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Deep in the green forest, where sunbeams danced through the

leaves, lived a woodpecker with glossy black and white

feathers and a bright red crest. He loved to drum on tree

trunks with his long grey beak. Every tap echoed through the

woods like a happy heartbeat. A small green leaf was tucked

behind his ear, his own musician's badge. He was always ready

to make some noise.
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One morning, the woodpecker heard a sweet, clear song

floating from a bush. It was a tiny wren, only as tall as a

pinecone, with soft brown feathers and a pale cream chest.

Her short tail was cocked up, and a blue ribbon fluttered on

her leg. She sang shyly, but her voice sparkled like a mountain

stream. The woodpecker tapped a rhythm to join in.
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Just then, a sleepy dormouse peeked out from a hollow log.

She had golden-brown fur, a creamy white belly, and a red

knitted scarf wrapped loosely around her neck. She yawned

and said, 'Your music woke me up! But it sounds a bit...

tangled.' The woodpecker and the wren looked at each other.

They wanted to make beautiful music, but something was

missing.
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The dormouse smiled gently. 'Why don't we put on a forest

concert?' she suggested. 'We can each share our talent.' The

woodpecker nodded eagerly. 'I'll be the drummer!' The wren's

eyes sparkled with excitement, though she felt a little nervous.

'I can sing,' she whispered. The dormouse said, 'And I'll keep

time with my paw taps and acorn rattles.'
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They found a perfect spot in a sunny clearing. The woodpecker

chose a hollow log for his drum. The wren perched on a twig

above him. The dormouse sat on a soft mossy stone, her acorns

ready. 'Let's practice!' said the woodpecker. He began to tap a

fast, fancy rhythm on the log. Rat-tat-tat-tat! The sound was

loud and proud.
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The wren took a deep breath and started to sing her sweet

melody. But the woodpecker's tapping was so quick that she

couldn't find the right moment to begin. Her song fluttered

like a leaf in the wind. 'Wait for me!' she chirped. The

woodpecker tried to slow down, but he was too impatient. He

wanted to play fast and loud.
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The dormouse tapped her paws softly and shook her acorns.

Click-clack, click-clack. But the woodpecker's drumming was

so loud that nobody could hear her. 'Oh dear,' she sighed. 'This

doesn't sound like harmony at all.' The wren looked down at

her blue ribbon and felt shy. 'Maybe I shouldn't sing,' she said

quietly. The woodpecker stopped tapping, puzzled.
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They tried again, but it was the same. The woodpecker tapped,

the wren sang, and the dormouse kept time, but each one

played alone. The music was messy, like a puzzle with missing

pieces. A squirrel covered her ears. A rabbit hopped away.

'This isn't working,' said the woodpecker, his red crest

drooping. 'But I want to make beautiful music!'
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The dormouse wrapped her scarf tighter and thought carefully.

She was gentle and wise. 'I think we're all playing our own

tune,' she said. 'But we're not listening to each other.' The

wren nodded. 'I couldn't hear the beat,' she admitted. 'And I

couldn't hear your song,' said the woodpecker. 'I was too busy

showing off.'
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The dormouse smiled. 'Let's try something different.

Woodpecker, you start with a slow, steady beat. Wren, listen

for the beat and let your melody weave around it. And I'll keep

time with my soft taps.' The woodpecker took a deep breath.

He tapped slowly and evenly. Tap... tap... tap... tap... The

rhythm was calm and clear.
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The wren cocked her head and listened. She waited for the

steady beat, then began to sing. Her sweet voice floated over

the tapping like a bird riding the wind. The dormouse tapped

her paws and shook her acorns in time. Click-clack, tap-tap.

The music started to flow. It sounded like a gentle stream

bubbling through the forest.
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The woodpecker heard the wren's melody and slowed his

tapping even more, so her song could shine. The wren heard

the dormouse's soft clicking and matched her tune to it. The

dormouse heard both and kept them together. They were

listening to one another. The music grew richer and rounder,

like a big warm hug of sound.

12



Animals began to gather. A squirrel perched on a branch, a

rabbit sat on a log, and a fawn peeked from behind a fern.

They swayed and tapped their feet. The woodpecker's steady

beat, the wren's sparkling song, and the dormouse's gentle

time made a beautiful harmony. It was teamwork, and it was

wonderful.
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When the concert ended, the forest erupted in cheers. 'Encore!

Encore!' cried the squirrel. The wren blushed, the woodpecker

puffed out his chest, and the dormouse giggled. 'We did it!'

they said together. They had learned that different talents,

shared kindly, create something magical. And the best part

was that they had made it together.
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From that day on, the little forest orchestra played often. The

woodpecker kept a steady beat, the wren sang her sweet

melody, and the dormouse kept time with her acorns. They

always listened to one another. And whenever the forest

animals heard their music, they knew that harmony comes

from teamwork and kindness.
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So if you ever wander into the green forest and hear a tap-tap-

tap, a sweet little song, and a soft click-clack, follow the sound.

You'll find three friends making beautiful music together. And

you'll remember that when we listen and share our gifts, we

can create something wonderful, too. The little forest

orchestra plays on, happy and harmonious.

16


