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In the heart of the green woodland, where tall trees whispered
and ferns unfurled, lived a little red squirrel. Her fur was
warm russet-red, and her fluffy tail curled like a question
mark. She wore a soft green leaf vest with a tiny acorn button.
Every morning she gathered nuts in her woven twig satchel
and called the woodland her home.
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High in a sturdy oak stood the squirrel's treehouse, built of
smooth branches and moss. She had stacked acorns in neat
rows and hung a curtain of woven grass. From her window she
watched bluebirds and butterflies. ‘What a cozy little home,’
she chirped, nibbling a hazelnut. The woodland was peaceful,
and the squirrel was happy.




One afternoon the sky turned gray, and a fierce storm
whooshed through the trees. The wind rattled the branches
and pounded the little treehouse. A loud crack sent a board
tumbling down. When the storm passed, the squirrel peeked
out. Her roof was broken, and her walls were bent. 'Oh no,’

she whispered. 'My home is a mess.'
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The squirrel sat on a stump, her big round eyes sad and
worried. She tried to lift a fallen board, but it was too heavy.
She tried to push a bent branch, but it wouldn't budge. 'I can't
fix this alone,' she sighed, her fluffy tail drooping. Just then, a
tap-tap-tap echoed through the woodland.
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A woodpecker swooped down and landed on the stump. His
feathers were glossy black and white, and a bright crimson
crest stood up on his head. He wore a small brown tool belt
with a tiny hammer. 'l heard the storm,' he said kindly. "Your
treehouse needs help. May I lend a wing?' The squirrel
blinked, unsure.



The squirrel had never met a woodpecker before. She clutched
her twig satchel and took a small step back. 'You're very... tall,’
she said softly. The woodpecker chuckled. 'And you're very
small, but that's all right. I'm good at pecking boards. You're
good at finding twigs. We could work together.' The squirrel
thought for a moment.




She looked at her broken treehouse, then at the woodpecker's
kind amber eyes. 'All right,' she said at last. 'We can try.' The
woodpecker nodded and flew to the oak. He pecked a strong
new board into place with his long grey beak. Tap-tap-tap! The
sound was steady and sure. The squirrel watched, her tail
curling with hope.




The squirrel scampered off to gather twigs and nuts. She filled
her satchel with soft moss and sturdy sticks. When she
returned, the woodpecker was hammering a fresh wall. 'These
boards will hold,' he said. The squirrel tucked moss into the
cracks and pressed nuts into the corners. They worked side by
side as the sun moved across the sky.
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Soon the treehouse began to look new again. The woodpecker
pecked a strong new roof while the squirrel wove a railing
from twigs. 'Your twig weaving is wonderful,' said the
woodpecker. 'And your pecking is so strong,' said the squirrel.
They laughed together, and the woodland echoed with happy
sounds. The treehouse grew sturdier with every minute.
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A rabbit hopped by and twitched her nose. '‘What teamwork!'
she said. A hedgehog peeked from the ferns and smiled. 'The
treehouse looks better than ever!' The squirrel felt proud. She
had been cautious at first, but now she was glad she had said
yes. The woodpecker wiped his beak and grinned. "We make a
good team,' he said.
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At last the treehouse was finished. The roof was straight and
strong, and the walls were snug. The squirrel hung her grass
curtain and set a bowl of acorns on the table. 'It's even better
than before,' she said. The woodpecker perched on the railing.

'‘That's because we built it together,' he said. The squirrel
nodded, her heart warm.




The squirrel looked at her new friend. 'l was scared at first,'
she admitted. 'But you helped me, and now my home is safe.'
The woodpecker tilted his bright red crest. '‘Good neighbors
cooperate,' he said. 'That's what friends are for.' The squirrel
smiled. She knew she would never forget this lesson. The
woodland felt cozier than ever.
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All the woodland animals gathered around the oak. The rabbit
thumped her foot, the hedgehog clapped, and the bluebirds
sang a cheerful tune. 'Hooray for the squirrel and the
woodpecker!' they cheered. The squirrel's fluffy tail swished
with joy. The woodpecker tipped his tool belt and bowed. It
was a happy day in the woodland.

13



That evening, the squirrel and the woodpecker sat inside the
cozy treehouse. They shared nuts and told stories as the stars
twinkled above. 'You can visit anytime,' said the squirrel. 'T'd
like that,"' said the woodpecker. They promised to be friends
forever. The treehouse glowed with warmth, and the woodland
was peaceful once more.




From that day on, the little red squirrel and the woodpecker
shared the treehouse every day. They gathered nuts, fixed
loose boards, and watched the seasons change. The squirrel
learned that good neighbors cooperate, and that helping hands
make the woodland a happier home. And whenever a storm
came, they knew they could face it together.
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And so the woodland stayed a place of friendship and
teamwork. The little red squirrel in her leaf vest and the
woodpecker with his bright crest remained the best of friends.
They had built more than a treehouse—they had built trust.
And every creature in the woodland knew that good neighbors
cooperate, and that together, anything is possible.
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