


CHAPTER 1 
Have you ever dreamed of changing the World? 

Sitting in the Café, I hear a lot about the World’s problems. People without homes, 

people without food, people without friends and family around them. I hear stories of 

burning forests, tales of wars that tear entire countries apart. 

I want to make a difference. I want to make things better.

I’m Hedgehog, and I live in this Café. Day in, day out, I’m put on the trays of many, 

many different people, and I listen to many, many different conversations. My job is to 

keep them company and help them think. 

Humans, especially the grown ones, aren’t very good at believing in things sometimes. 

They don’t see the real me. Most of them will never know that I can think and speak. As 

far as they know, I am just a tea pet, and in the Human World, clay animals don’t talk.

You can’t really blame them for not believing—I used to be a bit like that too. For a 

long time, I thought that the Café was the entire World, with its chairs, tables, and 

people. But the more I listened, the less that this made sense, and I realised that the 

Café was only a very small part of the World. In fact, the World was so much bigger 

than I could ever possibly imagine.

When Blue Girl came through the door, I knew that my life was about to change 

forever. She sat at a table by the window, opposite a girl in green. 
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Blue Girl wasn’t one of those grown people. She was dressed in something bright blue, 

with a stripy jumper and heavy boots. Her hair was short and fluffy. I had never seen 

anybody quite like her. 

I loved her instantly.

The kettle whistled on the stove, and the waitress poured the water. She turned to the 

shelf where us tea pets live.

Pick me! Pick me! I shouted inside my head. It was my lucky day: she set me down on the 

tray. Then I was carried to the table. I found myself staring right into the face of Blue 

Girl.

She had kind eyes.

The girls thanked the waitress and continued their conversation.

“So, enough about me,” the girl in green said. “You’ve had my life story. Tell me more 

about you.”

“What do you want to know?” Blue Girl said. 

“I want to hear about your travels. It must be strange to always be in a new place, 

knowing nothing and nobody,” the girl in green said. “Don’t you get lonely?”

“Actually, I like that feeling. It’s freedom,” Blue Girl said. “I’m often alone, but I never 

feel lonely: there are always people to talk to.”

Blue Girl poured her tea, and I felt the hot liquid ooze between my spines as she 

shared a little with me. I was warmed up from the inside-out, a little dizzy in the heat, 

just the way it always felt. But there was something new, too: a tingling that started at 

the ends of my spines and shimmered down to the tips of my toes. 

I shivered, stamping down one of my paws to shake it out of me. 

I had moved! I wasn’t supposed to be able to do that.

For the first time in my life, I had moved in front of a Human—without even meaning 

to. Had they noticed? I tried my best to stay statue-still.

“Where are you going next?” the girl in green asked, sipping her tea.

“It’s a place far from here, an overnight journey. I’ll find out what it’s like when I get 

there.”

“And after that?”

“Home, maybe. It’s been a month now, and I think I’m ready to go back—at least for a 

little while. I’ll see how it goes.”

They fell silent, watching the World pass the window.

“It was a good idea to come here,” said Blue Girl. “I love tea. It’s so calming.”

“Me too! This is my favourite place to drink it—I just adore the tea pets. Isn’t your 

Hedgehog cute?”

“Hedgehogs are my 

favourite animal! This 

one is especially 

sweet.”



If tea pets could blush, I would’ve been as red as a tomato. 

“I love travelling,”  

Blue Girl began. “But sometimes I feel like I’m just running away. There are so many 

things back home that I could do something about, help change.”

“So why don’t you?” asked the girl in green. Blue Girl thought about it.

“I feel like I’m too young, too small to make a difference.”

I felt like that too. Small and insignificant.

One time, I mentioned my dream of changing the World to Pig, another tea pet. 

“You, change the world?” she had snorted. “Hedgehog, that’s impossible. Don’t even 

think about it. You’re just going to make yourself unhappy.”

We were too small, she said, and our voices weren’t loud enough, and besides all that, 

we weren’t human. We didn’t count. Our job was to sit tight and keep the humans 

company while they talked about things that we could never understand or influence. 

I realised that I had something in common with Blue Girl: like me, she felt powerless.

I also realised that I couldn’t feel the heat from her cup anymore. 

Which meant that her tea had run out.

Which meant that she would leave soon.

Which meant that I would never see her again.

CHAPTER 2 
There was something about Blue Girl that made me do it. She was different. I wanted 

to know more about her story. I couldn’t bear the thought of her leaving forever. So 

what could I do?

I thought and I thought. Then I had an idea. A ridiculous idea. An idea so ridiculous 

that I pushed it away immediately. I couldn’t do that.

However, ideas don’t like being ignored very much.     Often, when you have an idea, the 

more you try to make it be quiet, the louder it shouts. That’s what happened to 

me.

She was going to leave. What if I left with her?

The girls were staring out of the window, not paying 

any attention to me. That was my chance.

I inched my way to the edge of the table, and 

slowly—very, very slowly—I stuck my snout 

out and looked down.

It was a long way down.

A long, long way down.

Right down there, on the floor, was a bag. A blue 

bag. Her bag.

I shuffled back. Was I really about to do this? 

Jump?

Fall, more like it.

If I missed, I’d hit the floor. That would be 

it. Game over. It had happened before in the 

Café. It could happen to me.

But I couldn’t think about that. 



It was now or never.

Choose adventure, or choose safety?

I chose adventure.

I jumped.

Falling took forever and no time at all. Curled in a tight 

ball, I was flying, suspended in the whooshing air, my eyes 

squeezed shut. Please let me land safely. Please let me land safely. Please let me land – 

Safety. I had done it! 

Just in time, too. I heard the two girls say goodbye, then suddenly I was rocking to and 

fro, in time with the rhythm of Blue Girl’s footsteps.

The door jingled as it opened, and then we were out into the World. Cars raced by, 

honking their horns, birds twittered, and the wind howled. Above me was a patch of 

blue sky. 

