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In a tall gum tree at the edge of the forest lived Kip the
kookaburra. Kip had cream and brown feathers, bright blue
patches on his wings, and a wide, cheerful grin. Every morning
he sang a loud, happy laugh that echoed through the leaves.
The other animals called him the sunshine bird, because his
song made everyone smile.



Down by the pond lived Pip, a little tree frog with smooth,
bright green skin and big, round golden eyes. Pip was very
quiet. He liked to sit on a cool leaf and watch the world go by.
He never made a sound, not even a tiny croak. The other frogs
sometimes forgot he was there, but Pip didn't mind. He was

happy just listening.



One sunny morning, Kip flew down to the pond for a drink. He
saw Pip sitting on a lily pad, as still as a stone. 'Hello, little
friend!" Kip said. '‘Why so quiet?' Pip blinked his golden eyes

and whispered, 'I like to listen.' Kip tilted his head. "Then I'll
sing for you!' And he did.
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Kip sang a funny song about wiggly worms and fluffy clouds.
Pip listened carefully. When Kip finished, Pip gave a small, shy
smile. 'That was nice,' he said softly. Kip's heart did a happy
hop. 'You talk!' he chirped. 'I do,' said Pip, 'but only when I
have something to say.' Kip decided right then that they would
be friends.



Every day after that, Kip visited Pip at the pond. Kip would
chatter about the forest news, and Pip would listen and nod.
Sometimes Pip would point out tiny things Kip had never
noticed, like a spider's web sparkling with dew or a beetle
wearing a shiny green coat. 'You see things I miss,' Kip said.
'‘That's because I'm quiet,' Pip replied.
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One afternoon, they went exploring together. Kip flew low, and
Pip hopped along on the soft moss. They found a huge old tree
with a deep, dark hollow in its trunk. 'Look at that!" said Kip. 'I
wonder what's inside.' Pip hopped closer. 'It's not scary,' he
said. 'It feels... musical.' Kip laughed. 'Musical? It's just a
hole!"




Kip tapped the hollow tree with his beak. Tap-tap-tap! The
sound came back, but it wasn't just a tap. It was a soft, round
note that floated up like a bubble. Kip's eyes went wide. 'Did
you hear that?' he asked. Pip nodded. 'I told you,' he said. 'It's
musical.'




Pip hopped onto a little branch that crossed the hollow. He
hummed a tiny hum. The tree hummed back, low and warm.
Kip flapped his wings in surprise. 'It's like the tree is singing
with us!' he said. 'Let's try together.' So Kip sang a note, and
Pip hummed a note, and the hollow tree turned their sounds
into a beautiful melody.



They played with the tree all afternoon. Kip discovered that a
whistle made the tree trill like a bird. Pip found that a soft
croak made it rumble like distant thunder. 'This is the best
secret ever!' Kip said. "We must tell everyone!' But Pip shook
his head. 'Maybe not everyone,' he said. 'Some secrets are
special. Let's think about it.’



On the way home, they met Old Wombat, who was wearing her
little woven leaf hat and munching on a root. 'You two look
happy,' she said. "We found a singing tree!' Kip blurted out. Pip
gently nudged him. Old Wombat's wrinkled face smiled. ‘A
singing tree? How wonderful. What will you do with such a
secret?' Kip and Pip looked at each other. They weren't sure.
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That night, Pip couldn't sleep. He thought about the hollow
tree and its beautiful melodies. He thought about the other
animals who might need a little music in their lives. In the
morning, he said to Kip, "We should share it, but in a kind way.
Not a loud way.' Kip nodded. 'I'm good at loud,' he said. 'But
maybe I can learn to be gentle too.'
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So they made a plan. They would invite the animals one by
one, with a small, kind gesture. Pip hopped to the rabbit's
burrow and left a tiny note made of a leaf. Kip flew to the
possum's branch and sang a soft good-morning song. They told
Old Wombat first, and she said, 'That's the best way. Kindness
opens ears.'




The next day, they led a small group to the hollow tree. The
rabbit came, and the possum, and a shy little mouse. Kip sang
a gentle tune, and Pip hummed along. The tree turned their
sounds into a melody that made everyone feel warm inside.
The animals clapped and cheered. 'Can we come again?' asked
the rabbit. 'Of course,' said Pip. 'Everyone is welcome.'
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From that day on, the hollow tree became a gathering place.
Kip and Pip taught the others how to make music with the
tree. Sometimes they sang together, and sometimes they just
listened. Old Wombat said, 'You two are very different, but
your friendship made something beautiful.' Kip grinned. 'Pip
notices things,' he said. 'And I make noise. We're a good team.'
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The forest filled with happy songs. Kip's loud laugh and Pip's
soft hum blended with the tree's melodies. The animals
learned to share the tree, taking turns and listening to each
other. And whenever someone felt sad, Kip and Pip would
bring them to the hollow tree, where the music could mend a
grumpy mood or a lonely heart.
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One evening, as the sun set, Kip and Pip sat by the pond. 'You
know,' said Kip, 'when I first met you, I thought you were too
quiet.' Pip smiled. 'And I thought you were too loud.' They both
laughed. 'But friendship is like the hollow tree,' said Pip. 'It
turns ordinary sounds into something lovely.' And they sat
together, listening to the forest sing.
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