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In the heart of the greenwood, where tall trees whispered and

a stream sang its bubbling song, lived a little fox with a bright

orange coat and a small blue neckerchief. Every morning, he

trotted to the old wooden bridge to watch the water dance.

The bridge was the only way to the berry fields on the other

side, and all the woodland neighbors used it daily.
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One sunny morning, the little fox bounded toward the bridge,

his fluffy white-tipped tail swishing. But when he stepped on

the first plank, it creaked and wobbled. He peered closer and

gasped. Two planks were broken, and a rope had snapped. The

bridge sagged sadly over the stream. "Oh no!" cried the fox.

"No one can cross safely!"
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Just then, a sturdy badger with a black-and-white striped face

and a brown tool belt ambled up. He carried a small hammer

and a measuring string. "What's the trouble, little friend?" he

asked calmly. The fox pointed with his nose. The badger

studied the bridge and nodded. "We can fix this, but we'll need

help. Let's gather our neighbors."
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The fox raced off, his amber eyes shining with purpose. He

first visited the beaver's lodge by the riverbank. The beaver,

with his flat wide tail and big orange teeth, was stacking logs.

"Our bridge is broken!" said the fox. "Can you bring strong

wood?" The beaver grinned. "Of course! I have just the

planks." He grabbed his green work apron and filled its pocket

with wooden pegs.
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Next, the fox found a bird perched high in an oak tree. The

bird had quick eyes and nimble wings. "We need good vines to

tie the bridge," said the fox. The bird chirped, "I know where

the strongest vines grow!" and flew off to fetch them.

Meanwhile, the badger measured the broken planks and made

a list of what was needed.

5



The badger also visited the mole, who lived in a cozy burrow

underground. The mole wore round wire glasses and a yellow

hard hat. He was shy but proud of his digging. "We need new

posts set deep," said the badger. The mole's pink snout

twitched. "I can dig deep holes," he said softly. "My shovel

paws are perfect for that."
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Soon, everyone gathered at the bridge. The beaver arrived

carrying two thick planks on his shoulder. The bird swooped

down with a beak full of green vines. The mole scurried up

with his shovel paws ready. The badger unrolled his measuring

string and said, "Let's work together. Beaver, you carry the

heavy wood. Bird, you find the best vines. Mole, you dig the

post holes. Fox, you help wherever needed."
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The beaver laid the new planks across the gap, his strong arms

making it look easy. The bird flew to the top of the bridge and

wove the vines through the railings, tying them tight with her

beak. The mole dug two deep holes for the new posts, his big

paws scooping earth like tiny shovels. The fox held the

measuring string and fetched tools.
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As the sun climbed higher, the team worked steadily. The

badger hammered the new posts into place, checking each one

with his measuring string. "These will hold strong," he said.

The fox handed him pegs and held planks steady. The beaver

lifted the last heavy beam, and the bird tied the final knot.

Everyone was busy, and everyone was helping.
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By late afternoon, the bridge looked almost new. The badger

tested each plank with his sturdy foot. "Solid," he declared.

The mole patted the posts and smiled. "Deep and firm," he

said. The bird chirped happily from the railing. The beaver

wiped his brow and said, "That was good work, team!" The

little fox beamed, his blue neckerchief fluttering in the breeze.
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But then the badger noticed a small wobble in the center. "The

middle plank needs one more peg," he said. The fox quickly

fetched a peg from the beaver's apron. The mole dug a tiny

hole for it, and the badger hammered it in. "Perfect," said the

badger. "Teamwork fixes everything." The others nodded, tired

but happy.
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With the bridge repaired, the animals crossed safely to the

other side. The fox led the way, his tail high. "Let's have a

picnic to celebrate!" he suggested. The beaver brought fresh

berries, the bird found sweet nuts, and the mole shared honey

from his burrow. They spread a blanket on the soft grass and

shared their food.
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As the sun began to set, painting the sky pink and gold, the

friends sat together on the new bridge. The little fox looked at

his neighbors. "We did it!" he said. "Because we all helped."

The badger nodded. "Everyone's skill made the bridge strong."

The beaver grinned, the mole adjusted his glasses, and the

bird sang a happy tune.
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From that day on, the little fox and the badger knew that

whenever a problem came up, they could count on their

neighbors. The bridge stood firm, a symbol of teamwork. And

every time someone crossed it, they remembered the day the

woodland friends worked together and fixed it before sunset.
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The little fox learned that asking for help is smart and kind.

The badger learned that planning and teamwork make big jobs

easy. And all the neighbors learned that when everyone uses

their special skill, no problem is too big. They became even

closer friends, always ready to help one another.
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So if you ever visit the greenwood, cross the little bridge and

listen. You might hear the fox's happy bark, the badger's

steady hammer, the beaver's cheerful whistle, the bird's sweet

song, and the mole's quiet dig. And you'll know that teamwork

and good neighbors can solve any problem, big or small.
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