Thump. Thump. Thump. The bag hit her leg at every second step. I dug my claws into 

the fabric, hanging on for dear life. Looking up, I saw lights start appearing, big bulbs 

on stems that made the darkness disappear. 

There were new sounds. Echoes. I dared to push my snout out of the pocket, catching a 

glimpse of the ceiling way above us. There were people everywhere. Blue Girl stopped, 

and I craned my neck, pulling myself up to see what she was looking at. We were 

standing in front of a wall of large panels, with times, name of places, and platform 

numbers in orange.

“Platform 12. Let’s go,” said Blue Girl. She set off walking again, and the bag lurched, 

sending me tumbling from the pocket and into its bottom. Ow! Something beeped, and 

then we were moving faster and faster, swinging more and more violently. Until—

“Wait!” she cried. “That’s my train!”

“We’re about to leave. Boarding was two minutes ago,” a man’s voice growled. 

“I’m sorry! Please let me on, there isn’t another.”

“Quick, then, jump on here and make your way through the train to your seat.”

Blue Girl thanked the man, breathless, and the light changed. Yellow this time, hard and 

bright, coming directly from above.



“This can’t be happening.”

“It is happening,” I insisted. Humans could be so strange sometimes. They often liked 

to go out of their way not to believe things that were true.

“OK, OK, it’s happening,” she said. “I just need a moment.”

I waited politely.

“So?” I said after a moment. “Do you believe that it’s real now?”

She ran her finger over my spines. Bad idea. “Ow!” she yelped.

“I’m sorry!” I said. “You probably shouldn’t do that.”

She sucked her finger, her eyes wide. “It’s real,” she said. “But it’s very, very weird. 

Nobody else will believe me.”

“Why not?” I asked. “If you can believe it, then surely other people can, too.”

She looked at me for a long moment.

“Why did you jump?” she asked.

“Because I want to change the world.”

She put the bag down, 

squashing me under 

layers of fabric. I 

started crawling, looking 

for the pocket I was 

in earlier. As if trying 

to stop me, the World 

tilted again and I fell 

back to the bottom. 

There were books here, 

pads of paper, and all kinds 

of heavy objects. I was going to be 

crushed. I was sure of it.

The top of the bag opened wider and her hand came 

towards me. The tips of her fingers brushed my 

spines. 

“Ow! What was that?”

I flattened myself as best as I could, but her hand kept 

searching and her fingers found me. She pulled me into the 

light. 

I was snout to nose with Blue Girl.

“How did you get in there?” she whispered.

“I jumped,” I said.

She blinked at me, shocked.

“You… jumped?” she said slowly. “I must be going mad. Tea pets don’t speak.”

“Yes, I did jump, and no, you’re not mad,” I informed her. “When you shared your tea 

with me, you brought me to life. So now I can speak to humans.”



CHAPTER 3 
It turned out that Blue Girl had a name. Allie.

“Well, Alexandra really, but nobody calls me that. Apart from my mum when she’s really 

cross,” she said, laughing. “What’s yours?”

“Hedgehog,” I said. “I’ve never been called anything else.”

“I could give you a nickname. Hedgey? Hoggy?” She burst into laughter. “Hm, maybe 

not…”

The train rumbled on, and she told me about her friends, her school, and her family. 

She loved to travel, and had been all over the World with her parents when she was 

younger. Now she was on her very first solo trip, exploring new places by herself. I 

thought Allie was very brave.

“What do you want to be when you’re grown?” I asked.

“Oh, I don’t know,” she sighed. “What I want to do changes all the time. Who I am 

changes all the time.”

Being a tea pet seemed much easier than being a Human: I knew who I was and what I 

was supposed to do. My job was to sit still, keep quiet, and listen. I had never imagined 

that I could do or be anything else. 

Until now.

“I love the world,” she said. “I love people. I want to help them. I want to make a 

difference.”Another thing in common. I wanted to help, too. I just didn’t know how, or 

where to start—or if making a difference was even possible.

Allie lifted me up to see the view from the window. Outside, the World whipped past, a 

blur of trees, bushes, and fields. Even in the darkness, it was beautiful. After hearing 

so much about it, I could barely believe that I was actually seeing it for myself. 

Allie yawned. “I think it’s time for bed,” she said. “This journey’s a long one, but it’ll go 

faster if you sleep through it.” She indicated a deep pocket on the front of her jacket. 

“I’m going to keep you in here, okay? I don’t want you to get squashed.”

“That sounds like a plan,” I agreed.

“Goodnight, Hedgehog.”

“Goodnight, Allie,” I replied.

Tucked in the warmth of her jacket, lifted by the rise and fall of her breathing, I felt 

at peace. So much had changed in less than a day. I was on my way to a new life, a new 

adventure, and I knew already that nothing would ever be the same again.

I fell asleep.

A man’s voice announced that we had reached the end of the line, jolting Allie awake. 

She gathered up her bags and stumbled onto the platform. From her pocket, I could 

see people, trains, and flashing lights. She headed for a deserted station corner, and 

plucked me out of her pocket.



“Hi,” I said.

“Hi,” she said back. “So it wasn’t a dream.”

“It’s real. I’m really talking to you.” I reassured her. “What’s the plan?”

“The plan is… make a plan. I’ve never been here, so I want to explore. Knowing where to 

start is the difficult bit.”

As she was saying this, I caught sight of two posters on the other side of the 

room. One had a picture of grey buildings, with ‘PLANNING PROPOSAL’ written in 

bold across the top. The other was a complete contrast: the page was filled with a 

photograph of lush green trees, the words ‘SAVE OUR FOREST’ emblazoned across it.

“Why don’t we go there?” I said, indicating the second poster.

“Let’s do it,” she said. She threw her rucksack on, tucked me safely in her pocket, and 

set off in search of someone who could tell us the way. A waitress gave her directions, 

writing them down on a napkin. “It’s a long old walk,” she warned her. “You might be 

better off getting a taxi…”

“I’m happy walking,” said Allie.

Cutlery scraped against plates, and I was transported back to the Café. My old life. 

