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In the quiet garden behind her house, a girl named Lily loved
to wander. She wore her mustard-yellow raincoat and red
wellington boots, even when the sun shone. With her canvas
satchel slung over her shoulder, she carried a small notebook
for drawing the things she found. Lily had warm light-brown
skin, wavy chestnut-brown hair in two short braids, and a gap-
toothed smile. She was eight years old, small and slight, with
large hazel eyes that missed nothing.
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One breezy morning, Lily heard a rustle under the big
rhododendron bush. She knelt down slowly, careful not to
make a sound. There, tucked between the leaves and the soft
earth, was a mother hedgehog. The hedgehog's spiny brown-
and-cream back rose and fell gently. Her small black eyes
watched Lily with calm caution. Lily held her breath. She had
never seen a hedgehog so close before.
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Lily sat very still on the grass, her red boots tucked under her.
The mother hedgehog uncurled just a little. Out from under
her warm belly peeked three tiny hoglets. They were no bigger
than Lily's thumb, with soft pale spines just forming and sleepy
closed eyes. Their little noses twitched. Lily's heart swelled.
"You have a family," she whispered. "A secret, quiet family."
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Every day after school, Lily returned to the garden. She kept
her distance, sitting on an old stone bench. She watched the
mother hedgehog nurse her babies. The hoglets nuzzled close,
their round bodies wobbling. The mother hedgehog was
protective and calm, always watchful. Lily sketched them in
her notebook. She drew the cream-tipped spines, the tiny dark
noses, the way the hoglets curled into a ball. She wrote: "They
need peace."




One afternoon, Lily's neighbor Mr. Green came into the
garden. He wore his green gardening apron and carried
pruning shears and a rake. "Time to tidy up this messy corner,
he said cheerfully. He reached toward the rhododendron bush.
Lily jumped up. "Please stop!" she cried. Mr. Green paused, his
thick eyebrows rising. "What's the matter, Lily?" he asked.
Lily's heart thumped. She had to explain.
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"There's a hedgehog family living under that bush," Lily said,
her voice trembling a little. "A mother and three babies. They
need a safe, peaceful place to grow." Mr. Green scratched his
grey hair. "Hedgehogs? Here?" He looked at the bush with new
eyes. Lily nodded. "If we tidy everything, they'll have nowhere
to go. They need quiet corners." Mr. Green frowned, thinking.
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Mr. Green set down his rake. "I didn't know," he said softly. "I
just wanted the garden to look neat." Lily showed him her
notebook. She pointed to her drawings of the hoglets, so tiny
and helpless. "They're young animals," she said. "They need
privacy, like we do when we're resting." Mr. Green studied the

sketches. His weathered face softened. "You're right, Lily. I
was only thinking of tidiness."



Lily had an idea. "We could make a special quiet corner just for
them," she said. "Leave the leaves and the long grass.
Hedgehogs love that." Mr. Green nodded slowly. "I can do
that," he said. "I'll leave this whole area undisturbed." He
looked at the bush. "But what about the other neighbors? They
might want to tidy too." Lily smiled. "Then we'll tell them."
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That evening, Lily and Mr. Green visited the neighbors. They
explained about the hedgehog family and why quiet spots
matter for wildlife privacy. Some neighbors were surprised.
Others smiled. "I've seen hedgehogs in my garden too," said
Mrs. Patel. "I'll leave a wild corner." Mr. Green agreed to put
up a small sign: "Quiet Garden - Wildlife at Home." Lily felt
proud. She had helped her neighbors understand.

9




The next morning, Lily visited the garden early. The mother
hedgehog was busy. She nudged a tiny hoglet with her nose,
guiding it back to the nest. The hoglet's sleepy eyes were still
closed. Lily watched from her bench, her red boots swinging.
She felt like a guardian. She wrote in her notebook: "Being a
good neighbor means giving wild families the quiet they need."
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Word spread through the neighborhood. People began to leave
little wild patches in their gardens. Mr. Green brought Lily a
small wooden sign. Together, they painted it with yellow
flowers. "For the hedgehogs," he said. Lily's hazel eyes shone.
"Thank you for listening," she said. Mr. Green smiled, his
moustache twitching. "Thank you for teaching me," he replied.
"I'll never tidy that corner again."
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Summer arrived, warm and golden. The hoglets grew bigger.
Their soft pale spines turned brown and cream, just like their
mother's. They began to explore, sniffing at fallen leaves and
tiny beetles. Lily watched from a distance, never touching. She
knew they needed to learn on their own. The mother hedgehog
still watched, protective and calm. Lily felt a quiet joy. The
garden was peaceful.
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One evening, Lily saw all four hedgehogs snuffling along the
edge of the lawn. They looked like a little parade. Mr. Green
stood beside Lily, holding his rake but not using it. "They're
thriving," he whispered. Lily nodded. "Because they have
privacy," she said. "And because you helped." Mr. Green patted
her shoulder. "We helped," he corrected. "Teamwork." Lily
smiled her gap-toothed smile.




The quiet garden became a haven. Birds sang, butterflies
fluttered, and the hedgehog family lived safely under the
rhododendron. Lily continued to watch and draw. She filled her
notebook with sketches of the hoglets growing up. She wrote:
"Wild animals need space. When we listen, we can help." Her
words felt important. She knew she would always remember
the summer she protected the hedgehog family.
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When autumn came, the hoglets were nearly as big as their
mother. They would soon find their own gardens. Lily felt a
little sad but mostly happy. She had given them a good start.
Mr. Green built a small hedgehog house from wood and leaves.
"For next year," he said. Lily hugged him. "You're a good
neighbor," she said. "So are you," he replied.
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On the last warm day, Lily sat on her stone bench and watched
the hedgehogs one more time. The mother hedgehog looked at
her with calm black eyes, then turned and led her family into
the leaves. Lily waved. She knew they would sleep through the
winter, safe and undisturbed. In her notebook, she wrote: "The
best neighbors give wild families the quiet they need." And she
smiled, ready for spring.




