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On a sunny Saturday morning, a boy named Leo pulled on his
green rubber boots and stepped into the garden. He carried a
small canvas satchel filled with his favourite garden tools. His
mum had planted bright flowers near the fence, and Leo loved
to check on them. Today the garden felt extra special, as if
something secret was waiting just for him.
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Leo knelt beside the flower bed and spotted something moving
near the old wooden fence. It was small and round, like a
grapefruit with legs. It had a spiny brown-and-cream back and
a soft beige face. A tiny black nose wiggled in the morning air,
sniffing the flowers. "Hello," Leo whispered, very softly.
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The little creature was a hedgehog, and it seemed shy and
curious all at once. It peeked out with small dark eyes, then
ducked back under a bush. Leo sat perfectly still, patient as a
stone. He noticed how the hedgehog walked along the fence,
searching and searching. It looked like it wanted to find a way
through, but the fence was closed tight.
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Leo hurried inside to find his mum. She was wearing her
mustard-yellow jumper, and her black hair was tied in a loose
bun. "Mum," he said, "there is a hedgehog in our garden! It
keeps bumping into the fence." Mum smiled warmly and
tucked her gardening gloves into her pocket. "Let us go and
watch it together," she said.



They sat quietly by the flowers and watched the little visitor.
The hedgehog pattered along the fence, its whiskers twitching.
It tried to squeeze underneath, but the gap was far too small.
It tried again and again, then sat back, puzzled. Leo felt a little
tug in his heart. "It just wants to go home," he whispered.
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Mum nodded and gently brushed a leaf from her sleeve.
"Hedgehogs travel at night to find food and friends," she
explained. "But fences and walls can block their way." Leo
thought hard, watching the tiny black nose sniff along the
wood. "So it needs a safe way through," he said slowly. "A
secret door just for hedgehogs!"
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After lunch, Leo found his dad in the toolshed. Dad wore a blue
checked shirt with rolled-up sleeves and a tool belt with a
small saw. "Dad," said Leo, "could we cut a little gap under the
fence? A quiet passage for the hedgehog?" Dad grinned

broadly, his dark eyes twinkling. "That sounds like a very good
idea," he said.




Dad fetched his measuring tape and knelt by the fence. "We
must make it just the right size," he said. "Big enough for a
hedgehog, but not too big." Leo held the tape and counted the
numbers out loud. Mum joined them with her gardening gloves
on and cleared away some prickly twigs. Together they
planned the perfect hidden doorway beneath the fence.
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Dad showed Leo how to measure and mark the wood carefully.
"Always let a grown-up cut," he said, and Leo nodded wisely.
Dad sawed a small, neat gap while Leo brushed away the
shavings. Mum placed smooth stones on either side, making a
tidy little path. Leo checked the passage again and again, his
freckled nose nearly touching the ground.
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"Now it looks like a proper little tunnel," said Leo, clapping his
hands. He gathered soft moss and dry leaves and laid them
gently along the path. "So it is comfy on little paws," he told
his mum. She smiled and said, "You are thinking like a true
friend of wildlife." The garden felt calm and welcoming, ready

for its tiny guest to return.




That evening, Leo sat very still beside the fence. The sun
dipped low and the garden grew quiet. Then, with a rustle and
a snuffle, the hedgehog appeared! It paused at the new
passage, its tiny black nose twitching. Leo held his breath.
Would the little visitor find its safe way through?
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The hedgehog sniffed the smooth stones and the soft moss.
Then, slowly and bravely, it waddled into the quiet passage
under the fence. Leo watched its round spiny back disappear
and then appear on the other side. "It worked!" he whispered,
his hazel eyes shining. "It found its way through!" Mum and
Dad smiled from the doorway.




Night after night, the hedgehog came and went through the
little passage. Sometimes Leo found tiny footprints in the soft
earth. Sometimes he heard a rustle under the bushes. He
never tried to pick the hedgehog up or keep it. Instead, he
simply left the garden peaceful and safe, with fresh water in a
shallow dish nearby.
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One warm evening, the hedgehog brought a friend. Two little
noses twitched by the fence, and two round bodies squeezed
gently through the passage. Leo giggled with delight. "Our

garden has a hedgehog highway!" he told his parents. Mum
laughed, and Dad said, "All because one small boy noticed
something that needed help."



Leo learned that respecting wildlife means giving animals
space to live and roam. He told his friends at school about the
little passage beneath the fence. "If you see a hedgehog," he
said, "keep your distance and keep it safe." His friends
nodded, and some said they would ask their families to help
too. Kindness, Leo discovered, can travel farther than any

fence.
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Now the garden is full of quiet, happy visitors. Leo still wears
his green rubber boots and carries his little satchel of tools. He
never keeps the hedgehogs, but he always keeps them safe.
And every evening, the little passage under the fence stays
open and welcoming, a gentle promise that wild things are

always welcome here.