So much had happened since yesterday: I’d been on a train, made friends with my first 

Human, seen the real World with my own eyes. Now, I was about to discover it properly.

We walked for hours and hours. I didn’t expect the World to look like this. Concrete 

towers rose up either side of us as we followed the narrow pavement. Constant 

streams of cars zipped along the roads. There were no trees, no plants, no 

animals. Plastic bags drifted in the wind, and empty crisp packets cartwheeled 

across the ground like tumbleweeds. There was litter 

everywhere, freed from bags that had split by the 

side of the road.

“What made you decide to 

come here?” I asked Allie. 

It seemed like a strange 

destination to me.

“It’s the furthest I can go with my train ticket. I knew nothing about this place before. 

It makes it an adventure.”

“What happens if you don’t like the place when you get there?” 

“I move on, simple as that. But I always have to give it a chance first.”

I was beginning to wonder if the waitress’s directions were right when we turned a 

corner. There, in the distance, I could see the Forest. It was a wall of emerald green 

that stretched into the bright blue sky. 

“There it is!” Allie cried, walking faster. The trees grew bigger and bigger. We reached 

them in no time at all.

When we stepped across the boundary between City and Forest, things shifted. The air 

was fresher, cooler, lighter, filled with the sounds of animals instead of the roar of car 

engines.



We wandered further and further in, the green closing behind us, blocking the grey 

from view. I was grateful to have left the other World behind.

“This is the most beautiful place I have ever been,” Allie breathed, marvelling at 

our surroundings. We hopped over 

bubbling streams, passed by caves 

cut into rock, and listened to the 

crashing of waterfalls. 

The sun caught in the spray, projecting a 

rainbow in the air. It felt like time didn’t 

exist here.

Then we came across a clearing. 

There, in the very middle, stood a 

simple stone house. Bunches of 

dried flowers hung above the 

front door, and the path 

that led up to it was made 

of cobbles, moss sprouting 

up through the cracks. 

Who did it belong to?

“Good morning,” came a 

gravelly voice from behind 

us. “I was wondering when 

someone like you might arrive.”

CHAPTER 4 
A Human emerged from the trees, a brown leather satchel bursting with greens slung 

across his chest.  Lines creased his leathery skin, his face weathered in the way elderly 

Humans often were. It suited him.

“Hello,” said Allie nervously. The Old Man smiled.

“We are in the Forest’s heart, as far from the city as it is possible to be. What do you 

think of my home?”

“It’s wonderful,” said Allie. “I love it here.”

“So do I.” He stepped past us and opened the door to his little house. “Come in, come in. 

I’ll make us some tea.”

The kettle rocked gently back and forth over the crackling fire. When it began to 

whistle, the Old Man unhooked it and filled two cups with steaming water.

“These are leaves from the Forest, gathered this morning,” he told 

us. “Spruce needles, birch leaves, heather.” The Old Man took a 

sip. Allie did the same, and shared a little with me. I felt the 

warmth stretch through my body.

“Tea is powerful. It nourishes us; it gives us time to 

think; it helps us find our voice. Time for tea is 

a time to act, wouldn’t you agree?” The man 

took another sip and closed his eyes. When 

he opened them again, it was as though he 

were somewhere very far away.

“A long time ago, I used tea to change the 

World,” he said. “It was a time when everyone 

thought the end was in sight, when Humans were 

ready to blow each other to pieces. 



Nobody thought about the consequences. I was sad. I was scared. I was angry. So I 

wanted to do something about it. I decided to walk the world.

“I undertook the journey with a friend—you can never make change alone, you know—

the two of us travelling by foot across countries and continents, with no money, just 

trust and open hearts. We stayed with anyone who would offer us shelter.

“Along the way, we stopped at a tea factory. There, we met a woman who gave us four 

packets of tea. ‘Give these to the leaders,’ she said. ‘Tell them that if they feel the 

need to press that button, they should stop first and have a fresh cup of tea.’ She 

called it ‘Peace tea’. As promised, we delivered them with her message. By the end, we 

had walked 13,000 kilometers, we had talked with those leaders, and the world still 

existed.”

“What an incredible story,” Allie said. I was in awe. This man had led an incredible life. 

He had made a real difference.

“Were you scared?” I asked.

“Of course. Who wouldn’t be? But fear is good. It tells you that you are on the right 

path. You must work through it.”

There was a knock at the door. “Ah,” said the Old Man. “Come in Luca.”

A skinny boy slipped through the door. A patchwork waistcoat hung off his bare 

shoulders, and his head was shaved, drawing all the attention to his face. 

He had big, dark eyes and a funny-shaped nose. He was one of the most interesting-

looking humans I’d ever seen.

“Thought I heard new voices,” he said, grinning. “Glad to know that I’m not going mad. 

Nice to meet you, I’m Luca.” He extended a hand to Allie.

“I’m Allie,” she said, shaking his hand. “If you don’t mind me asking, what are you doing 

here?”

“I could ask you the same question,” he chuckled. “I live here. Used to be a city kid, but 

couldn’t stand it. So I left. What’s your story?” 

“I’m just travelling,” Allie explained. “I saw a poster in the station and decided to come. 

The Forest needs saving? Why?”

“Think about the City you just walked through. All of that used to be exactly like this. 

Lush and green, with trees and animals everywhere. Then Humans came and ruined 

everything. We poured concrete over the earth so it couldn’t breathe, we choked the 

air with car fumes and pollution, we exchanged a Forest for a concrete jungle. This is 

all we have left of that old World. And now even this is under threat.”

“What’s the threat?”

“The Council wants to sell it to developers. They want to build more flats, more 

houses, lay down more concrete. I’ve been trying to get people to wake up for 

months, but nothing’s worked so far. They don’t want to listen.”

“Making change is not easy,” the Old Man reminded Luca, pouring a third cup of tea 

for him. “There are many who will not hear you, who will not want to hear you, 

who resist it. But this does not mean you should stop trying.”

Luca looked at him. “They’re having the final vote in a week. After 

that, there’s nothing we can do to stop it. 

That big meeting’s our last shot.”



