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In a green and gentle forest, where sunbeams danced between
the tall trees, lived a kind badger named Barnaby. He had
grey-black fur, a broad striped face, and a mustard-yellow
scarf that he wore every day. Barnaby loved to sit on his mossy
doorstep and read stories in the afternoon light. His small
round reading glasses always perched neatly on his black

nose.



One bright morning, Barnaby finished his breakfast and
reached for his glasses. But the little table beside his chair was
empty. No glasses! He patted the cushion, checked his pocket,
and looked under the teapot. His round ears drooped. "Oh
dear," he mumbled. "I must have lost them in the forest
yesterday."




Barnaby hurried out along the winding woodland path, his
scarf flapping behind him. The forest was big, with ferns taller
than his knees and trees that stretched up and up. He squinted
at every leaf and stone, but without his glasses everything
looked soft and blurry. "I cannot find them alone," he sighed. "I
need some help."




Just then, a tiny field mouse popped out from behind a
mushroom. Her name was Millie, and she wore a little red
neckerchief and carried a small acorn-cap satchel. "Hello,
Barnaby!" she squeaked cheerfully. "Why do you look so
worried?" Barnaby told her about his missing glasses. Millie's
bright black eyes sparkled. "I'm quick and I love a good
search. Let's find them together!"
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They had only walked a little way when a soft whoosh came
from above. Down floated Olive the owl, her deep blue shawl
rustling and her tiny wire spectacles glinting. "I heard you lost
something," she said calmly. "The best way to find it is to
retrace your steps. Where did you walk yesterday?" Barnaby
thought hard, then nodded. "Follow me. I remember the way!"
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First they came to the berry path, where juicy red berries
grew in tangled bushes. "I stopped here to pick some berries,"
said Barnaby, peering into the leaves. Millie darted
underneath, her long slender tail whisking. "No glasses here!"
she called. Olive checked the branches high above, but only
found a sleepy caterpillar. "On we go," she said wisely.
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Next was the old oak log, lying across the path like a little
bridge. Barnaby had climbed over it and rested on top. Millie
scrambled up the bark and looked in every crack. Olive flapped
her broad wings and searched the hollow end. "Not here
either," said Millie. "But this log is very bumpy and fun to
climb!" Barnaby laughed for the first time all day.
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They reached the stream, where water gurgled over smooth
grey stones. Barnaby often paused here to watch the fish. He
bent down and squinted into the water, but everything
shimmered and blurred. "Careful!" said Millie, holding his paw.
Olive studied the banks. "Glasses would not swim," she said
with a gentle hoot. "Let's try the ferny hollow."

Q
(o}




W <

The ferny hollow was cool and quiet, with soft green fronds
brushing their faces. Barnaby remembered sitting there to
read, his back against a mossy stone. Millie searched around
the roots, and Olive peeked behind the ferns. "I see a shiny
glint!" chirped Millie suddenly. "Wait—no, it's only a snail
shell." Barnaby sighed. "Maybe they're gone forever."
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"Do not give up," said Olive kindly. "A lost thing is always
somewhere." She spread her wings and looked back the way
they came. "Think, Barnaby. Was there one more special
place?" Barnaby closed his eyes and thought. Then he gasped.
"The cozy nook! I read there last, under the big beech tree
where the roots make a little seat."
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Off they hurried, past the stream, over the log, and through
the berries. The big beech tree stood at the edge of the forest,
its roots curled into a soft, snug hollow. Barnaby knelt down
and peered inside. "It's too dark and blurry," he said. "Millie,
your sharp eyes are better than mine."
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Millie slipped into the cozy nook, her whiskers twitching. "Oh!"
she squeaked. "Here they are!" She lifted the little round
glasses, safely nestled in a bed of dry leaves. Barnaby put
them on, and the whole forest popped into focus—green and
gold and wonderful. "You found them!" he cheered, hugging
them both.




Olive smiled beneath her wire spectacles. "You see," she said
softly, "asking for help was the cleverest thing you did today."
Barnaby nodded, his striped face beaming. "I felt silly at first,"
he admitted. "But searching with friends turned a worry into
an adventure. Thank you, both of you."
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They sat together in the cozy nook while Barnaby read a story
aloud. Millie curled up on his scarf, and Olive rested on a root
above. The warm afternoon drifted by, full of page-turning and
giggles. "Next time I lose something," said Barnaby, "I'll ask
my friends straight away. It is much more fun than searching
alone."
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From that day on, Barnaby never felt embarrassed to ask for
help. Whenever Millie spotted something shiny, or Olive shared
wise advice, he listened happily. The forest seemed friendlier
than ever, full of little paths and cozy nooks and good company.
His stripey face and mustard scarf could be seen everywhere,
always with a smile and a friendly wave.
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And whenever the little round glasses slid off his nose again,
Barnaby simply laughed. "Millie! Olive!" he would call. "I need
a hand!" And they always came, quick and kind, ready for
another adventure. For the badger had learned a lovely secret:
good friends make every problem easier, and asking for help is
one of the wisest things a friend can do.
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