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The Fox and the Little
Turtle

Jane MEADOW



In a sunny woodland full of ferns and flowers lived a young fox
named Finn. His russet-orange fur was bright as autumn
leaves, and his white-tipped tail swished with energy. Finn
loved to run fast, leaping over logs and chasing butterflies.
Every morning he raced the wind and always won. 'T am the
fastest fox in the forest!' he cheered, his amber eyes sparkling.
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One morning, Finn spotted a small turtle near the pond. Her
mossy-green shell had warm brown patterns, and a tiny blue
neckerchief was tied at her throat. She moved slowly, one
sturdy leg at a time. 'Hello!" said Finn. 'I'm Tilly,' she smiled.
‘Do you want to race?' Finn asked. Tilly blinked her gentle
brown eyes. 'l can try,' she said softly.
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They stood at the starting line, a fallen branch. 'Ready, set, go!"
Finn shouted. He dashed away like a flash of orange. Tilly
plodded along, her short legs working hard. By the time she
reached the big oak, Finn was already there, tapping his paw.
‘You're fast,' Tilly said, a little sad. Finn's ears drooped. He did
not like seeing his new friend frown.
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Finn wanted to race again, but Tilly was still catching her
breath. 'I'm sorry,' she said. 'My shell is heavy, and my legs are
short.' Finn looked at her kind face and felt a tug in his chest.
'‘Maybe racing isn't the best game for us,' he said. Tilly
nodded. 'T wish we could play something together.' Finn's tail

gave a hopeful wag.




That night, Finn sat in his den with his green canvas satchel.
He thought about Tilly and her slow, steady steps. Then an
idea popped into his head like a firefly. 'A treasure hunt!' he
whispered. '"We can go slowly and find clues together.' He
wrote tiny notes on leaves and hid them around the woods. His
amber eyes gleamed with excitement.
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The next morning, Finn found Tilly by the pond. 'l have a
surprise,' he said, handing her a leaf note. 'It's a treasure hunt,
just for us. We follow clues, and we go at your pace.' Tilly's
wrinkled smile grew wide. 'Really? You don't mind going slow?'
Finn shook his head. 'Not one bit. Exploring together is the
best part.’




The first clue said: 'Where water splashes and lily pads float,
look for a clue near a bumpy boat.' Tilly's eyes lit up. 'The
pond!' she said. They walked to the water's edge, and Finn
waited while Tilly took her time. Under a lily pad, they found a
smooth pebble with a painted arrow. 'We found it!" Tilly
cheered, and Finn clapped his paws.
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The arrow pointed toward the old oak tree. 'Let's go,' Finn
said, but he did not run ahead. He matched Tilly's slow steps,
noticing mushrooms and beetles he had never seen before.
‘You see so much,' Finn said. Tilly smiled. 'Slow eyes catch
little things.' They followed the path until the great oak's
branches shaded them like a green umbrella.
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At the oak's roots, a second clue was tucked in a hollow:
‘Where berries grow in a prickly patch, find something shiny
that's fun to catch.' Tilly thought hard. 'The berry bushes!' she
said. They wandered over, and Finn carefully parted the thorny
branches. There, tied with a ribbon, was a tiny brass bell. 'It
rings!' Tilly laughed, giving it a gentle shake.
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The bell had a note attached: 'Follow the sound of the babbling
brook, where a treasure waits in a secret nook.' Finn and Tilly
listened. The brook gurgled nearby. They walked along its
bank, and Finn pointed out minnows darting in the water. "Your
turn to choose the path,' he said. Tilly proudly led the way, her
blue neckerchief fluttering.
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At the brook's bend, a small wooden box sat on a flat stone.
Finn opened it slowly. Inside were two smooth stones, one
orange like Finn's fur and one green like Tilly's shell. ‘They fit
together!' Tilly said, pressing them side by side. Finn smiled.

'It's a friendship treasure. We each have a piece.' They sat on
the stone, watching the water dance.
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Tilly looked at Finn. 'Thank you for making a hunt I could
enjoy. You waited for me every step.' Finn shook his head.
‘Thank you for showing me how to slow down. I saw more
today than I ever did running.' He gave her the brass bell.

"This is for you. So you can always ring for a friend.' Tilly tied
it to her neckerchief.




From that day on, Finn and Tilly explored together often.
Sometimes Finn raced the wind alone, but he always came
back to walk with Tilly. They found new clues and shared every
happy discovery. Finn learned that patience made friendship
sweeter, and Tilly learned that being slow was perfectly fine.
Their laughter rang through the woodland like the little brass
bell.




One sunny afternoon, they sat by the pond with their matching
stones. '‘What was your favorite treasure?' Tilly asked. Finn
thought. 'The bell was nice, and the stones are special. But the
best treasure is you—a friend who respects how I move and
loves exploring by my side.' Tilly's wrinkled smile beamed. 'Me
too,' she said. 'Me too.'
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The woodland creatures often saw them walking, one fast and
one slow, but always together. Finn's green satchel held new
clues, and Tilly's bell jingled softly. They knew that friendship
was not about keeping up; it was about waiting, sharing, and
enjoying the path. And in the quiet woods, two friends found
the greatest treasure of all.
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So if you ever see a russet fox and a green turtle wandering
the ferns, stop and say hello. They might invite you on a slow
treasure hunt. For Finn and Tilly learned that kindness and
patience make every adventure sweeter, and that true friends
respect how you move—whether you dash like the wind or
stroll like a turtle.




