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Milo the woodland mouse lived in a cozy burrow beneath the
roots of an ancient oak. He was tiny, about the height of a
fallen acorn, with soft warm brown fur, a cream belly, and
large round dark brown eyes. Every morning he slung his
green leaf satchel over his shoulder and scurried off to look for
seeds. He was curious about everything and kind to everyone
he met.



One bright morning, Milo spotted something sparkling in the
moss beneath the oak. It was a tiny crown made of living moss,
bright green with small leaves and dewdrops that glittered like
tiny stars. He picked it up gently and set it on his head. It fit
perfectly. At once, the rustling leaves around him seemed to
whisper his name.




Milo held his breath. The old oak's branches creaked softly,
and a voice like wind in leaves said, 'Little mouse, the forest
spring is drying up.' A bluebell nodded and chimed, 'The water
grows less each day.' Milo's whiskers twitched. He wanted to
help, but he was only a small mouse. 'What can I do?' he
asked. The oak replied, 'Follow the roots. Find the spring.’
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Milo hurried to the forest spring, a shallow pool where animals
came to drink. The water was lower than he had ever seen it,
and the pebbly bottom showed through. A robin with a rusty
orange breast and a thin red thread on one leg perched on a
branch above. 'You look worried, little mouse,' she chirped.
"The spring is drying up,' Milo said. 'We must find out why.'
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The robin flew down. 'I'm Rosie,' she said. 'l can scout from
above.' Milo nodded. 'My name is Milo. I need help to follow
the roots underground.' Just then, a shy beetle peeked out
from under a leaf. His shell was glossy deep blue with a faint
green shimmer, and a small grass belt held a rolled leaf map. 'I
know the tunnels,' he whispered. 'I'm Pip.'
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Milo smiled warmly. 'Will you help us, Pip?' Pip hunched his
shoulders, his antennae trembling. 'I—I think so,' he said. 'But
I'm easily startled.' Rosie flapped her wings. 'Stay close to me,'
she said. 'T'll keep watch.' Together, the three friends set off
toward the base of the ancient oak, where the biggest roots
twisted into the earth.




The roots formed a dark tunnel that sloped down into cool,
damp earth. Milo's whiskers quivered, but he kept going. Pip
unfolded his leaf map and traced a line with one thin black leg.
'‘This way,' he said softly. 'The main root goes deep.' Rosie
hopped ahead, her bright black eyes scanning for danger. The
tunnel smelled of rich soil and wet stone.
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Deeper in, the tunnel narrowed. Milo squeezed through a gap,
his curly tail brushing the dirt. 'Listen!' said Pip. A faint
trickling sound reached their ears. 'Water!' Milo cried. But the
trickle was thin, not the lively rush of a healthy spring. Pip's
amber eyes widened. 'Something is blocking the flow,' he said.
'My map shows a junction ahead.'
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They came to a wide chamber where roots crisscrossed like a
woven basket. In the middle, a pile of fallen leaves, twigs, and
mud packed tightly against a root, damming the water. 'That's
the blockage!"' Rosie chirped. Milo's heart sank. The pile was
twice his size. 'It's too big for one small mouse,' he said. 'But
not for three friends working together,' said Rosie.

9




Pip crept forward, his shyness forgotten. 'I can pull the small
twigs from below,' he said. 'My shell is slippery.' Rosie said, 'T'll
tug the leaves from the top with my beak.' Milo nodded. 'T'll
loosen the mud.' They worked side by side, passing twigs and
leaves out of the way. Slowly, the pile began to crumble. Water
started to seep through.
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At last, with a soft gurgle, the water broke free. It rushed
through the chamber, clear and cool, washing the roots clean.
‘We did it!" Milo cheered. Pip spun in a happy circle. Rosie
clapped her wings. The water flowed down the tunnel toward
the forest spring, singing over the stones. Milo felt warm and
proud. The moss crown on his head seemed to glow a little
greener.




Back above ground, the spring was filling quickly. Animals
gathered to drink and splash. The old oak rustled, and the
flowers chimed. 'Thank you, little mouse,' whispered the oak.
‘You listened and helped.' Milo took off the moss crown and
held it out. 'I didn't do it alone,' he said. 'Pip and Rosie helped.'
Rosie tied the crown back on his head. 'A kind leader helps
others,' she said.




Milo stood by the spring, the moss crown still on his head. He
looked at Pip, who was no longer hiding, and at Rosie, who
was no longer bossing. 'Being a king doesn't mean giving
orders,' Milo said. 'It means caring for others.' The trees
whispered their agreement. The forest felt safe and lively
again. Milo knew he would always remember that day.
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From that day on, Milo wore the moss crown only when he
needed to listen. He and Pip explored the tunnels often, and
Rosie scouted from above. Whenever an animal had a problem,
they came to Milo. He never told anyone what to do. Instead,
he asked, 'How can we help?' And together, they always found

a way.
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The forest spring flowed strong and clear through every
season. Flowers bloomed along its banks, and the trees grew
tall and green. Milo's leaf satchel still held seeds, but now it
also held small gifts from friends: a shiny pebble from Pip, a
red feather from Rosie. The moss crown sat lightly on his
head, a reminder that leadership begins with caring.
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One evening, Milo sat beneath the ancient oak as the sun set.
Pip rested on his shoulder, and Rosie perched on a root nearby.
‘You know,' Milo said, 'I thought a crown would make me
important. But it just helps me hear others.' The oak rustled
softly, and the forest whispered, 'That is what makes a true
king.' Milo smiled, happy and warm.
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