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In a woodland full of tall trees and soft moss, there lived a
little dormouse. He was no bigger than a teacup, with golden-
brown fur, a cream belly, and big round dark-brown eyes. He
wore a tiny red knitted scarf and round wire spectacles. Every
day, he found a quiet spot to read his tiny books. Reading
made him feel safe and happy.




The dormouse loved to read aloud, even when no one was
listening. He read about brave knights and faraway lands. His
fluffy curved tail curled around his toes as he turned each
page. The woodland was peaceful, but sometimes the little

dormouse felt a bit lonely. He wished he had a friend to share
his stories with.




One sunny morning, a cheerful wren named Pip fluttered down
beside him. Pip was smaller than a sparrow, with soft brown
feathers and pale cream speckles. A little blue ribbon was tied
around one leg. "What are you reading?" Pip chirped. The
dormouse looked up, surprised. "A story about a brave mouse,"
he said shyly. Pip's bright amber eyes sparkled with interest.
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Pip loved to sing, and she sang a sweet song for the dormouse.
The dormouse smiled and read a page from his book. They
took turns sharing their favorite things. Pip chatted about the
wind and the clouds, and the dormouse told her about the
stories he loved. They laughed and talked until the sun began
to set. "Let's meet again tomorrow," said Pip. The dormouse
nodded happily.




The next day, Pip had an idea. "Let's build a cozy nook where
we can read and sing together," she said. The dormouse's eyes
grew wide with excitement. "A reading nook!" he squeaked.
"We can use soft moss and tiny twigs." They set off to gather
materials, chattering about what their nook would look like. It
would be the best spot in the whole woodland.
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They found a perfect place under a big oak tree, where the
roots made a little hollow. Pip flew to collect soft moss from
the forest floor, while the dormouse gathered tiny twigs and
dry leaves. They worked together, weaving and patting the
materials into a snug little nest. The dormouse's red scarf
bobbed as he scurried back and forth. "This will be

wonderful!" Pip sang.




As they built, Pip sang a happy tune. The dormouse hummed
along, feeling warm inside. He placed a small flat stone for a
reading table and a soft moss cushion for a seat. Pip added a
little shelf made of twigs for the dormouse's books. "It's
perfect!" said the dormouse, adjusting his spectacles. They
stood back to admire their cozy creation.
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When the nook was finished, they sat inside together. The
dormouse opened his favorite book and began to read aloud.
Pip listened closely, her head tilted. Then Pip sang a sweet
song, and the dormouse closed his eyes to listen. The
woodland around them felt peaceful and safe. They knew they
had made something special together.
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Every day after that, the dormouse and the wren met in their
nook. Pip would sing a morning song, and the dormouse would
read a story. Other woodland creatures would stop to listen,
drawn by the warmth of their friendship. The nook became a
happy place for everyone. The dormouse no longer felt lonely,
and Pip always had an audience for her songs.
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One rainy day, the dormouse arrived at the nook feeling a little
sad. "What's wrong?" asked Pip. "I lost my favorite book," said
the dormouse. "I can't find it anywhere." Pip fluffed her
speckled feathers. "Don't worry," she said. "We'll find it
together." They searched high and low, but the book was
nowhere to be seen.
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Pip had an idea. "Let's make a new story together," she said.
"You can tell me a tale, and I'll sing it." The dormouse thought
for a moment, then began to tell a story about a tiny mouse
and a brave wren. Pip sang the parts with her sweet voice. As
they created the story, the dormouse forgot about his lost
book. He felt happy again.




Just then, a squirrel scampered by. "Is this yours?" she asked,
holding up the missing book. "I found it near the stream." The
dormouse's eyes lit up. "Yes! Thank you!" he cried. He hugged
the book tightly. Pip cheered and sang a joyful song. They

realized that even when things go wrong, friends can make
everything better.
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From that day on, the dormouse and Pip cherished their nook
even more. They knew that their friendship was the best story
of all. They spent many happy hours reading and singing, and
their little nook glowed with warmth. Other animals came to
visit, and the nook became a gathering place for stories and
songs. The dormouse and the wren were the best of friends.




As the seasons changed, the nook stayed cozy. The dormouse
knitted a tiny blanket for chilly days, and Pip gathered soft
feathers to line the walls. They shared stories and songs, and
their friendship grew stronger. The woodland creatures loved
to visit, and the nook was always filled with laughter. The little
dormouse felt grateful for his cheerful friend.
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One evening, as the sun set, Pip sang a gentle lullaby. The
dormouse listened, his spectacles glinting in the fading light.
“I'm so glad we met," he said. Pip nodded. "Me too," she
chirped. They sat together in their snug nook, watching the
stars appear. They knew that sharing happy moments made

every day feel warm and bright.
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And so, the little dormouse and Pip the wren lived happily in
their woodland home. They learned that friendship provides
comfort, and that sharing stories and songs can make even the
smallest moments special. Their cozy reading nook remained a
place of joy, where friends gathered to read, sing, and be
together. The woodland was full of warmth and kindness,
thanks to two small friends.




