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THE TREE THAT DECIDED TO WALK








Chapter 1. Bushy Red Tail plants a tree



Once upon a time there was a little red squirrel who lived in the
trees at the edge of a wood. He loved to scramble up the trees at
top speed and then to leap from one tree to another, pretending to
be a flying squirrel, which of course he was not. Of all the trees
in the wood his favourite was a large beech tree. Every Autumn,
when the flowers of the beech tree had turned into beech nuts, he
feasted on the nuts until his tummy was full to bursting. After he
had had a good feed, the squirrel, whose name was Bushy Red Tail,
began to think about the winter that was coming and the snow, frost
and ice that would cover the ground. He knew that there would be
times when there would be very little food. He knew, too, that the
only way of making sure of having enough to eat would be to collect
as many of the beech nuts as he could carry and hide them here and
there, and hither and thither, by scooping little holes in the
ground and burying the nuts under the soil. Then, when it was cold
and frosty he would only have to find where he had buried the beech
nuts to be sure of having a good meal.





The only trouble about this was that Bushy Red Tail had a terrible
memory. His mother often said to him “You know, Bushy, if your head
was loose and you had to take it off at night, you would forget
where you had put it”. However, if Bushy Red Tail’s memory was bad,
he made up for it by having a keen sense of smell. He could smell a
beech nut buried in the ground from a mile away. Well, perhaps not
exactly a mile, but certainly a few yards away, even when the wind
was blowing in the wrong direction. But, just to be sure, Bushy
always made a point of hiding far more beech nuts than he could
possibly eat, even in the hardest of winters. What a waste, you
might say? Unless of course you had already read this story. For
this is why, if you had looked closely at the ground on the far
side of the farmers field next to the wood the following spring,
you would have noticed a tiny beech tree beginning to grow. And
maybe wondered how a beech nut, which is not at all designed for
flying any distance, could have come to be so far away from the
wood. And, year by year, the beech sapling grew a little more,
until it was a good 10 feet high – big enough in fact for Bushy Red
Tail to play in its branches. Though, of course, Bushy never
thought for a moment that this was one of his very own trees.
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