“We’ll help you,” said Allie. “Whatever it takes. We can’t let this be destroyed. We 

have to save the Forest.”

“I’ve tried everything myself already,” said Luca.

“Maybe that’s the problem,” Allie pointed out. “You were alone. You need to find others 

to join you, convince them to stand with you. If we were many, all working together, we 

would have so much more power.”

“You’re right,” Luca agreed. “But how do we get others on board?” 

“Tea is where we start. It worked for him,” she said, indicating the Old Man. “The 

whole World was on his side. Tea brings conversation, and conversation brings change.” 

“So we get a group together,” Luca said, nodding. “Then we could present it to them in a 

packet we create, explaining why we need to save the Forest.”

“Yes!” cried Allie. “They think about the message while they drink, then do the same 

thing with their friends. Through the power of tea, the team will grow and grow and 

grow!”

“It’s worth a shot,” said Luca. “Let’s go for it.” They high-fived, and the Old Man sat 

back, smiling. Outside, the light was beginning to fade, and the air was filled with 

birdsong.

“Allie,” said the Old Man. “Now you are joining us on this journey, there are others 

you need to meet.” He opened the door wide and stepped into the clearing, letting 

out a low-pitched whistle. All was still.

Then the leaves and the bushes started twitching. A flock of birds 

descended, perching on low branches. A deer bounded into 

the clearing, followed by several others. Foxes slunk into 

view, and squirrels scampered down from their hiding 

places, clinging to the bark of the trees.

The clearing was alive with animals, and all of them 

were looking at us.

CHAPTER 5 
 “Friends,” the Old Man began. “As we know, our home is in danger. There are plans to 

bring the machines to take away our trees, to destroy our houses, our sources of food.” 

This cut through the silence like a knife. “For this reminder, I am sorry.”

“But we have among us two new allies,” Luca proclaimed. “I present to you Allie and 

Hedgehog.”

“They look pretty small to me,” a fox growled, looking at us suspiciously. “I don’t see 

how they’ll stop the machines.”

“Who’s to say that they’re even really on our side?” asked a squirrel. The clearing filled 

with frantic whispers.

“They speak the same language,” said one of the deer. “They can talk to other humans. 

We cannot. The Old Man believes in them. I believe in him.”

“Yes,” said another deer. “Any friend of his is a friend of ours.”

“Here’s to that!” cried a voice. Other cheers joined in.

“Welcome,” said the deer. 

“Welcome,” the rest of the animals chorused. I looked at Allie. Allie looked at 

me. Both of us were grinning from ear to ear.

We were watched with open trust and faith. The others believed that we 

were capable. Somehow, that made me believe it, too.

“If Allie and Hedgehog are to help save us, 

they need to hear our stories,” 

said the Old Man. 



“They need to understand us.”

The animals started talking, sharing their stories, and the stories of their ancestors. 

They told us about the World that existed before. They told us about their lives now, 

how they were running out of space, and how sometimes, in the winter months, many of 

them went hungry: there was no longer enough food for everyone. Most of the time, 

they just about managed, but each year, the food supply became smaller and smaller. 

It never used to be like that.

“The whole World is changing,” said one of the deer, “and not just our little piece of it. 

Things are happening that even those Humans don’t understand.”

“The awful thing is that those who do the least to cause it are suffering the most,” 

interjected an owl, perched up in the trees. “And they’re the ones who are the most 

defenceless, too.”

“If humans run out of water, or food, they can move,” a fox pointed out. “But we don’t 

have anywhere else to go. We’re surrounded by concrete. There’s no way out.”

“They’ve taken almost everything we have, and now they want more!” a shrew cried. 

“They can’t do that!” He burst into angry tears, and a group of little animals gathered 

around him, stroking his fur.

“We won’t let them do that,” said Luca firmly. “We will stop 

them.”

“Thank you for sharing your stories,” she said, 

brushing a tear from her eye. “I promise 

that we will do our best to help. In any way 

we can.”

Night finally fell and everyone said 

goodbye. Allie thanked the Old Man, 

promising to return, and Luca led us 

out of the clearing.

“Here we are,” 

Luca said, after 

we’d walked a 

little way. He 

struck a match and lit a fire. 

“It’s not much, but it’s home.” 

The flames danced across the 

trees, illuminating a makeshift 

den a couple paces from where 

we stood. It looked cosy, made from branches balanced against a 

tree trunk, covered in a layer of brown leaves. “You’re both welcome here as long as you 

need.”

Allie sat down beside the fire, warming her hands. “How long have you lived like this?”

“I’ve lost track of time. Years, maybe. Before that, I was spending all my time out here 

anyway, just walking, sitting, and reading. I met the Old Man, became friends with all 

the animals. Then this began to feel like home. So living here just made sense.”

“You’re all by yourself. Don’t you miss your old friends and family?”

“I have everything I need here. If I want to talk to someone, I can. I’ve got the trees, 

the squirrels, the Old Man… even the occasional strange traveller who happens to 

wander by.” He winked at Allie.

“I’m not strange!” she protested.

“You are a bit,” he said, grinning. “You’d have to be if you want to stay here. But strange 

is a good thing, Allie. Means you’re special.” He poked the fire with a stick, making 

sparks fly. “How about you, Hedgehog? What makes you strange?”

I thought about it for a moment. I had always been odd—the other tea pets in the 

Café always said so. I didn’t feel like I really fitted in anywhere, but I 

thought that everyone felt that way.



“I didn’t want to follow what the others were doing,” I said. “I wanted to see more of 

the World than the four walls of the Café.”

“Hedgehog jumped from a table into my bag to come explore with me. I didn’t know a 

thing about it until we were on the train,” she laughed.

Luca looked impressed. “That’s pretty brave,” he said. “You left everything you knew 

behind to explore the unknown.”

“I suppose I did,” I said. He made me sound like an intrepid explorer. I liked that. “How 

did you find out about the plans to destroy the Forest?” 

