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

ferns uncurled, lived a little badger. He had grey fur, a black-

and-white striped face, and a soft mustard-yellow scarf that his

grandmother had knitted. Every day he wandered the paths

alone, carrying a small brown satchel full of books. He loved

stories, but he had no one to share them with. "A story is

sweeter when it is shared," he sighed.
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One crisp autumn morning, the little badger sat under a big

oak tree, reading a picture book about faraway lands. The

wind rustled the leaves, and acorns pattered down. He turned

each page slowly, savouring the pictures. But his heart felt a

little empty. "If only I had a friend to read with," he said softly.

The woodland was quiet, and the little badger felt very small

and very lonely.
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Just then, a rustling sound came from a pile of leaves. Out

popped a tiny hedgehog! She wore a red knitted bobble hat

and carried a tiny green backpack. Her brown spines bristled,

and her bright eyes sparkled. "Hello!" she said cheerfully. "I'm

looking for a good story. Do you know where I can find one?"

The badger's eyes widened. "I have lots of stories!" he said.

"Would you like to read with me?"
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The hedgehog clapped her little paws. "I would love to!" she

cried. She sat down beside the badger, and they read a story

about a brave mouse. They laughed at the pictures and made

up voices for the characters. The afternoon flew by. When the

sun began to set, the hedgehog said, "This is the best day

ever! Can we read together again tomorrow?" The badger

nodded. "Yes, please!" he said, his heart full of joy.
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The next day, the hedgehog arrived with her tiny green

backpack full of books. "I brought some stories too!" she said.

The badger smiled. "Let's find a special place to read," he

suggested. They wandered through the woodland until they

found a big, friendly tree with wide branches and a hollow at

its base. "This could be our reading room!" said the hedgehog.

"But it needs some coziness."
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So the two friends set to work. The little badger gathered soft

dry leaves, and the hedgehog collected twigs and moss. They

piled the leaves into a snug cushion and wove the twigs into

little shelves for their books. The badger hung his scarf on a

branch to make a curtain. "It's starting to look like a home!"

said the hedgehog, her bobble hat bobbing as she worked.

They giggled and scurried back and forth.
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All afternoon they worked, and slowly the hollow under the big

tree became a cozy reading room. There was a leaf-cushion to

sit on, twig-shelves for the books, and a little window made of

woven grass. The badger placed his satchel on a shelf. "Now

we have a place for all our stories," he said. The hedgehog

nodded. "And a place for us," she added. They sat together,

admiring their work.
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Every afternoon after that, the two friends met in their reading

room. The badger would pull out a picture book, and the

hedgehog would choose a story from her backpack. They read

about dragons and princesses, about forests and oceans.

Sometimes the hedgehog acted out the parts, and the badger

laughed so hard his round tummy wobbled. "You are the best

storyteller," he told her. "And you are the best listener," she

replied.
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One day, the hedgehog brought a book about winter. "Look,"

she said, pointing to a picture of snowflakes. "Winter is coming

soon. It will be cold and snowy. Will we still be able to read

together?" The badger looked around their reading room. "We

can make it even cozier," he said. "We can gather more leaves

and twigs to keep the cold out. And we can read all winter

long!" The hedgehog's eyes shone. "That sounds wonderful!"
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So they gathered more leaves and twigs. They stuffed the gaps

in the walls with moss and made a thick leaf carpet for the

floor. The badger brought a small lantern from his burrow, and

the hedgehog found a soft piece of moss for a pillow. "Now we

are ready for winter," said the badger. "And we have each

other," said the hedgehog. They smiled and sat down to read a

story about a snow bear.
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The first snowflakes fell softly outside. The wind blew cold, but

inside the reading room, the lantern glowed warmly. The

badger and the hedgehog sat close together, wrapped in the

badger's yellow scarf. They read a story about a brave little

rabbit who found a friend in the snow. "That rabbit is lucky,"

said the hedgehog. "So are we," said the badger. "We have

each other, and we have our stories."
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One snowy afternoon, the hedgehog opened her tiny green

backpack and pulled out a brand-new book. "I saved this for a

special day," she said. "It's about a badger and a hedgehog

who become friends." The badger's eyes grew wide. "That's

just like us!" he exclaimed. They read the book together, and

the badger felt a warm glow inside. "Friendship is the best

story of all," he said. The hedgehog nodded. "And we are

writing it together."
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Winter grew colder, but the two friends stayed warm and

happy. They took turns reading aloud and sharing their

favourite tales. Sometimes they just sat and listened to the

wind, sipping hot acorn tea from tiny cups. The badger

realized he was no longer lonely. "I used to think winter was a

sad time," he said. "But now it's my favourite season, because I

have you." The hedgehog smiled. "And I have you."
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One evening, as snow piled high outside, the badger looked

around their cozy reading room. The lantern light danced on

the twig-shelves, and the leaf-cushion felt soft and warm. He

thought about how different this winter was from the ones

before. "Friendship brings comfort," he said softly. "Even on

the coldest days." The hedgehog snuggled closer. "And it

makes the warm days even warmer," she added. They sat in

happy silence, watching the snow fall.
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The hedgehog found a dear friend to read with all season long.

She no longer had to search for stories alone. Together, they

had built not just a reading room, but a friendship that filled

the woodland with warmth. "What shall we read tomorrow?"

asked the badger. "Something new," said the hedgehog.

"Something wonderful." They smiled, knowing that every day

would bring another story and another adventure shared

between friends.
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And so the little badger and the little hedgehog lived happily in

the woodland. Their reading room under the big tree stayed

cozy all winter, and their friendship grew stronger with every

page they turned. The badger learned that friendship brings

comfort, and the hedgehog found a dear friend to read with all

season long. And if you ever wander through that woodland,

you might just hear them laughing over a story, warm and

happy together.
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