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In the bushland, tall gum trees reached up to the sky. High in
the branches lived a koala named Kip. He had soft grey fur, a
cream-white chest, and big fluffy ears with white tufts. His
large black nose twitched as he sniffed the eucalyptus leaves.
Kip loved his treetop home, where he could sleep and watch

the world below.




Kip was a gentle koala, but he was also a little anxious. He felt
safest when the branches were still and the air was calm.
During the day, he dozed in the fork of a big gum tree, his
small dark eyes half-closed. The bushland was peaceful, and
Kip was content. But he often wondered what it would be like
to have a friend nearby.




Not far away, underground, lived a wombat named Wally. Wally
had thick brownish-grey fur, a broad flat snout, and strong
digging claws. He was stocky and low to the ground, with a
calm, friendly face. Wally spent his days digging cozy tunnels
and eating roots and grass. He liked his quiet life, but
sometimes he wished for someone to share it with.
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One day, Kip climbed down from his tree to explore. He moved
slowly, his short sturdy limbs carrying him along the forest
floor. Suddenly, he saw a round rump disappearing into a hole.
It was Wally the wombat! Wally poked his head out and smiled.
"Hello there," said Wally. "I'm Wally. Would you like to see my
burrow?" Kip felt shy but curious.
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Kip followed Wally into the burrow. It was dark and cool, but
cozy. Wally showed him the tunnels and the soft bed of leaves.
"It's not like my tree," Kip said, "but it feels safe." Wally
nodded. "I like it underground. The wind never shakes my
bed." They talked until the sun began to set, and a friendship

started to grow.
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That night, a strong wind blew through the bushland. The
branches swayed and creaked. Kip clung to his tree, but the
shaking made him nervous. He couldn't sleep. His big fluffy

ears twitched at every gust. He thought of Wally's cozy burrow
and wished he were there. But it was dark, and Kip was afraid
to climb down.




The wind grew stronger. Kip's tree rocked back and forth. He
held on tight, but his heart raced. "I don't like this," he
whispered. Just then, he heard a voice below. "Kip! Are you up
there?" It was Wally. The wombat had come out into the windy
night to check on his friend. "Come down! You can shelter in
my burrow!" Wally called.




Kip carefully climbed down the swaying tree. The wind tugged
at his fur. When he reached the ground, Wally was waiting.
"Follow me!" said Wally, leading the way to the burrow. Inside,
the wind couldn't reach them. The burrow was warm and still.
Kip curled up on the soft leaves. "Thank you, Wally," he said. "I
feel safe here." Wally smiled. "Friends help each other."
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Kip slept soundly in the burrow. When morning came, the wind
had stopped. Kip peeked outside. The bushland was calm and
fresh. "I should go back to my tree," he said. Wally nodded.
"But come visit me anytime." Kip thanked Wally again and
climbed back up to his treetop home. He felt grateful for his
kind friend.
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A few days later, Kip noticed that Wally seemed tired. The
wombat had been digging new tunnels and hadn't found
enough sweet leaves to eat. Kip wanted to help. He knew
where the juiciest leaves grew, high in the trees. "Wait here,
Wally," he said. "I'll bring you something delicious."
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Kip climbed to the top of a tall gum tree. He picked the
tenderest, sweetest leaves. Then he carefully carried them
down to Wally. "These are for you," Kip said. Wally's eyes lit up.
"They smell wonderful!" He munched happily. "You're a good
friend, Kip." Kip felt proud. He was glad he could help Wally,
just as Wally had helped him.




Later, Kip noticed that Wally's usual resting spot was in the hot
sun. "I know a cool, calm place to rest," Kip said. He led Wally
to a shady spot under a big tree, where the ground was soft
and the breeze was gentle. "This is perfect," Wally said,
settling down. "You have a good eye for cozy places." Kip
smiled. "I learned from you."
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From that day on, Kip and Wally spent time together almost
every day. Kip would bring sweet leaves from the treetops, and
Wally would share stories from underground. They respected
each other's ways. Kip still loved his high home, and Wally
loved his burrow. But they both knew that their friendship
made the bushland feel safer and happier.
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One windy night, Kip didn't feel scared anymore. He knew that
if the branches shook too much, he could go to Wally's burrow.
And Wally knew that if he needed a friend, Kip was just a call
away. They had learned that different lifestyles can fit together
perfectly, like two pieces of a puzzle. Their friendship was a
shelter from any storm.




And so, the koala and the wombat remained the best of
friends. Kip still slept in his tree, and Wally still dug his
burrows. But they always helped each other, especially on
windy nights. The bushland was full of life, and their friendship

made it even brighter. They knew that kindness and teamwork
could solve any problem.




So if you ever visit the bushland, listen closely. You might hear
the rustle of leaves as Kip climbs, or the soft digging of Wally's
claws. And you might see them sharing a quiet moment, happy
and safe together. For they had discovered that no matter
where you live, a true friend is the greatest shelter of all.
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