“They announced it all over the City. The Council were so proud of their plans, they 

wanted everyone to know,” he said bitterly. “I went out to talk to people, tried to get 

signatures on a petition. I sat outside the Council building with a sign for a whole week. 

I put posters up all over the City. Nothing worked. It wasn’t enough. Nobody cared.”

“I don’t understand why,” said Allie.

“Adults don’t listen to kids. They don’t take us seriously. They think we don’t know 

anything, but we do—more than them, sometimes,” he kicked at a rock on the floor and 

it rolled feebly over. “I want to give up.”

“We have a week left,” Allie said. “And you’re not doing this alone anymore; you’ve got 

us. We’ll think of something, I promise.”

“Alright.” Luca doused the fire pit, the embers hissing as the water hit them. “Time for 

bed, I think.” 

We wriggled under a mountain of blankets, and Luca pinned a piece of material over the 

opening of the den.

“Goodnight,” he said. “Thank you for today.”

“You’re welcome,” said Allie. “Sleep tight, Luca.”

We all drifted off together.

CHAPTER 6 
I woke up with the light, my ears filled with birdsong and guitar. 

Guitar? In the Forest?

“Can you hear that?” I whispered.

Allie stirred. “Hear what?” she mumbled, her eyes still closed. Luca was already awake, 

sitting up and scribbling on a piece of paper.

“The guitar,” I said. “Listen.”

We were all quiet. There they were again, those distant strummed chords.

“I hear it,” said Luca. “Let’s go investigate.”

Allie tucked me in her pocket, pulled on her boots, and ducked out of the den. Luca 

charged ahead, following the music. It didn’t take us long to find where it came 

from.

A girl was sitting in the lower branches of a tree, her back to us. She cradled 

her instrument in her lap. A stick snapped under Allie’s foot and the girl jumped, 

nearly falling off her perch.

“Oh!” she cried. “Hello! I didn’t hear you coming!”

“You play lovely music,” said Allie. The girl ducked her head, embarrassed.

“I’m Luca,” said Luca, stepping forwards. “This is Allie, and that’s 

Hedgehog.” I waved a paw at her. She waved back shyly.

“I’m Gracie,” she said.

“What brings you to the Forest?” asked Luca.



“I go for walks here sometimes,” she said. “Nature inspires me. Today I brought my 

guitar to do some writing, and somehow I ended up wandering further in than I ever 

have before...” She stopped what she was saying, lost in thought. “Time’s running out 

for the Forest, so I’m just trying to appreciate it while I still can.”

    “So you know…” said Luca. “We want to stop it from happening. We’re going to save 

the Forest. You could join us.”

“It’s impossible,” she said sadly. “The vote’s in a week. There’s not enough time. And 

anyway, important people don’t listen to kids like us.”

“Care to join us for a cup of tea?” Luca said.

We found ourselves outside the little stone house. The Old Man bowed his head. “Glad 

to meet you, Gracie.” Empty cups were passed around and we settled under a tree. Luca 

pulled a twist of paper from his pocket.

“This is for you,” he said, handing it to Gracie. “Open it.”

Inside was a little bag of Forest tea. She smoothed out the paper. It was covered in 

scribbled words. “This is my story,” said Luca. “I tell you why the Forest is important 

to me, why I can’t just stand by and watch it get destroyed.” 

Gracie read the letter. After a while, she looked up. “It’s all true?” she asked. “You 

have a powerful story.”

“Thank you. This place means the World to me,” Luca said.

“We need more people to join us,” Allie said. “Gracie, do you want to help us save the 

Forest?”

“I’m not sure that I’m the right person. I’m just a drop in the 

ocean. I can’t make a difference.”

“You are indeed a drop in the ocean,” agreed 

the Old Man. 

“But what is the ocean except for many drops?”

“Let’s drink to that,” said Luca. He distributed some 

Forest tea, then poured hot water into the cups. He took a sip. 

The others did the same. Then he started speaking. His voice was different: 

slow, deep, and deliberate.

“Once upon a time, our whole city was covered in trees and green. There were 

no cars, no concrete, no plastic. The animals roamed wherever they pleased and 

all was in balance.

Then we came. We cut down the trees, we burned the Forest, we exploited 

the land. We stripped it of its resources and did nothing to renourish it. The 

Forest got smaller and smaller, the animals lost their homes and their lives, 

but we continued. Nature cried out, but we refused to listen.

That brings us to today. Right in the heart of our country, we find what is left 

of the Forest. It is rich, it is beautiful, it is full of life. There are many beings 

who live there, with their own lives and worlds.

But maybe not for much longer. The machines are coming.

The Forest is worth saving. But if we don’t do it, then nobody will.

We need to act while we still have time.”

Luca finished and Allie and I waited, barely daring to breathe. Gracie stared at 

her empty tea cup. 

“If we don’t do it, nobody will,” she repeated. “I’m in. What do you need? How 

can I help?”



Allie jumped up and gave her a hug. “Brilliant! We want to get more people involved. Do 

you know anyone?”

“I have a few friends who might help,” she said. “How will you do it? Save the Forest?”

“We think the answer is tea,” said Luca. 

“We do what we just did for you, but on a bigger scale. We want to deliver our message 

along with cups of Forest tea to the Council.”

“That’s ambitious,” said Gracie. “But I think it could work—it did for me. Tea certainly 

is powerful.”

“So we’ll repeat the process,” said Allie. “We gather Forest tea, and then we create 

packages for it that explain why it’s so important to save the Forest. Then we present 

it to our friends, and they present it to their friends, and so on and so forth. With a 

group behind us, we’ll have a better chance of convincing the Council.” Allie was glowing, 

thrilled with the plan we had come up with. Luca and Gracie nodded enthusiastically.

It seemed perfect to me.

We were going to change the World. With tea.

CHAPTER 7 
Finding Gracie turned out to be a real stroke of luck: it was like she knew the whole 

City! Following the Old Man’s directions, we foraged for the Forest tea together, 

quickly filling a basket with greens. Gracie took an armful and wandered out of the 

woods, guitar slung across her back. 

