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High in the forest trees, where the leaves whispered secrets,

lived a little sugar glider named Pip. Pip had soft grey-brown

fur, a cream belly, and a dark stripe along his back. His huge

round black eyes sparkled with curiosity. He carried a small

woven leaf satchel across his body. Every night, Pip loved to

glide from tree to tree, his long fluffy tail curling behind him

like a question mark.

1



One evening, as Pip swooped down, he landed on a branch and

found himself face to face with a ringtail possum. The possum

had reddish-brown fur, a pale grey-white belly, and white

patches behind his round amber eyes. He wore a red scarf tied

neatly around his neck. Startled, Pip froze. The possum

blinked. For a moment, neither moved. Then the possum said,

"Hello? Who are you?"
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Pip's tiny pink nose twitched. "I'm Pip," he said. "I glide

between trees. Who are you?" The possum wrapped his long

thin tail with its white tip around the branch. "I'm Possum," he

replied. "I climb, mostly." They looked at each other, unsure.

Pip thought Possum seemed cautious. Possum thought Pip

seemed bold. But both were curious. "Would you like to

explore together?" Pip asked. Possum nodded slowly.
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Pip and Possum began to meet every evening at the big gum

tree. Pip showed Possum how he could spread his gliding

membrane between his wrists and ankles and sail through the

air. Possum showed Pip how he could climb to the thinnest

branches without falling. They laughed and shared berries.

"You're braver than I thought," Possum said. "And you're

cleverer," Pip replied. Their friendship grew, one starry night

at a time.
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One night, they noticed something troubling. Many forest

animals could not cross the gaps between patches of trees.

The baby wallaby with the tiny blue beanie stood at the edge,

too scared to jump. "I wish there was a safe way," she said. Pip

and Possum looked at each other. "We could build a path," Pip

suggested. "High in the trees, where everyone can travel

safely." Possum nodded. "But we'll need help. And a plan."
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They went to see the Wise Owl, who lived in the oldest tree.

The owl had mottled brown and cream feathers, big golden

eyes, and small round spectacles perched on her beak. She

listened carefully. "A treetop path is a wonderful idea," she

said. "But it will take teamwork. You must gather vines and

branches. You must ask others to help. And you must never

give up." Pip and Possum promised to try their best.
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The next morning, Pip and Possum began gathering long,

strong vines. They twisted them together to make ropes. They

collected fallen branches and laid them out. It was hard work.

Pip's tiny paws ached. Possum's tail grew tired from curling

around branches. But they kept going. "We'll need more help,"

Pip said. "Let's ask the other animals." Possum tied his red

scarf tighter. "Let's do it."
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They asked the baby wallaby first. "Can you carry small

branches in your paws?" They asked the rabbits to weave

grass ropes. The birds flew high to find the best vines.

Everyone wanted a safe path. Even the grumpy old koala

helped by testing which branches were strong enough. Pip and

Possum showed everyone what to do. "Teamwork makes it

fun!" the baby wallaby cheered, her long ears wiggling.
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Day after day, the animals worked together. Pip glided from

tree to tree, tying vines high up. Possum climbed and knotted

the ropes securely. The path began to take shape, a bridge of

vines and branches high above the ground. It swayed a little,

but it was strong. "It's starting to look like a real path!" Pip

said. Possum smiled. "We just need to connect the last gap."
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But the last gap was wide. The vines were too short. Everyone

looked worried. "We can't reach!" said the baby wallaby. Pip

thought hard. Then he had an idea. "Possum, your tail is long

and strong. Can you hold one end of the vine and swing it

across?" Possum was not sure. "I'll try," he said. He climbed to

the highest branch and wrapped his tail around the vine. With

a deep breath, he swung. The vine flew across the gap, and Pip

caught it!
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Everyone cheered. They tied the vine tightly, and the treetop

path was complete. It stretched from tree to tree, a safe bridge

for all the animals. The baby wallaby was the first to try it. She

stepped carefully, her tiny blue beanie bobbing. "It's safe!" she

called. "Come on, everyone!" The animals crossed one by one,

laughing and chattering. Pip and Possum watched, their hearts

full.
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The Wise Owl flew down to see. "You have done a great thing,"

she said. "You turned friendship into teamwork, and teamwork

into a path for everyone." Pip looked at Possum. "We couldn't

have done it alone," he said. Possum nodded. "Friends make

big things possible." The owl hooted softly. "Remember this

always: when friends work together, no gap is too wide." The

animals cheered again.
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That night, the forest was full of happy sounds. Animals

traveled safely along the treetop path, visiting friends they

hadn't seen in a long time. Pip and Possum sat on a branch,

watching the moon rise. "We did it," Pip whispered. "We really

did," Possum said. They shared a juicy berry. "What should we

build next?" Pip asked with a grin. Possum laughed. "Let's rest

first!"
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From that day on, Pip and Possum were the best of friends.

They went on many adventures together, always ready to help

others. The treetop path stayed strong, a reminder of what

friends can do. The baby wallaby often skipped along it, her

blue beanie bright in the moonlight. And whenever a new

animal arrived, Pip and Possum welcomed them. "Would you

like to explore?" they would ask. And they always said yes.

14



The Wise Owl watched from her tree, her golden eyes

twinkling behind her spectacles. She knew that the forest was

a better place because of two small friends who dared to care.

"Friendship encourages cooperation," she murmured. "And

cooperation builds wonderful things." She fluffed her mottled

feathers and settled down to sleep, content.
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So if you ever visit the forest, look up. You might see a little

sugar glider and a ringtail possum, working together on some

new plan. And you'll know that with friendship and teamwork,

anything is possible. The treetop path still stands, a shining

example for all. And the animals travel safely, thanks to Pip

and Possum. The end.
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