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In the heart of the forest, where sunlight dripped like honey

through the leaves, lived a fox named Pip. She had russet-

orange fur, bright amber eyes, and a fluffy white-tipped tail.

Pip loved to explore and always carried a small woven leaf

satchel with a red berry clasp. One morning, she found a path

she had never seen before.
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The path led to a hidden spring, bubbling up between mossy

stones. The water sparkled like liquid glass, and tiny flowers

nodded around it. Pip leaned close and sniffed. It smelled

sweet and cool. 'What a curious place,' she whispered. 'I

wonder if anyone else knows about it.' Just then, she heard a

rustle in the ferns.
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Out hopped Bramble the rabbit, his long pink-lined ears

twitching. He wore a blue neckerchief with a daisy tucked in

the knot. 'Oh! Hello, Pip,' he said. 'I was following the sound of

water.' Behind him, Moss the badger lumbered into view, his

striped face calm and his leather apron dusty from digging. 'A

hidden spring,' Moss said. 'How lovely.'
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Pip's eyes sparkled. 'Let's drink!' she said. 'It looks delicious.'

Bramble hesitated. 'Are you sure it's safe?' he asked. Moss

sniffed the water. 'It seems clean enough,' he said. So the

three friends each took a long, cool drink. The water tasted

like berries and rain. Then something strange happened.

4



When Pip tried to speak, a deep, rumbly voice came out. 'Did I

just say that?' she gasped—but it was Moss's voice! Bramble

opened his mouth, and Pip's quick, clever voice tumbled out.

Moss tried to laugh, and a soft, anxious rabbit squeak escaped.

They stared at each other. Then Bramble giggled. 'We've

swapped voices!'
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At first, it was hilarious. Pip tried to give orders in Moss's deep

rumble, and Bramble answered in Pip's sharp tones. Moss's

squeaky rabbit voice made them all laugh until their sides

ached. They practiced saying silly things. 'I'm a big scary

badger!' squeaked Moss. 'I'm a tiny rabbit!' rumbled Pip. The

forest echoed with their laughter.
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But when they returned home, things got confusing. Pip's

mother called her for lunch, and Pip answered in Moss's deep

voice. Her mother's ears flattened. 'Who are you?' she asked.

At Bramble's burrow, his little sisters heard a fox's voice and

hid. And Moss's father frowned at the squeaky rabbit sounds

coming from his son. Everyone was puzzled and upset.
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The three friends met under the old oak tree. 'We have to fix

this,' Bramble said, his voice wobbling with Pip's sharp tone.

Moss nodded, his rabbit squeak serious. 'The spring must have

a rule,' he said. 'Maybe we need to learn something.' Pip's

amber eyes narrowed. 'Let's go back and look for clues.' They

hurried to the hidden spring.
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By the spring, they found a flat stone with words scratched

into it. Pip read aloud in Moss's deep voice: 'Voices borrowed

must be earned. Help each other for one full day, and the swap

will be undone.' Bramble's ears drooped. 'A whole day?' he

squeaked in Pip's voice. Moss rumbled in Bramble's voice,

'Then we'd better start now.'
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Pip took charge. 'We'll each do the others' important tasks,'

she said. 'Bramble, you'll help Moss dig. Moss, you'll help me

gather berries. And I'll help Bramble watch for danger.'

Bramble looked nervous. 'But I can't dig!' he said in Pip's

voice. Moss patted his shoulder with a big claw. 'I'll show you,'

he said in Bramble's voice.

10



First, Bramble tried to dig with Moss's strong claws. But his

rabbit paws were small, and he didn't know how to use them.

Moss patiently showed him how to scoop and pat the earth.

'Steady and slow,' Moss said in Bramble's squeak. Bramble's

long ears flopped as he worked. 'This is hard!' he panted. 'You

make it look easy, Moss.'
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Next, Moss tried to gather berries with Pip's nimble paws. But

his badger claws were clumsy, and he crushed the berries. Pip

showed him how to pick them gently. 'Use your fingertips, not

your whole paw,' she said in Moss's deep voice. Moss's striped

face scrunched in concentration. 'I never knew berry-picking

was so delicate,' he rumbled.
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Finally, Pip tried to watch for danger with Bramble's twitchy

nose and long ears. Every little sound made her jump. Bramble

taught her how to listen for real danger and ignore the rest.

'You have to stay calm,' he said in Pip's voice. 'Your ears will

tell you what's safe.' Pip's white-tipped tail flicked nervously.

'This is harder than it looks,' she said.
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As the sun began to set, the three friends sat together, tired

but proud. They had helped one another all day. 'I never

realized how much care you take when you dig,' Bramble said

to Moss. 'And I didn't know how scary it is to watch for

danger,' Pip said to Bramble. 'And berry-picking needs such a

gentle touch,' Moss said to Pip.
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They walked back to the hidden spring. 'We helped each other,'

Pip said. 'That's what the stone asked for.' They each took a sip

of the cool water. A shiver ran through them. Then Pip spoke,

and her own quick, clever voice came out. Bramble's gentle

squeak returned, and Moss's deep rumble was back. They

laughed with joy.
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The three friends promised to help each other often, not just

for magic. They had learned to see the world through one

another's eyes. And whenever they passed the hidden spring,

they smiled and remembered the day they borrowed voices—

and found friendship. For understanding someone else's

challenges makes your own heart grow bigger.
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