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“The Hedgehog 

and 

His Quills” 
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​Deep  in  a  quiet  forest,  where  the  trees whispered with the wind and the river sang its eternal song, lived a little hedgehog. His quills  shone  under  the  moonlight,  like silver  needles  wrapping  him  in  a  strange mantle. 
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​But the hedgehog was not happy. Every night he sighed with sadness: 

—No  one  hugs  me,  no  one  loves  me.  My quills push everyone away, and that hurts me! 
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