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In a cozy burrow under the old oak tree, Badger set out three

little cushions and one big lamp. He wore his round amber

glasses and his soft mustard-yellow scarf. Today was the very

first meeting of the Badger's Book Club. He hoped somebody

would come. He hoped somebody would love stories as much

as he did.
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First came Dormouse, tiny and round, with huge glossy black

eyes and a little red neckerchief. Her fluffy tail swished as she

peeked inside. Then came Shrew, the smallest of all, in a blue-

and-white striped bobble hat and tiny brown boots. Shrew

twitched a pointed snout and said, "Are we reading? I love

reading! Let's start right now!"
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Badger smiled so wide his white facial stripe wrinkled. He

opened a big book called The Hidden Treasure of Hollow

Wood. "Every club needs a first story," he said. Dormouse

curled up on her cushion, dreamy and curious. Shrew bounced

on hers, too excited to sit still. Badger began to read in his

warm, rumbly voice, and the burrow felt full of magic.
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The story told of a treasure buried somewhere in the woods,

marked by clues and a crinkly old map. Dormouse's big black

eyes grew wider with every word. Shrew wiggled her whiskers

and whispered, "Treasure! Real treasure!" Badger closed the

book with a soft thump. Then he smiled a secret smile and

said, "What if we had a treasure hunt of our own, right here in

our woods?"

4



The three friends hurried outside into the green, leafy

morning. Badger pulled a folded map from his pocket, and

Dormouse tucked it safely in her little forest-green satchel.

Shrew raced ahead, boots pattering on the path. "Follow me!"

she squeaked. But the woods were big, the paths were twisty,

and soon Shrew was not so sure which way to go.
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Badger read the first clue aloud slowly: "Where oak leaves

whisper and shadows play, look for a stone that points the

way." Dormouse tilted her head and spotted something grey

and mossy under a fern. "There! A pointing stone!" she cried.

Beneath it lay a tiny acorn with a scrap of paper tied around it.

Shrew hopped up and down. "We found a clue! We found a

clue!"
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Shrew grabbed the paper and ran, too fast to read it. She

tripped over a root and tumbled into a soft pile of leaves. "Oh

no!" she squeaked, popping out with leaves on her bobble hat.

Badger brushed her off kindly. Dormouse read the clue:

"Follow the stream to the fallen log." Shrew took a deep

breath. "I'll go slower this time. Promise."
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They followed the babbling stream, stepping stone to stone.

Dormouse's fluffy tail balanced her nicely. Shrew walked

carefully in her tiny boots, trying hard not to rush. Badger's

sturdy paws kept everyone steady at the wobbly bits. At last

they found the fallen log, hollow and mossy. Something glinted

inside the dark little cave of wood. All three leaned in close.
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It was only a shiny bottle cap, but the next clue made them

gasp. "Climb the hill where the tall pine stands. Dig where the

badger once dug with his hands." Shrew giggled. "That's you,

Badger! You dug there!" Badger laughed so hard his glasses

wiggled. Together they climbed the hill, helping one another

over the bumpy, rooty ground. The tall pine swayed in the

breeze above them.
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At the top, Badger scratched his chin. "I remember digging

here," he said. "But I'm not sure exactly where." Dormouse

studied the crinkly map and pointed a delicate pink paw.

"Here, I think. Look at the little drawing." Shrew grabbed a

stick and dug, then Badger dug with his long claws, and

Dormouse dug with her tiny paws. Dirt flew everywhere.
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Suddenly Shrew's stick hit something hard. Clink! They dug

faster and faster. Out came a small wooden box, carved with

leaves and acorns. The three friends sat in a circle, breathless

and dusty. "Open it!" whispered Dormouse. Badger lifted the

lid gently, and inside lay something wrapped in soft, faded

cloth. The woods seemed to hold their breath.
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Inside was a little book, old and worn, with a golden acorn on

the cover. Badger opened it and read: "For friends who share

stories, this treasure is true. Read it together, and your

friendship will too." Dormouse's eyes went shiny. Shrew

stopped bouncing and sat very still. "It's a book," she

whispered. "The real treasure was a book all along."
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They carried the little book home to the cozy burrow and read

it together by the warm lamp. Dormouse read slowly and

dreamily. Shrew did the funny voices, making everyone laugh

until their sides ached. Badger turned the pages with his

sturdy paws. Outside, the sun set orange and gold, and the

burrow glowed like a lantern.

13



"Stories really do connect friends," said Badger, snug in his

mustard scarf. "We started with one book, and look what

happened." Dormouse nodded, hugging her satchel. "We found

treasure and each other." Shrew pulled off her striped bobble

hat and grinned. "And I learned to slow down. A little bit,

anyway." They all laughed again, warm and happy together.
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That night they planned their very next meeting. Dormouse

would bring a story about the stars. Shrew would bring

snacks, and maybe practice being patient. Badger wrote it all

down, his amber glasses glinting in the lamplight. "Same

cushions," he said. "Same friends." The little treasure book sat

on the shelf, right beside The Hidden Treasure of Hollow

Wood.
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And so the Badger's Book Club grew, one story and one friend

at a time. Every week they read, they laughed, and sometimes

they hunted for clues in the woods. Dormouse spotted things

nobody else noticed. Shrew made everyone giggle. Badger

kept the lamp glowing and the cushions soft. Stories had

brought them together, and stories would keep them close.
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