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It was spring in the New Forest.
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carpet of bluebells crept over the forest floor.
On the branches above, new leaves had turned
the canopy into a blanket of emerald jewels.

As the days grew warmer, the birds who had
flown to Africa in the autumn were returning
from their winter holidays.
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@ ate one rainy night, something beneath the
leaves began to move, sending ripples out
through the shallow puddles.
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he next morning the forest woke to an unusual sight.

At the foot of the oldest oak a new tree had begun to grow.
No one but the oldest oak had seen anything like it before.
“It certainly isn’t like any of us,” said the others.
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It was summer in the New Forest.
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he oak greeted the little tree.

“Welcome to the New Forest,” he said.

“This is your home and we are your friends.”
The little tree grew quickly and before long
the old oak began telling stories of life in the
forest.
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ak trees can fill a whole summer with stories, but the oldest
oak told the best stories of all. Born long ago, he could
remember a time when the New Forest really was new, and
dragons still roamed the earth.

All through the summer the little tree listened in wonder,
and grew taller and stronger every day.

He and the old oak became the best of friends.
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It was autumn in the New Forest.
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ne afternoon after listening to a particularly beautiful story, the little
tree noticed something. “Some of your leaves have turned brown,” he
said to his old friend.

“This happens to all oak trees,” his friend replied.

“l am preparing to go to sleep for the winter.”

“Will | sleep too?” asked the little tree.

“No,” the old oak answered. “You are evergreen, and evergreens
never sleep.”
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corns fell with the leaves and covered the ground in deep
seasonal colour.

On the last damp evening of autumn, the birds flew away to the
warmth of Africa, and the last acorn fell from the old oak.

“I am very tired,” he said to his little friend, “I have to sleep
now. Always remember that | love you.”
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