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Every morning, the boy pulled on his red rubber boots and ran

into the garden. He loved the smell of wet grass and the buzz

of bees. One gray morning, something small and prickly sat by

the fence. It was a hedgehog, curled up tight like a tiny spiky

ball. The boy froze and whispered, “Hello, little one.”
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The hedgehog blinked its shiny dark eyes and twitched its

small black nose. It had soft tan fur on its face and prickly

brown and cream spines on its back. The boy knelt down

slowly so he would not scare it. “You are the first hedgehog I

have ever seen,” he said softly. His warm brown eyes went

wide with wonder.
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The boy wanted to help, but he did not know how. He ran

inside to find his mum. She wore her teal cardigan and smiled

her gentle smile. “Hedgehogs need safe paths,” she said.

“They travel at night to find food and friends.” The boy

nodded. His small gap between his front teeth showed when

he grinned. “Then we should make a safe path!”
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Mum and the boy sat at the kitchen table with a big book

about wildlife. The pages showed hedgehogs walking through

gardens and under fences. “Hedgehogs can walk two

kilometers in one night,” Mum read. The boy's mouth fell open.

“That is a lot of walking!” He pulled his green canvas satchel

onto his lap. “I will make a map of our street.”

4



The boy walked along his garden fence and drew every gate

and wall in his notebook. He found a gap under the back gate

but no way through to the next yard. He tapped his pencil on

the paper and thought hard. “Hedgehogs need little doors,” he

said. “Just small holes they can squeeze through. Small

improvements for big adventures.”
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Next door lived an elderly neighbor with round glasses and a

walking stick. His olive green flat cap sat low on his head. The

boy knocked on his door and showed him the map. “Could we

cut a small hole in your fence?” he asked. The neighbor

chuckled. “A hedgehog highway! What a fine idea. I will help

you, young man.”
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They measured a space as wide as two hands and as tall as a

hedgehog's nose. The neighbor's brown tweed jacket brushed

the grass as he knelt. “Not too big,” he said, “so pets stay safe

and hedgehogs still fit.” The boy watched carefully and marked

the spot with a little wooden stick. “This will be the very first

hedgehog door on our street!”
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The boy learned something important that day. Before digging,

he always checked for hedgehogs sleeping under leaves or

stones. “We must never surprise a sleeping animal,” Mum said.

The boy nodded and looked under each bush first. He held his

small shovel carefully and moved slowly. Kindness means

thinking of others, even the tiny ones hiding in the garden.
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Soon the neighbor told his friends, and other neighbors came

to help. One family cut a hole near their roses. Another made a

gap beside the apple tree. The whole street began to buzz with

garden-access plans. The boy felt proud as he watched people

working together. “Small holes,” he said, “and a big difference

for wildlife.”
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That evening, the boy sat quietly by the fence with his mum. A

rustle came from the leaves. The hedgehog appeared, sniffed

the new gap, and slipped through it like a little explorer. The

boy held his breath. “It is working!” he whispered. His warm

brown eyes sparkled in the fading light. Mum squeezed his

hand gently.
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The hedgehog wandered from garden to garden, safe and

unhurried. It found slugs near the roses and water by the old

stone wall. The boy drew a new map with every hole marked in

green. “Now the hedgehogs can visit everyone,” he said. The

neighbor leaned on his walking stick and smiled. “And

everyone can enjoy the hedgehogs,” he replied.
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A few days later, a family down the street asked how to make

their garden safe too. The boy showed them his map and

explained the rules. “Check before you dig,” he said. “Leave a

little hole, and let wild animals pass.” They listened closely and

promised to help. The project was growing like a garden in

spring.
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That night, the boy lay in bed and thought about the

hedgehog. He had only made small changes, but the whole

street was safer now. Mum peeked in and smiled. “You see,”

she said softly, “kindness can be very small and still reach very

far.” The boy smiled back with his little gap-toothed grin.
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In the morning, the boy found tiny footprints in the soft soil

near the new gaps. He followed them with his eyes and

laughed. “Good morning, hedgehog,” he whispered. His green

canvas satchel hung by the door, ready for another day of

checking and caring. The garden felt like a friendlier place

than before.
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By summer, the street had become a hedgehog highway.

Neighbors waved at each other over their fences and shared

stories of nighttime visitors. The boy felt proud because small

improvements had made a big difference. His kindness had

shown that even kids can help wild animals. “Our

neighborhood is a better home for everyone,” he said.
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And that is the story of the boy and the hedgehog. In his

mustard yellow t-shirt and red rubber boots, the boy learned

that helping wildlife starts with small, careful steps. A little

hole in a fence, a check before digging, and a kind heart can

change a whole street. “Small things matter,” the boy said.

And the hedgehog, safe and snug, would surely agree.
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