When she returned in the afternoon, she was followed by a chattering crowd.

“New recruits!” she declared, gesturing to the group gathered behind her. “I gave them 

each a packet of tea, we drank it together, and I explained the situation. They’re all on 

board. It worked!” 

Luca high-fived her. “Nice one!”

Gracie introduced each of her friends in turn. “I have a surprise for you, Hedgehog,” 

she said, smiling. “Look.”

She pulled something from her pocket, and others behind her did the same. They held 

out their hands and unclasped their fingers.

In each of their palms was a tea pet.

“I thought it might be lonely, being one of the only ones like you. So we brought you 

some friends.”

“Thank you,” I said. If tea pets could cry, I definitely would have. Allie 

placed me on a tree stump, and the others brought their tea pets, 

arranging us in a circle. 



Surrounded by others like me, I felt less small.

The Humans made their own circle, filling the little clearing, launching into conversation 

about the days to come. 

“I’m so happy to meet you,” I said. “You’re the first tea pets I’ve met since leaving the 

Café. I didn’t realise we lived out in the World, too. Where do you all come from?”

Everybody’s story was different. One of the tea pets had already lived many lives, 

passing through the hands of many Humans. Others were given to their Human as a 

birthday present. Some couldn’t even remember a time before the life that they were 

living now.

I noticed that one of the tea pets hadn’t said anything at all.

“How about you Mouse?” I prompted. “Where are you from?” She looked at me and 

squeaked softly.

“I don’t think Mouse speaks our language,” Lion said. “Fortunately for her, I happen to 

speak a little Mouse myself.” He let out a series of squeaks, and I tried not to laugh: 

I wasn’t expecting to hear high-pitched squeaks coming from his big Lion body. Mouse 

squeaked back and Lion listened carefully, nodding. He turned back to us.

“Mouse says that she went on a long, long journey. She comes from somewhere very 

far away. She has been passed from person to person for as long as she can remember, 

always moving. Then she met her current Human, and from there, it’s the same story as 

the rest of us.” 

Mouse squeaked again.

“And she’s very happy to meet you, Hedgehog,” Lion translated. I beamed at Mouse.

“What’s it like not being able to understand what people around you are saying?” I 

asked. Mouse squeaked something to Lion.

“She says she understands a lot more than she used to, but it’s difficult. She can’t 

express herself like everyone else.”

I thought I understood that feeling. At the Café, I couldn’t speak to the Humans I sat 

with. I understood, but could never respond. I ached to join in those conversations. 

“So,” Lion said, clearing his throat. “The meeting Friday. What can we do to help?”

“I’ve been thinking about that too,” I said. “I have no idea how to be useful. Truthfully, 

I feel too small, too insignificant.”

Owl let out a low hoot. “Nonsense,” she said. “Yes, we are small, but we are not 

insignificant. We see the World from a different perspective, that’s all. This 

difference is a strength.”

I hadn’t thought about it that way.

“So we have to find a different way to help,” she continued. “We have our own 

strengths, and it’s up to us to use them. We are small, but we are important.”

“What are our strengths?” I asked.

Kindness, wisdom, and bravery were called out.

“I am patient,” said one tea pet.

“I am loyal,” said another.

“How about you, Hedgehog?”

Everyone looked at me expectantly. I hadn’t thought about it myself.

“I am a good listener,” I said finally. 

“There we go,” said Lion. “What a fine array of qualities that is!”

We talked and talked, swapping stories from our lives. I felt content. I had found 

others like me. Others who thought like me, looked like me, shared some of my 

experiences. 



We were very different from each other in many ways. But as Owl had said, our 

differences can be our strengths—if we use them in the right way.

We turned to watch the group of Humans, busy chatting.

“On Thursday, we’ll be here preparing for the meeting,” said Allie. “Friday is the big 

day. We’ll be at the Council building at 9am sharp.” 

“Let’s spread the word,” said Gracie. “If we can get a crowd together, we’ll have more 

of a chance of winning them over.”

“Think of four people you know,” said Luca. “Take them some tea, make some packets. 

Offer them to your friends to drink while you give them your message. Tell them about 

the meeting. Tell them why you care about the Forest. Invite them to come and spend 

some time with us. All are welcome here.”

The patch of blue sky above our heads was turning darker and darker. Stars began to 

appear. I watched them twinkle. There I was, sitting on top of a tree stump with my 

new friends. I felt like I was sitting on top of the World.

CHAPTER 8 
It was like a wave had crashed. As the week went on, more and more people came to 

the Forest. We were an interesting group, with Humans of all ages coming together to 

spend time in nature. Most came to spend the day, packing up to leave before darkness 

fell. Some stayed overnight, pitching up in tents or constructing their own makeshift 

dens from fallen branches. 

Thursday came, and with it arrived still more people, armed with paint, pens, and paper.

“Hey everyone!” Allie said, introducing herself. “As you know, tomorrow is the Council 

meeting that decides the future of the Forest. We have one day to persuade them to 

save it.”

“I want you all to get your creative save-the-Forest caps on.” Luca took over, whipping 

out a hat and placing it on his head. “I brought mine!” It was the silliest hat that I’d 

ever seen, flopping all over the place, a patchwork of colours that didn’t go together at 

all.

The clearing exploded with laughter. Allie doubled over, shaking, and I dug my claws in, 

terrified that I might tumble out of her pocket.

Luca cleared his throat. “Back to the serious stuff,” he said, adjusting his hat. “The 

plan is to spend today making the packaging to go with our Forest tea. Let your 

imagination run wild. The more creative the better. 

Tell your own story. Why do you care about the 

Forest? And why should they care enough to 

save it?”

“Before we get started today,” Allie 

began, passing cups through the 

crowd, “let’s drink a tea toast.”

“To the Forest!” Luca cried, holding 

his teacup aloft.



“To the Forest!” the crowd chorused back. There were cheers, and the clearing echoed 

with the clink of china against china.

“Let’s go!” said Luca. “If you need help, just ask. We’ll be around.”

