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In a cozy burrow under the old oak tree lived Pip, a little
hedgehog with soft golden-brown spines and a knitted moss-
green scarf. Every morning, he peeked out at the woodland
and wished his dear friend Hazel could see it too. But Hazel
had moved far away, beyond the whispering pines. Pip missed
her terribly, especially today, because it was her birthday.

1



Pip sat on a mossy stone, his tiny black nose twitching with
sadness. "I wish I could give Hazel a hug," he sighed. Then his
amber eyes brightened. "I know! I'll make her a birthday
card!" He fetched a crumpled leaf from his satchel and a stub
of charcoal, but the leaf was too small and the charcoal too
blunt. Pip needed help.




He scurried to Clover's burrow, where the rabbit was tending
her carrot patch. Clover's long grey ears perked up as Pip
explained his plan. "A birthday card? What a lovely idea!" she
said, wiping her paws on her blue apron. "I have paper and
coloured pencils in my pocket. Let's make it together." She
spread a smooth sheet of paper on a flat stump.
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Pip carefully drew a picture of Hazel's favourite flower, a
bright yellow buttercup, but his paw slipped and made a
smudge. "Oh no!" he cried. Clover smiled kindly. "Don't worry.
We can turn it into a sunny day." She handed him a yellow
pencil, and Pip added a cheerful sun. "There! Now it looks
happy." Pip felt a little better.




Just then, Nutmeg the squirrel bounded over, her bushy
orange tail swishing. "What are you making?" she asked, her
dark eyes sparkling. When she heard about the card, she
squealed with excitement. "I love drawing! May I add
something?" She took a red pencil and drew a bunch of
balloons and a funny doodle of a dancing worm. Pip giggled.
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Nutmeg's laughter attracted Professor Hoot, the wise old owl,
who glided down silently. He adjusted his round spectacles and
peered at the card. "A card for a faraway friend? How
thoughtful,” he said in his calm, gentle voice. "May I write a
message? Words from the heart can travel very far." Pip
nodded, and the owl picked up a blue pencil.
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Professor Hoot wrote slowly and carefully, his purple bow tie
bobbing as he thought. "Dear Hazel, may your day be filled
with sunshine and your year with joy. Remember that friends
are never truly far away." Pip read the words and felt a warm
glow. "That's perfect," he whispered. "Hazel will love it." The
owl smiled and stepped back.
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More animals arrived, drawn by the happy chatter. A mouse
added tiny paw prints, a badger drew a starry sky, and a family
of voles each contributed a little heart. Pip's card was
becoming a beautiful patchwork of friendship. "I had no idea
so many friends would help," he said, his amber eyes shining.
Clover patted his back. "That's what friends do."
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As the afternoon faded, the card was full of colourful drawings
and kind words. Pip looked at it with wonder. "It's more than a
card," he said softly. "It's like a piece of the woodland."
Nutmeg nodded. "Hazel will feel all the hugs we put into it."
Professor Hoot added, "A small gesture, made with love, can
mean the world to someone."




But now came the tricky part: sending the card. Hazel lived
beyond the whispering pines, too far for Pip to walk. "How will
it get there?" he worried. Clover smiled and pointed to a
sturdy oak tree. "The wind can carry it if we tie it to a leaf
parachute. My cousin, a swallow, can take it the rest of the

way.




Together, the animals tied the card to a broad maple leaf with
blades of grass. Pip held it up, and the breeze caught the leaf
like a little sail. "Ready?" asked Clover. Pip took a deep breath
and let go. The card floated up, up, and over the treetops.
"Goodbye, card!" called Nutmeg. "Fly to Hazel!" Pip waved
until it was a tiny speck.
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Days passed, and Pip wondered if the card had arrived. Then
one morning, a swallow swooped down with a letter. Pip's
paws trembled as he opened it. "Dear Pip," it read, "I got your
card! I cried happy tears. Tell all your friends thank you. I feel
so loved, even from far away. Love, Hazel." Pip's heart swelled.
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Pip read the letter aloud to Clover, Nutmeg, and Professor
Hoot. "Hazel felt our hugs!" he cheered. The animals smiled
and cheered too. "You see," said Professor Hoot, "kindness
travels farther than we think." Nutmeg did a little dance, and
Clover wiped a happy tear from her eye. Pip felt proud and
grateful.




That evening, Pip sat under the oak tree, his green scarf
wrapped snugly. He thought about how a simple birthday card
had brought everyone together. "I'll make cards for all my
friends," he decided. "Not just for birthdays, but for any day."
The stars twinkled above, and Pip felt closer to Hazel than
ever.




From then on, Pip sent little notes and drawings to Hazel
whenever he missed her. And the woodland animals often
gathered to make cards for others, too. They learned that a
small, thoughtful gesture can strengthen friendships and make
someone feel loved, no matter how far away they are.
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And if you ever visit the old oak tree, you might see Pip with
his satchel, a coloured pencil in his paw, and a smile on his
face. For he knows that a little kindness, shared among
friends, can light up the whole woodland.
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