart,' she said, 'so the horse can

carry treasures.'
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Pip clapped his tiny paws. 'Yes! And we can paint it with bright

colors!' He dug into his satchel and found a dried berry and a

bit of charcoal. Hazel found a pot of gold paint in her apron.

They mixed and painted, turning the faded horse into a

cheerful toy with a red cart and golden wheels. The little horse

seemed to smile. 'It's not just old anymore,' Pip said. 'It's new!'
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Just then, the horse wobbled. The pebble wheel was too heavy,

and the cart tipped over. 'Oh no!' Pip cried. 'It's ruined!' But

Hazel picked up the horse and laughed. 'No, it's not ruined.

It's a puzzle! We just need to balance it better.' She studied the

horse with her bright hazel eyes. 'Let's make the cart smaller

and lighter. And we can add a little handle so children can pull

it.'
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Pip and Hazel worked together, trimming the cart and fitting a

tiny twig handle. This time, when they set the horse down, it

rolled smoothly across the table. 'It works!' Pip cheered. Hazel

tucked her pencil behind her ear and smiled. 'You see, Pip? Old

toys can spark brand new ideas. We didn't just fix it—we made

it better.' Pip's spines tingled with pride.
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They carried the little horse to the woodland toy museum, a

cozy burrow lined with shelves of old toys. The museum

keeper, a wise old owl, blinked at the horse and cart. 'How

wonderful!' she hooted. 'A toy that is both old and new. It will

be the star of our next exhibit!' Pip and Hazel beamed. Their

creation was ready for everyone to enjoy.
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On the day of the exhibit, woodland creatures gathered around

the little horse. Children pulled it gently, and the cart rolled

along, carrying tiny treasures. 'Look! It moves!' they squealed.

Pip stood beside Hazel, his green scarf fluttering. 'We couldn't

have done it without you,' he said. Hazel winked. 'And I

couldn't have done it without your big idea.'
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From that day on, Pip's satchel was always full of found things.

He learned that old objects can inspire new creativity, and that

helping friends makes every discovery better. Hazel gave him a

tiny tool of his own—a little hammer—and he wore it proudly.

Together, they kept finding treasures and turning them into

something fresh and fun for everyone to enjoy.
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And if you ever visit the woodland toy museum, look for a little

wooden horse with a red cart and golden wheels. It stands on

a shelf near the window, and if you listen closely, you might

hear it whisper: 'Old things can become new again, especially

when a friend helps you along the way.'
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