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Ben loved his family garden more than anywhere else in the

world. It had tall sunflowers, a wobbly wooden fence, and a

little green shed where spiders slept. One warm evening, when

the sky turned pink and gold, Ben pulled on his red wellington

boots. He tiptoed outside to watch the shadows grow long and

soft across the grass.
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Ben knelt beside the flower bed and stayed very still, the way

his mum had taught him. Suddenly something rustled near the

fence, a small, secret sound like dry leaves whispering. Ben

held his breath and peeked through the sunflowers. A little

round shape wobbled out of the bushes, low to the ground and

covered all over in prickly brown spines.
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It was a hedgehog! Its face was soft cream, with a tiny black

nose that sniffed and snuffled along the grass. A little dry leaf

was caught on its spines like a tiny hat. Ben's warm brown

eyes grew wide, and his freckled cheeks lifted in a gap-toothed

smile. He wanted to shout for Mum, but he remembered to

stay quiet.
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The hedgehog snuffled past the flower bed and stopped at the

wooden fence. It poked its nose under the bottom board, but

the gap was far too narrow. The little creature pushed and

wriggled, then sat back, confused. Ben whispered softly, 'You

just want to go home, don't you?' He knew he had to help.
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Ben ran to the kitchen, where Mum was washing the dishes in

her sage-green jumper. 'Mum! There's a hedgehog in the

garden!' he said, hopping from boot to boot. Mum smiled and

dried her hands. 'A hedgehog! They visit at dusk to look for

beetles and worms. Let's go and watch quietly, and we won't

scare it away.'
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They crept back outside together. Mum knelt by the fence in

her green apron and canvas gloves, her hazel eyes calm and

gentle. The hedgehog was still sniffing along the bottom board,

hunting for a way through. 'It needs a path,' Mum said softly.

'Wildlife likes a safe way in and out, so it can come and go

without harm.'
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Just then, Dad came out in his checked shirt, his sleeves rolled

up to his elbows. 'A hedgehog?' he said, his friendly blue eyes

shining. 'I can help with that.' Ben watched as Dad lifted the

bottom fence board with his strong hands. 'This old board is

too low,' Dad said. 'Let's make a little doorway for our prickly

friend.'
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Mum fetched a small spade, and together she and Dad dug a

neat gap beneath the fence. Ben scooped away loose soil with

his hands, his red boots muddy and his yellow star dusty. 'Is

that big enough?' he asked. The hedgehog sniffed the new

opening, cautious and shy, then slowly waddled through into

the bushes beyond.
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'It worked!' Ben cheered, then clapped his hand over his

mouth. Mum laughed softly. 'You see? Kindness and a little

teamwork can make a big difference.' Dad wiped his hands on

his corduroy trousers. 'Tomorrow we can make the garden

even friendlier,' he said. 'Hedgehogs need food, water, and safe

places to hide.'
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The next day, the family worked together in the sunshine. Dad

built a small wooden hedgehog house and tucked it under the

bushes. Mum planted extra flowers that bees and beetles love.

Ben filled a shallow dish with fresh water and placed smooth

stones around it, so little visitors could drink safely without

slipping.
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That evening, as the sky turned soft and grey, Ben sat quietly

on the grass. He did not run or shout. He simply watched. And

there, snuffling along the new path beneath the fence, came

the hedgehog again, the little leaf still on its spines. It drank

from the dish, then disappeared into the hedgehog house.
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'You came back,' Ben whispered, his heart warm and happy.

Over the next few evenings, more visitors arrived. A fat brown

toad hopped by the water dish. A family of field mice scurried

along the fence line. A blackbird splashed in the birdbath,

singing a cheerful evening song. The garden felt alive and

peaceful.
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Mum sat beside Ben on the back step, her silver earrings

catching the last light. 'Do you know why they all come here?'

she asked. Ben thought hard. 'Because we made it safe for

them?' he said. Mum nodded. 'Respecting wildlife means

protecting the places where they live. That is the kindest thing

of all.'
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Ben nodded slowly, understanding. He thought about the little

hedgehog, the toad, and the mice. They did not need grand

gifts or loud fuss. They needed quiet corners, fresh water, and

a safe path through the fence. They needed a habitat, a real

home, and Ben's family had helped make one together.

14



From that day on, Ben became the garden's gentle watcher. He

learned to move slowly and speak softly, never scaring the

wildlife. His friends came to visit, and he showed them how to

sit quietly and wait. 'If you are patient,' he told them, 'the

garden shows you its secrets.' And the hedgehog always came

at dusk.
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The garden grew greener and wilder in the best way, full of

rustling leaves and tiny footprints. Ben's family had made a

home for wildlife simply by being kind. And every evening,

when the sun sank low, a small boy in red boots sat still and

smiled, watching his prickly friend snuffle home beneath the

fence.
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