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The Fox and the
Raccoon

Jane MEADOW



In the heart of the green woods, where sunlight danced
through the leaves, lived a young fox with fur as bright as
autumn leaves. His name was Rusty, and he wore a little teal
neckerchief tied smartly around his neck. Rusty loved to
explore and was always the first to notice something new. His
pointed ears twitched at every sound, and his amber eyes
sparkled with curiosity.




Not far away, in a cozy den under a big oak tree, lived a
raccoon named Rocky. Rocky was small and round, with a
black mask across his eyes and a bushy tail with dark rings.
He carried a brown satchel bag everywhere he went. Rocky
was calm and careful, and he loved to figure things out. The
two friends often played together in the woods.

2




One breezy afternoon, Rusty and Rocky were sitting on a
mossy log, sharing a snack of berries. Suddenly, Rusty's ears
stood up straight. "Listen!" he whispered. "Do you hear that?"
Rocky tilted his head. From deep in the woods came a faint,
tinkling sound, like tiny bells ringing. "What could it be?"
Rocky wondered. "Let's find out!" cried Rusty, jumping up.
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The two friends set off into the woods, following the sound.
Rusty raced ahead, his bushy tail with a white tip swishing
through the ferns. "Hurry, Rocky!" he called. But Rocky was
slower, his short legs working hard to keep up. "Wait for me!"
he panted. "We should stay together." Rusty slowed down and
looked back. "You're right," he said. "Teamwork is better."
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They walked side by side, listening carefully. The tinkling
sound grew a little louder, then softer, as the wind changed.
“It's like the wind is playing a game with us," said Rocky. He
opened his satchel and pulled out a small notebook and pencil.
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"Let's mark where we hear it loudest," he suggested. Rusty
nodded. "Good idea!" They made a note each time the sound
grew strong.




Soon they came to a rushing stream. The water was wide and
fast, and the stepping stones were far apart. Rusty looked
worried. "I can jump across," he said, "but you're smaller,
Rocky." Rocky smiled. "You can help me," he said. Rusty found
a long, sturdy branch and held it across the water. Rocky
balanced on it, step by step, while Rusty held it steady. "We
make a good team!" Rocky cheered.
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On the other side, the woods grew thicker. Brambles and
bushes blocked their way. Rusty tried to push through, but the
thorns caught his neckerchief. "Oh no!" he cried. Rocky gently
untangled him. "Let's look for an easier path," he said. They
searched together and found a narrow trail where the bushes
parted. "See?" said Rocky. "Two pairs of eyes are better than

one.




The tinkling sound led them deeper into the woods. Now it was
clearer, like a gentle song. "It's coming from over there," said
Rusty, pointing with his black paw. They hurried along the trail
until they reached a clearing. In the middle stood a tall, old
tree with a wooden structure high in its branches. "A
treehouse!" gasped Rocky. "I bet the sound is up there."
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The treehouse looked abandoned. Its wooden walls were grey
with age, and vines climbed up the trunk. "How do we get up?"
asked Rusty. Rocky studied the tree. "There are wooden planks
nailed to the trunk," he said. "They look like steps. I'm good at
climbing. I'll go first and check if they're safe." Rusty nodded.
“I'll wait here and listen."




Rocky scampered up the trunk, his little claws gripping the
planks. He tested each one before putting his weight on it.
"They're strong enough!" he called down. Rusty followed, his
heart beating fast with excitement. When they reached the
top, they found a small wooden platform and a door. The
tinkling sound was loud now, coming from inside. "Ready?"
whispered Rocky. Rusty nodded.
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Slowly, Rocky pushed the door open. It creaked softly. Inside,
the treehouse was dusty and quiet, with a little window. And
there, hanging from a beam, was a wind chime made of tiny
silver tubes and a wooden top. The breeze from the window
made it ring. "That's the sound!" whispered Rusty. "A wind
chime!" They stepped closer, careful not to disturb it.
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But the wind chime was tangled. Its strings were twisted, and
one tube hung loose. "It's broken," said Rocky. "We need to fix

it." Rusty looked at the tangled strings. "I have small paws," he
said. "I can untangle them." Rocky nodded. "And I can hold the

chime steady so it doesn't swing." Together, they set to work.
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Rusty carefully untwisted the strings while Rocky held the
wooden top. It was fiddly work, but they helped each other. "A
little more to the left," said Rocky. "Got it!" said Rusty. Finally,
the wind chime was free. The breeze caught it, and it rang out
clear and sweet. "We did it!" they cheered. "Teamwork made it
easy!"
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They sat in the treehouse, listening to the wind chime sing.
“This is a lovely place," said Rusty. "Maybe we can visit often."
Rocky smiled. "And we can keep the chime safe." They decided
to tidy the treehouse a little. They swept the floor with a
branch and dusted the window. The little house felt warm and
friendly again.




As the sun began to set, Rusty and Rocky climbed down the
tree. "That was a fun mystery," said Rusty. "And we solved it
together," added Rocky. "I couldn't have done it without you,"
said Rusty. "And I couldn't have done it without you," said
Rocky. They smiled at each other, happy and proud.
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Back home, they told their friends about the treehouse and the
wind chime. "You two make a great team," said a wise old owl.
Rusty and Rocky nodded. They learned that sharing the work
makes every problem easier and more fun. And from that day
on, whenever they heard a mysterious sound, they knew just
what to do: follow it together.