The crowd separated into smaller groups, claiming patches of the clearing for 

themselves. Us tea pets wandered between them, setting to work folding paper and 

smoothing creases. We held the end of sticky tape, put our paws to good use securing 

knots, and signed letters with inky footprints. It was beautiful. Tea pets and Humans 

working side by side. 

Time flew past, and before I knew it, the sun was already setting. Allie returned with 

the group who went foraging, holding a basket that was brimming with Forest tea. 

Those who stayed had been just as productive. There were decorated paper boxes, 

models of Forest animals, origami trees and plants. One Human had stitched together 

a series of tiny cloth bags, embroidering them all over with motifs inspired by the 

Forest. Gracie supplied music, strumming chords and picking melodies that drifted into 

the canopy.

Luca clapped his hands to get everyone’s attention.

“We’ve been blown away by what you’ve done. Let’s make a big circle and share our 

creations with each other.”

Allie found me and picked me up. “Hey, Hedgehog!” she said. “How’s it going?”

“Wonderfully,” I said. “I’ve had a great day. How about you?”

“The same,” she replied. “It’s incredible to see so many people here.” The 

circle opened up and she sat down beside Luca. “How would you feel 

about helping start the conversation?” she asked me. “You’ll be 

passed from person to person, making sure that everyone who 

wants to talk can, and that everyone is listened to.”

“Absolutely—as long as they’re careful with me!” I said.

Allie stood up to address the gathering. 

“Show us what you’ve made. Tell us about what you’ve learned. Who today has made 

a big impact on you?” She paused. “There’s only one rule: you may only speak if you’re 

holding Hedgehog. Who’s first?”

A hand on the other side of the circle shot up and Allie passed me into a his cupped 

palms. 

“I made this,” he said, holding up a page filled with collaged trees. “I used the Forest to 

recreate the Forest. It’s made entirely out of dirt and fallen leaves and pieces of bark. 

I wanted to bring its beauty to the Council.”

“What do you find beautiful about the Forest?” I asked.

“It’s full of life. It breathes. I feel peaceful here…” he smiled brightly. “Who’s next?”

Several hands went up. They presented drawings, folded boxes, letters and poems. 

Each thing was unique. Then Gracie raised her hand. I was carried across the circle to 

her.

“Drawing, cutting, and sticking aren’t really my thing,” she began. “So I wrote a song. A 

song for the Forest. I’d love to share it with you.” She began to strum. Then she sang. 

Her voice was light, like a breath of fresh air. Then it transformed, ringing out through 

the trees.



“I want to live in a world of green…” she sang. “Under the whispers of the trees…”

The chords slowed, her voice softened, and she came to a stop. Silence. Nobody dared 

break it. 

Finished, she laid her hand across her guitar strings. “Who—” she began, but she didn’t 

finish her sentence. The whole circle broke out into applause. 

“I’ve never sung in front of anyone,” she said, when it eventually calmed down. “Thank 

you for being my first audience.”

Luca pulled her into a hug. Then he stepped back, miming a zip across his mouth. She 

laughed and handed me over to him so he could talk. “You were great, Gracie,” he said, 

beaming. “So great. That chorus is really catchy. I’m going to be singing it in my sleep, 

I’m telling you. Thank you for sharing that.”

“Could you sing it tomorrow?” I asked Gracie. “At the Council meeting? They need to 

hear it.”

“That sounds scary,” she said, biting her lip. “But I’ll do it.”

The circle erupted in another round of applause. Luca made his way to the middle.

 “Thank you all. Tomorrow is going to be a big day, so make sure you get your beauty 

sleep,” he said. “See you at 9am outside the Council building. Bring anyone you can get. 

Dress to save the Forest. Bring signs. Bring cake. Gracie, bring your guitar.”

Most of the crowd left, stopping to let us know that they’d be at the Council building 

tomorrow. Gracie stayed, along with some of the friends she’d brought the first day.

“How do you think that went?” asked Luca.

“It was fantastic,” said Gracie. “What a wonderful day. I met so many interesting 

people.”

“I think we’re ready for tomorrow,” said Allie. “We’ve got the tea. We’ve got the 

packaging. We’ve got our stories.”

“All we need to do now is to figure out how to get in there,” said Luca.

“Easy,” I said. “Tea.”



hung on every available wall space, elderly humans in fancy 

robes staring at us from the frames. Every so often, 

someone emerged from one of the doors, crossed 

the room, and disappeared the other side. 

Nobody paid the slightest bit of attention to us.

“Wow! Isn’t it beautiful?” Gracie gasped. 

“It is,” Luca agreed. “Now we just need to find the person 

in charge.”

“That’ll be me,” said a stern voice. We swung around.

The person in charge turned out to be a man in a suit with slick black hair and glasses. 

“What is it?” he said from his desk, not lifting his eyes from his work.

“We have a message to deliver,” said Luca. The man glanced at us.

“No time,” he barked. “We are about to have a very important meeting.”

“Our message is very important,” insisted Luca.

“It can wait until tomorrow,” he dismissed.

“No, it can’t!” I shouted. “You’ve got to listen!” 

The man stared at me, shocked. I was surprised, too. I didn’t normally speak to people 

like that. “The hedgehog… talks?” he said uncertainly. “I must be going mad.”

“You’re not mad,” I reassured him with a smile. Another grown Human going out of his 

way not to believe the truth. “We’re not mad, either. We really do have an important 

message to give you.”

“Tell me, then,” he said, his eyes back on his work. “But make it quick.”

“We want to save the Forest,” Luca said. He stepped up to the desk and passed the man 

an envelope. “This is for you. Tea from the trees. We’d like you to drink it while you 

consider what we have to say.”

CHAPTER 9 
Most of the Forest was still sleeping when we left. The sun only just rising as we 

trudged through the trees. Allie was quiet, probably thinking about the day ahead, and 

Luca was attempting to rally the group that stretched behind us. There were so many 

of us now—and those were just the people who had stayed in the Forest. They carried 

signs we’d made the night before, with slogans like: “Cut the greed, not the green!” 

