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In a cozy corner of the great green forest, where mushrooms

grew like little umbrellas, lived a small hedgehog named Pip.

He wore a blue detective cap and a red scarf, even on sunny

days. Pip loved solving puzzles more than anything. His best

friend was a tiny golden dormouse called Dot, who carried a

little notebook in her green pocket vest.
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Every morning, Pip and Dot gathered sweet berries by the old

oak tree. They piled them in a leafy basket near Pip's burrow.

"These will last all week," said Dot, writing in her notebook.

Pip nodded wisely. "A good detective always counts his

berries." The forest smelled of moss and sunshine, and the two

friends felt very proud of their stash.

2



But one bright morning, the basket was empty! Not one berry

remained. Dot gasped, her huge round eyes growing even

rounder. "Someone took them!" she squeaked. Pip tugged his

detective cap down low. "Then we must find clues," he said

bravely. "Real detectives never guess. They look." Dot flipped

open her notebook and wrote: THE GREAT BERRY MYSTERY.
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Dot pointed a tiny paw at the ground. "Look, Pip! Footprints!"

Small marks led away from the basket, past the ferns, and

under a bush. Pip leaned close, his little black nose twitching.

"Tiny toes," he whispered. "And here are nut shells too." Dot

scribbled quickly. The trail was faint, but it was there, and the

two detectives followed it eagerly.
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"I bet it was you!" Dot suddenly said, turning to Pip. "You're

always hungry!" Pip's cream-tipped spines prickled with hurt.

"Me? You're the one who eats in her sleep!" They stood nose to

nose, both frowning. Then Pip remembered his own rule and

took a deep breath. "No blaming," he said gently. "Let's follow

the clues instead."
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The footprints zigzagged through the tall grass, past a sleepy

stream, and around a mossy log. Dot spotted a berry stain on a

leaf. Pip found a crumb near a root. "Whoever it is," Dot said,

"is very busy." Her little tail swished with excitement. "And

very messy," Pip added, smiling. They kept walking, noses

down and eyes wide.
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High in a birch tree, a grey-brown owl named Olive watched

them with round amber eyes. She wore round spectacles and a

purple knitted shawl. "Where are you hurrying, little

detectives?" she hooted softly. "Someone stole our berries!"

said Dot. Olive blinked slowly. "Clues matter more than

guesses," she said. "Follow the evidence, and be kind." Then

she spread her broad wings and glided away.
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The trail grew clearer now. Nut shells, a few red berry

smudges, and tiny footprints all pointed the same way. "That

looks like squirrel tracks," Dot whispered, sketching them in

her notebook. Pip nodded. "But squirrels climb trees." They

looked up, down, and all around. The clues were leading them

somewhere special, and both detectives felt a happy shiver of

curiosity.
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Through a gap in the bushes, they saw a bushy reddish-brown

tail whisk past. "There!" Dot squeaked. They crept closer,

hiding behind a stump. A squirrel in a flour-dusted white apron

and a berry-red kerchief was hurrying back and forth, carrying

baskets and humming a little tune. "She's taking our berries!"

Dot whispered. Pip held up one paw. "Wait. Let's watch first."
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The squirrel dashed into a hollow beneath a big oak. Pip and

Dot tiptoed after her, quiet as falling leaves. Inside, they saw

long wooden tables covered with leaves. Berries were

everywhere, but not in a greedy pile. They were arranged in

neat little bowls beside acorns, mushrooms, and honeycomb.

"This doesn't look like stealing," Pip whispered. "It looks like...

a party?"
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Just then, the squirrel turned around and saw them. Her bright

amber eyes went wide. "Oh! Hello, little ones!" She smiled

warmly, brushing flour from her apron. Dot held up her

notebook bravely. "Did you take our berries?" she asked. The

squirrel blinked, then laughed a soft, jingly laugh. "Take them?

No, dear. I borrowed them for a surprise."
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"A surprise?" Pip asked, lowering his cap. The squirrel nodded

and pointed her fluffy tail at the tables. "A winter feast for all

the animals! I've been gathering food for weeks." She looked

at Dot's notebook and smiled. "I should have left a note." Pip

felt his prickles settle. "We thought you were a thief," he said.

"But the clues showed us the truth."
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Dot stared at her notebook, then at the beautiful feast. "I'm

sorry I guessed," she said softly. The squirrel patted her tiny

paw. "It's all right. Clues can be tricky when we're hungry." Pip

grinned and tugged his red scarf. "Real detectives check the

evidence first," he said. "And we found something better than

a thief. We found a friend!"
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That evening, the forest filled with happy sounds. Rabbits,

mice, and birds came to the feast beneath the oak. The

squirrel, whose name was Hazel, ladled berry soup and passed

warm acorn bread. Pip and Dot helped carry bowls. Olive the

owl swooped down and raised a wing. "To the little detectives!"

she hooted. Everyone cheered, and the lanterns glowed

warmly.
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Dot wrote one last line in her notebook: CLUES LED TO

KINDNESS. Pip sat beside her with a full belly and a happy

heart. "Next time," he said, "we ask questions before we

blame." Dot nodded, her big eyes shining. Hazel brought them

each a bowl of berries with cream. "Detective work," she said,

"deserves a special treat."
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When the feast ended and the stars came out, Pip and Dot

walked home under the moon. "We learned something

important," Pip said. "Guessing is easy, but clues tell the

truth." Dot hugged her notebook. "And friends are the best

treasure of all." They promised to visit Hazel again. Then they

curled up in Pip's cozy burrow, dreaming of berries and

kindness.
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