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Felix the fox lived by a wide, winding river that sparkled in the

morning sun. He had rust-orange fur, a cream chest, and a

fluffy white-tipped tail that flicked with curiosity. Every day he

trotted along the bank with his moss-green satchel, looking for

interesting things. The river always had something new to

show him, and Felix loved nothing more than a good surprise.
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One bright morning, Felix spotted something white caught

between two smooth stones at the river's edge. He splashed

closer and pulled out a waterproof envelope, sealed with wax.

Inside was a drawing of a little beaver wearing a straw hat,

with a tiny note that said, 'Hello, I am Pip. I live upstream. I

am lonely.' Felix's amber eyes grew wide. A letter, delivered by

the river!
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Felix hurried to Grandpa Ollie, the old otter who knew all the

river's secrets. Grandpa Ollie sat on a log in his faded purple

waistcoat, tapping his fish-handled walking stick. 'River letters

travel with the current,' he said wisely. 'If you write back and

leave it in the water, the river will carry it upstream to your

new friend.' Felix grinned. He couldn't wait to write to Pip.
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That evening, Felix sat at his wooden table with a stub of

pencil and a sheet of waterproof paper. He drew a picture of

himself with his red scarf and green satchel. 'Dear Pip,' he

wrote, 'I am Felix. I live downstream. I found your letter

between two stones. I would love to be your friend.' He sealed

it in a waterproof envelope and tossed it gently into the river.
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Days passed. Felix checked the river every morning, but no

letter came. He wondered if Pip had received his note. Maybe

the river had carried it somewhere else. Maple the squirrel,

his neighbour in the yellow apron, noticed his frown. 'Don't

worry,' she chirped, adjusting her round spectacles. 'The river

is slow but sure. Your letter will find its way.' Felix hoped she

was right.
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Then, one afternoon, Felix found a waterproof envelope tucked

under a fern by the water. Inside was a drawing of Pip's cozy

lodge, with smoke curling from a chimney. 'Dear Felix,' the

note read, 'Your letter made me so happy. I have never had a

friend before. I drew my home for you. Would you draw yours?'

Felix's heart swelled. He had a pen pal!

6



Felix drew his den under the old oak tree, with its round door

and flower boxes. He wrote about his days: chasing

dragonflies, gathering berries, and listening to Grandpa Ollie's

stories. He sealed the letter and sent it floating upstream.

Maple helped by spreading word to the other animals. 'Felix

has a pen pal!' she announced. 'Letters are traveling on the

river!'
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Weeks went by, and letters flowed back and forth like the river

itself. Pip wrote about building dams and carving little wooden

toys. Felix sent drawings of sunsets and pressed flowers. Each

letter brought a new discovery. They learned they both loved

honeycomb and skipping stones. Their friendship grew with

every envelope that floated along the water.
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One day, Pip's letter sounded sad. 'I wish we could meet,' he

wrote. 'But my legs are short and the river is long.' Felix read

it twice, his tail drooping. He wanted to meet Pip more than

anything. He thought and thought, then an idea sparked. He

would bring everyone to Pip, instead of waiting for Pip to come

to him.
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Felix hurried to Grandpa Ollie. 'Can we have a gathering by

the river?' he asked. 'A party where everyone is welcome, and

Pip can come too!' Grandpa Ollie's crinkled eyes twinkled. 'A

fine idea,' he said. 'The river brings us together. Let's make it a

day to remember.' Felix dashed off to tell Maple, who was

already making a list.
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Maple scampered from tree to tree, inviting everyone she met.

'Riverside gathering on Saturday!' she squeaked. 'Bring a

snack to share!' The animals buzzed with excitement. Rabbits

baked carrot muffins, and birds wove flower garlands.

Grandpa Ollie polished his walking stick and practiced a

welcoming speech. Felix wrote one final letter to Pip: 'Come to

the big bend in the river on Saturday. A surprise awaits!'

11



On Saturday morning, the riverside was busy with cheerful

noise. Blankets were spread on the grass, and a long table

held pies and berries. Felix paced by the water, his red scarf

fluttering. Would Pip really come? Then Maple shouted, 'Look!

Down the river!' A small figure in a straw hat and blue vest

paddled a little raft toward the bank.
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Pip stepped onto the shore, shy and smiling. Felix ran to him.

'You came!' he cried. 'I wouldn't miss it,' said Pip, his dark eyes

shining. They hugged, and everyone cheered. Grandpa Ollie

raised his walking stick. 'Friends,' he said, 'the river brought

us a new friend. Welcome, Pip!' The beaver's shy smile spread

wide across his face.
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The gathering was full of laughter and games. Felix and Pip

skipped stones and shared honeycomb. Maple organized a leaf-

pile jump, and Grandpa Ollie told stories of the river's long

journey. When the sun began to set, they all sat together,

watching the water glow orange and pink. Pip leaned close to

Felix. 'I never thought I'd have so many friends,' he whispered.
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Felix gave Pip a small gift: a waterproof notebook and a new

pencil, tied with a red ribbon. 'So we can keep writing,' he

said. Pip's eyes sparkled. 'And visiting,' he added. They

promised to meet again soon, and the animals cheered. The

river had brought them together, and nothing would ever be

the same.
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As the stars appeared, Felix and Pip watched the river flow

gently past. 'Funny,' said Felix, 'how a letter between two

stones can change everything.' Pip nodded. 'New friendships

can begin in the most unexpected ways,' he said. And the river,

carrying whispers of laughter, flowed on, ready to deliver the

next surprise.
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