“Stop the chop!” “Trees need us and we need trees!”

Just as I was beginning to wonder if we’d gone completely the wrong way, the trees 

started to thin. Then we stepped across the boundary. We were out.

Concrete buildings, instead of trees, towered above us. 

We were following tarmac roads now instead of dirt tracks. Cars zoomed past, spitting 

out smelly fumes. No sign of any trees. I already missed the green. How could people 

live in a World like this all the time?

I knew the Council Building as soon as I saw it. It was more beautiful than any 

of the others we’d passed, covered in statues and carvings. A row of sweeping 

steps led to a magnificent door. Luca pulled on the handle. It opened.

“Shall we?” he said.

“We’ve got nothing to lose,” said Allie.

We stepped into a room that was 

grander than any I’d ever seen 

before. The marble floor glittered 

in the light from the 

chandeliers. Massive 

paintings 



He turned the envelope over in his hands, then slid one fingernail under the seal, 

shaking out its contents. There was the tea, wrapped in fabric, along with a letter, 

illustrated with pictures of the Forest, the animals, even a picture of the Old Man and 

Luca in his den. The man began to laugh.

“You kids,” he muttered, shaking his head. “Someone’s got to tell you the truth. You 

can’t change anything—” he interrupted himself with another guffaw, “—with tea!”

There was a commotion outside the building. A bell chimed 9 o’clock. Our people!

The man crossed to the window and threw it open. “What on Earth..?” 

Chants poured in. They were shouting the slogans they’d painted on their signs. Some 

of them were singing. There were drums, bells, and whistles. It was loud, and it was 

joyful.

“These people were brought together by tea,” said Luca. “Not just children. Adults, 

too. We’re not the only ones who want to save the Forest. Just look. Listen.”

“Drink the tea, read our letter, listen to their words,” said Allie, softly. 

He turned around. “I can’t help you,” he said flatly. “I don’t have the 

power to change anything on my own.”

So, this grown Human, in his suit and tie and shiny shoes, felt small and powerless, too. 

He was just like us.

“Nobody can change anything alone,” said Allie. “That’s why we need your help. We 

want to speak at the meeting. We want to give the Council our tea. We want them to 

consider our message.”

The man shook his head. Allie’s face crumpled.

“I see,” said Luca coolly. “Thank you for your time anyway, sir.” He started to walk back 

across the room. 

Allie caught up with him. “We can’t just give up like that!” she hissed in his ear. 

“We’re not giving up,” he said out the corner of his mouth. “Trust me.”

Just as the words left his mouth, there was a click, followed by the sound of hot water 

splashing into a mug. 

“Wait,” the man called as Luca put his hand on the doorknob. “I’ll help you.”

The meeting room was enormous, even bigger than the entrance hall, with a ceiling so 

high that it felt like we weren’t in a room at all. At our request, the man arranged for 

cups to be brought and water to be heated. These sat on trolleys either side of the 

rows of seats.

The man eyed Gracie with her guitar.

“This is Gracie. She’s going to perform a song that she wrote for us.”

He looked uncertain. “Nothing like that has happened here before.”

“Perfect,” said Luca. “It’s bound to make  

an impact, then.”



We distributed the tea packets between the places, then settled in the very back row 

as Humans in suits filled the room. 

“Silence, please!” The man got up to speak. “Thank you for coming. Today, we are 

discussing policies that will impact the Forest area of our country. We will then vote 

to decide the action that will be taken.” He glanced at the clock. “Meeting opened at 

9.35am.”

The stage was taken by a series of people discussing the benefits of the proposed 

policies.

“An increase in our country’s population has led to an increase in housing demand,” said 

a human in a booming voice. “It is our duty to meet this demand. And at Dreamland 

Developments, we’ll do better than meet it—we’ll exceed it.” 

A map flashed on screen at the back of the room. At its  centre was a bright green—

the Forest! Another click, and the green disappeared, covered by a plan of pristine 

houses. There was a round of applause. 

Then it was Allie and Luca’s turn. I held my breath.

“Hey everyone! I’m Luca.”

“And I’m Allie.”

“We’d like to suggest a quick tea break.” Gracie passed tea cups and hot water along 

the rows.

“Drink the tea and reflect on the packet that has come with it,” Allie said. “Each packet 

is unique, created by somebody who loves the Forest. As you drink, we ask you to 

consider the message presented to you.”

“The tea you are drinking comes from the Forest,” Luca said. “It tastes of life, Earth, 

and rain.”

They stood back from the podium, and took sips from their cups. The only sound was 

the rustle of paper. I watched from Allie’s pocket as the people in the room studied 

the packets they had been given. We waited.



“There are many voices on this issue, and we cannot speak  

for all of them. I hope that after having reflected on the  

packets, you have heard and understood a voice besides ours.”

“The Forest is our future,” Luca declared. “We are counting on you to keep it safe.” 

Gracie walked onto the platform. “Hi,” she said, speaking into the microphone. “I 

wanted to share a song I wrote with you. This is for the Forest.”

She closed her eyes, her fingers trembling as they found their way across the 

guitar. The air filled with her beautiful voice. The room changed.

When she finished, there was the loudest applause that I had ever heard in my 

life—not just from inside the room, but also storming in through the windows, 

where the others had been listening from outside. The man waited for calm.

“Thank you all,” he said. “Now it’s time for the vote. Proposition: to sell the Forest to 

Dreamland Development. All in favour?”

CHAPTER 10 
A few hands rose. The Developer, a couple of the Council members who had spoken. 

They looked around the room, expecting to see others join them. When nobody else 

moved, the Developer scowled.

“All against?”

I locked eyes with a Human in the front row, willing him to lift his arm. He stared back 

at me, unmoving. 

Then slowly, miraculously, his hand rose into the air.

It was like a switch had flipped. The humans on either side of him put their hands into 

the air. It spread like a wave, Human after Human joining the sea of hands. Nearly the 

whole room was against the motion. They all wanted to save the Forest.

“Motion not passed.”

Cheering and applause surged from outside. Allie, