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In the warm hills, where the sun shines bright, lived a little

bee-eater. His body was emerald green, his throat turquoise

blue, and his chest golden yellow. He had a black eye mask

and a long, thin, curved beak. He loved to dart through the air,

catching bees with a quick snap. What a cheerful, curious bird

he was!
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One morning, the bee-eater saw a new bird on the ground. It

was a hoopoe, with a cinnamon-orange body, black and white

striped wings, and a tall fan-shaped crest. The hoopoe had a

long, slender beak and calm, dark eyes. He was digging in the

soil, looking for food. "Hello!" chirped the bee-eater. "What are

you doing?"
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"I'm finding tasty grubs," said the hoopoe, poking his beak into

the earth. "My strong beak helps me dig." The bee-eater

watched with interest. "I catch bees in the air," he said. "My

sharp eyes and quick wings help me." The hoopoe smiled. "We

are different, but that's good. Would you like to be friends?"

The bee-eater nodded happily.
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The two birds became fast friends. They spent their days

together, sharing stories and songs. The bee-eater showed the

hoopoe how to catch bees in mid-air. The hoopoe showed the

bee-eater how to dig for grubs. They laughed and played in the

warm sunshine. Each one admired the other's talent. "You are

so fast!" said the hoopoe. "You are so patient!" said the bee-

eater.
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One day, the bee-eater said, "Let's fly beyond the hills. I

wonder what's there." The hoopoe agreed. They flew over the

green hills, higher and higher. The bee-eater darted ahead, his

sharp eyes scanning the land. The hoopoe followed with steady

wingbeats. Soon they saw something amazing below. "Look!"

cried the bee-eater. "A hidden orchard!"
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The orchard was full of fruit trees, heavy with sweet, ripe fruit.

But the trees were surrounded by thick bushes and tall grass.

The hoopoe landed and looked around. "How do we get in?" he

asked. The bee-eater flew up high. "I see a small gap in the

bushes," he said. "But it's too small for you. We need another

way."
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The hoopoe studied the ground. "I can dig," he said. "Maybe I

can make a path under the bushes." He began to dig with his

strong beak, throwing soil behind him. The bee-eater cheered

him on. "You can do it!" he chirped. The hoopoe dug and dug,

patiently and steadily. Soon, a tunnel appeared under the

bushes, leading straight to the orchard.
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The hoopoe poked his head through the tunnel. "Come on!" he

called. The bee-eater flew through the gap above and joined

him inside. They stood in the orchard, amazed. Apples, pears,

and cherries hung from the branches. "It's beautiful!"

whispered the bee-eater. "But how do we reach the fruit? It's

high up."

8



The bee-eater had an idea. "I can fly up and knock the fruit

down," he said. "My quick wings are perfect for that!" He

darted up to a branch and gently tapped a ripe pear. It fell to

the ground with a soft thump. The hoopoe picked it up.

"Delicious!" he said. They tried again. The bee-eater knocked

down apples and cherries, and the hoopoe gathered them.
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But some fruit was too high even for the bee-eater. "I can't

reach those," he said. The hoopoe thought. "I can use my long

beak to dig around the roots and make the tree shake," he

said. He dug gently around a tree trunk. The tree shook, and

more fruit fell. "Hooray!" cheered the bee-eater. "Your digging

helps again!"
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They gathered a pile of sweet fruit. But then the bee-eater

noticed a problem. "The tunnel is too small for the fruit," he

said. The hoopoe nodded. "I can widen it," he said. He dug and

dug, making the tunnel bigger. Soon, it was wide enough for

the fruit to roll through. "Now we can share the fruit with

everyone!" said the bee-eater.
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They rolled the fruit through the tunnel and out to the other

side. Then they flew back to their friends and told them about

the hidden orchard. "We can all go there together!" said the

hoopoe. The other birds were excited. The bee-eater and the

hoopoe led the way. Everyone worked together to carry the

fruit home. What a happy day!
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From that day on, the orchard was a special place for all the

birds. The bee-eater and the hoopoe visited often. They

learned that different talents make friendship richer and more

fun. The bee-eater's speed and sharp sight helped them find

the orchard. The hoopoe's strength and patience helped them

open the way and gather the fruit. Together, they were

unstoppable.

13



The bee-eater and the hoopoe remained best friends. They

shared the orchard's treasures with all the birds in the hills.

And whenever a new bird came along, they welcomed it with

open wings. "Different talents make us stronger," said the bee-

eater. "And kinder," added the hoopoe. They chirped and

laughed, happy in their friendship.
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So if you ever fly beyond the hills, look for the hidden orchard.

You might see a little bee-eater darting through the air and a

hoopoe digging in the soil. They will be there, sharing fruit and

stories. And they will tell you that friendship is the sweetest

treasure of all.

15



The little bee-eater and the hoopoe still live in the warm hills.

Every day they celebrate their friendship. They know that

being different is a gift. And they always remember: different

talents make friendship richer and more fun. The end.
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