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In a sunny woodland full of tall gum trees, a little wombat with

a red neckerchief waddled home to his cozy burrow. His grey-

brown fur was dusty, and his cream belly rumbled. He loved

his quiet corner under the ferns. But today, a soft voice called

from the bushes. It was a bandicoot with a blue satchel, and

she looked worried.
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The bandicoot's name was Pip, and she had a problem. Her

burrow was flooded after a small stream overflowed. 'Can you

help me fix it?' she asked. The little wombat looked at her big

amber eyes and nodded. 'I promise I will help you,' he said. 'A

promise is a promise.' Pip smiled, and her thin tail curled with

hope.
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The little wombat felt proud of his promise. He imagined

digging and patching and making everything right. But just

then, the sky turned grey. A rumble of thunder rolled over the

hills. 'Rain is coming,' said Pip. 'We should hurry.' The wombat

nodded, but the first drops were already falling. They pattered

on the leaves and made the ground muddy and slippery.
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The rain came down hard and fast. It drummed on the burrows

and filled the little streams. The wombat and the bandicoot

squeezed into a hollow log to stay dry. 'My burrow will be

worse now,' Pip whispered. The wombat felt a tug in his chest.

He had made a promise, and he wanted to keep it. But the rain

was too heavy to dig.
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All night the rain poured. The woodland animals hid in their

homes, listening to the water gurgle and splash. The little

wombat curled up tight, his red neckerchief damp. He thought

about Pip's flooded burrow and his promise. 'Tomorrow,' he

said to himself. 'Tomorrow I will help her, no matter what.' He

fell asleep with his sturdy claws tucked under his chin.
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In the morning, the sun peeked out, but the woodland was a

mess. Branches were down, and puddles were everywhere.

The little wombat hurried to Pip's burrow. It was worse than

before—mud had slid inside, and the entrance was blocked.

Pip sat beside it, her blue satchel muddy. 'Oh no,' she said.

'What will I do now?'
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The little wombat stood up tall. 'I promised to help you, and I

will,' he said. 'Let's start digging.' He dug with his strong

claws, and Pip scooped mud with her small front paws. It was

hard work. The sun grew hot, and their fur got dirty. But the

wombat didn't stop. He remembered his promise, and that

made him strong.
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While they worked, a kookaburra with speckled feathers and a

grass band on his leg perched on a branch above. 'What are

you two doing?' he asked. 'Fixing my burrow,' said Pip. 'The

storm ruined it.' The kookaburra nodded wisely. 'Many homes

are damaged,' he said. 'I will spread the word. Friends should

help friends.' And off he flew.
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Soon, a possum with a yellow scarf appeared. 'I heard you

need help,' she said. 'I can carry twigs!' She scampered up a

tree and brought down a bundle of sticks. The wombat smiled.

'Thank you!' he said. More animals came—a rabbit, a lizard,

and two small mice. Everyone wanted to help. The burrow

began to take shape again, stronger than before.
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The little wombat dug and patted and packed the mud. Pip

lined the burrow with soft leaves. The possum wove twigs into

a sturdy roof. The kookaburra called out directions from

above. 'A little more to the left!' he squawked. Everyone

laughed and worked together. The air was filled with happy

sounds. The burrow was almost done, and it looked wonderful.
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Then the kookaburra said, 'Wait! We should help others too.

The storm damaged many homes.' The little wombat looked at

Pip. She nodded. 'Yes,' she said. 'Let's help everyone.' So the

animals went from burrow to burrow, fixing and patching. The

wombat kept digging, and his promise grew into something

bigger—a whole woodland of friends helping each other.
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By evening, many homes were repaired. The possum's yellow

scarf was dirty, and the wombat's fur was muddy, but everyone

was smiling. Pip hugged the little wombat. 'You kept your

promise,' she said. 'That means so much to me.' The wombat's

dark eyes shone. 'I always keep my promises,' he said. 'And

now we have a whole team to help.'
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The animals gathered around a big flat rock. The kookaburra

brought berries, and the possum shared nuts. They talked and

laughed about their busy day. 'We should do this more often,'

said the possum. 'Help each other, I mean.' Everyone agreed.

The little wombat looked at his friends and felt warm inside.

Keeping his promise had brought them all together.
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From that day on, the woodland animals looked out for one

another. If a burrow needed fixing, they helped. If a branch

fell, they cleared it. The little wombat with the red neckerchief

was always the first to offer. His promise to Pip had started

something special. Trust grew like a sturdy tree, deep and

strong, because friends helped friends.
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Pip's burrow was the coziest in the woodland. She lined it with

soft moss and dry leaves. The little wombat often visited, and

they would sit outside and watch the sunset. 'Thank you for

keeping your promise,' Pip said one evening. 'You showed me

that trust is real.' The wombat smiled. 'And you showed me

that helping is happy work,' he replied.
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And so, in the sunny woodland, the little wombat learned a big

lesson: a promise is like a seed. When you keep it, it grows

into trust. And when friends help each other, that trust spreads

to everyone. The little wombat wore his red neckerchief

proudly, always ready to help, always keeping his word.
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