


The Little Pudu

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Deep in a green forest where sunbeams danced through
leaves, there lived a tiny pudu deer named Pip. He was no
taller than a mushroom, with soft reddish-brown fur and big
dark eyes. Around his neck, he wore a small grass collar with a
green leaf charm. Pip loved to nibble sweet clover and listen to
the forest's gentle hum. But lately, the forest had lost its happy
sound.



Every evening, the forest bells used to ring—tiny silver bells
that hung from branches and chimed softly in the breeze. They
made everyone feel safe and cheerful. But one by one, the
bells had started to vanish. No one knew where they went. Pip
felt a flutter of worry in his small chest. 'Who would take our
bells?' he whispered to the ferns.
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One morning, Pip met a wise old owl named Olive. She had
soft grey feathers with faint silver sparkles, and she wore
round spectacles and a deep blue scarf dotted with stars. Her
golden eyes twinkled kindly. "You look troubled, little one,' she
said. Pip told her about the missing bells. Olive nodded slowly.
‘Then we must solve this mystery together,' she said. 'Are you
brave enough to help?'
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Pip's thin legs trembled. He was very small, and the forest
seemed very big. But he thought of the silent evenings and the
sad faces of his friends. 'I... I will try,' he said. Olive smiled.
‘Courage is not measured by size,' she said gently. '‘Come, let's
look for clues.' She spread her wide wings, and Pip followed
close behind, his heart beating fast.

4

/




Their first clue was a trail of tiny footprints in the soft earth.
They weren't deer prints, and they weren't owl prints.
‘Someone small and quick,' Olive said, peering through her
spectacles. Pip bent his little black nose to the ground. 'They
smell like berries,' he said. The trail led past a patch of ferns
and toward a hollow log. Pip's ears twitched. He felt a shiver
of excitement—and a bit of fear.
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Inside the hollow log, they found a single silver bell, half-
hidden under dry leaves. It was no bigger than a acorn.
‘Someone dropped it,' Olive said. 'We're getting close.' Pip
picked up the bell carefully with his teeth. It made a tiny, sad
tinkle. 'Don't worry, little bell,' he whispered. 'We'll find your
friends.' Olive's golden eyes shone with pride. "You have a kind
heart, Pip. That is a kind of courage too.'
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They followed the berry smell deeper into the forest, where
the trees grew thick and the light was dim. Pip stayed close to
Olive's side. Suddenly, they heard a soft rustling. A small fox
pup peeked out from behind a bush. He had a bell in his mouth
and looked very frightened. 'Please don't be angry!' he
squeaked. 'I didn't mean to steal. I just wanted to help my
grandma.'




The fox pup's name was Fenn. His grandmother was old and
sick, and she loved the sound of the forest bells. 'She says they
make her feel young again,' Fenn explained. 'So I took a few to
hang by her den. But then I couldn't find my way back to
return them.' Pip looked at Olive. '"We can help,' he said softly.
'But taking without asking makes everyone sad.' Fenn hung his
head.




Olive flapped her wings gently. 'A mystery solved with
kindness is the best kind,' she said. 'Let's gather all the bells
and bring them back—together.' Pip and Fenn nodded. They
searched under leaves and behind rocks, finding bell after bell.
Each one tinkled softly as they placed them in a woven basket
Olive found. Pip's leaf charm bobbed as he worked. He didn't
feel scared anymore—he felt helpful.
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By sunset, they had found every bell but one. 'The last one is
by my grandma's den,' Fenn said. 'I'll show you.' They walked
to a cozy burrow under an old oak tree. Fenn's grandmother
lay on a bed of moss, smiling weakly. When she saw the bells,
her eyes lit up. 'Oh, how lovely!" she said. Pip placed the last
bell on a branch above her. It chimed, and she sighed happily.
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But now the other forest animals had gathered, wondering
where their bells had gone. They looked cross. ‘Why did you
take them?' asked a rabbit. Fenn stepped forward. 'I'm sorry,'
he said. 'l wanted to cheer my grandma. I should have asked
first.' Pip stood beside him. 'He made a mistake, but he helped
us find them all,' Pip said. 'Can we share the bells with his

grandma?'




The animals murmured. Then the rabbit smiled. 'That's a good
idea,' she said. 'We can hang some bells near her den, too.'
Everyone cheered. Olive's golden eyes twinkled. 'You see, Pip?"
she said quietly. "You were scared, but you spoke up for a
friend. That is true courage.' Pip felt warm inside. His small
heart swelled with pride. He had helped solve the mystery.
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That evening, the forest bells rang out again, louder and
happier than ever. Pip and Fenn hung a string of bells above
the grandmother's burrow. She listened with closed eyes, a
smile on her face. The other animals brought berries and nuts
to share. Pip realized that the forest felt like home again—not
because the bells were back, but because everyone was
helping one another.




Olive gave Pip a gentle nudge with her wing. 'You see, little
one,' she said, 'courage is not measured by size. You were
afraid, but you still chose to help. That is what makes a hero.’
Pip looked at his tiny legs and his leaf charm. He didn't feel
tiny anymore. He felt as big as the tallest tree. 'Thank you,
Olive,' he whispered. 'l couldn't have done it without you.'
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From that day on, Pip and Fenn became best friends. They
often visited the grandmother, bringing her flowers and
listening to the bells. The forest mystery was solved, and
everyone learned that sharing and kindness make the forest
sing. Pip never forgot the owl's words. Even the smallest deer
can be brave. And being small does not mean being weak—it
just means you have a big heart.
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And if you ever wander into that green forest, listen closely.
You might hear the soft chime of silver bells and the tiny
footsteps of a little pudu deer with a leaf charm collar. And
you'll know that courage, no matter how small, can make the
whole forest ring with joy.
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