


The Lantern Badger

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Bram the badger lived at the edge of the great forest with his
grandfather. He had soft grey fur, a black-and-white striped
face, and round brown eyes that were always curious. Every
morning, Bram helped his grandfather tend the garden and
gather firewood. But his favorite time was evening, when
Grandfather told stories about the forest and its secret ways.
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One chilly evening, Grandfather reached up to a high shelf and
brought down an old brass lantern. Its amber glass glowed
softly, and its curved handle was worn smooth. 'This lantern
was mine when I was young,' Grandfather said, his crinkled
amber eyes twinkling. 'It shows paths that are hidden to most.
But remember, paths must be cared for.' Bram promised to

take good care of it.




Bram put on his moss green scarf and tucked the lantern into
his brown leather satchel. That night, he lit the lantern and
stepped outside. To his amazement, a faint, glowing path
appeared between the trees, winding deeper into the forest.
Bram's heart beat fast with excitement. He followed the path,

eager to see where it would lead.
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The path led Bram through parts of the forest he had never
seen before. The trees grew closer together, and the air
smelled of pine and snow. Bram held the lantern high, and the
path glowed brighter. He walked for a long time, until he
heard a small voice calling from a bush. 'Hello! Wait for me!' It
was a squirrel with a fluffy tail and a yellow pom-pom hat.
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The squirrel introduced himself as Pip. 'I saw your light from
my tree,' he chattered. 'Where are you going?' Bram explained
about the lantern and the secret path. Pip's big black eyes
grew wide. 'I know these woods,' he said. 'But ['ve never seen
a path like that. Can I come with you?' Bram nodded, glad for
the company.




Together, Bram and Pip followed the glowing path until it
ended at a clearing. In the clearing stood a small village of
wooden houses with snow on their roofs. But something was
wrong. The village looked lonely and quiet. No smoke rose
from the chimneys, and the windows were dark. Bram felt a
chill that was not from the winter air.
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As they entered the village, a tall hare in a dark blue waistcoat
hurried toward them. Her long ears twitched with worry, and
she clutched a pocket watch. ' am Mayor Hazel,' she said.
‘Welcome, travelers. But I'm afraid you've come to a sad place.
Our village has lost touch with our neighbors. The old trails
have grown over, and no one visits anymore.'
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Mayor Hazel led Bram and Pip to the village square. 'Winter is
coming,' she said, her voice trembling. 'Soon the snow will
block everything. We need to reconnect with the other villages
before it's too late. But we don't know the way anymore.' Bram
thought of his grandfather's words: paths must be cared for.
He looked at the lantern in his satchel.
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Bram took out the lantern and held it up. 'Maybe I can help,'
he said. 'This lantern shows hidden paths. If we can find the
old trails, we can reopen them.' Mayor Hazel's eyes brightened
with hope. 'Oh, would you? We have a map, but it's old and
faded.' She unrolled a worn map. Bram studied it carefully, and
Pip peered over his shoulder.



The next morning, Bram, Pip, and Mayor Hazel set out to find
the first trail. Bram lit the lantern, and a faint path appeared,
leading north. They followed it through thick bushes and over
fallen logs. Bram's small paws worked hard to clear branches,
and Pip carried messages between the village and the
searchers. Slowly, the old trail began to emerge.
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Each day, Bram reopened another path. He used the lantern to
find the way, and the villagers helped clear the trails. Some
paths led to a beaver colony by the river, others to a family of
hedgehogs in a hollow. Word spread, and soon animals from
other villages came to help. The forest echoed with cheerful
voices and the sound of work.
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One evening, as Bram lit the lantern, he saw that the paths
were now glowing brightly, connecting all the villages. Mayor
Hazel organized a great feast in the village square. Lanterns
hung from every tree, and everyone brought food to share.
Bram felt a warm glow inside. He had helped bring the forest
friends together, and winter no longer seemed so scary.
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Mayor Hazel gave Bram a small wooden badge shaped like a
leaf. 'Thank you, Bram,' she said. 'You've shown us that paths
must be cared for, and so must friendships.' Pip cheered and
hugged Bram. Bram looked at the lantern and smiled. He had
been cautious at first, but he had been brave too. And he had
learned that helping others made him feel grown-up and

happy.




When Bram returned home, Grandfather was waiting by the
fire. Bram told him everything. Grandfather's crinkled eyes
shone with pride. 'You've learned the true meaning of the
lantern,' he said. 'It's not just about finding paths. It's about
taking care of the ones who walk them.' Bram nodded,
understanding. He hung the lantern on its hook, ready for the
next adventure.




That winter, Bram often visited the village. He and Pip became
the best of friends, and they helped keep the trails clear. The
forest was full of laughter and visitors. Bram's moss green
scarf kept him warm, and his brown leather satchel always
held the lantern. He knew now that even a small badger could
make a big difference, one path at a time.
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And so, Bram the badger grew up a little more each day. He
learned that responsibility comes with experience, and that
courage and kindness can light up the darkest forest. The
lantern still glows on its hook, waiting for the next young
adventurer. But for now, Bram is happy, knowing that the paths
are cared for, and so are all his friends.
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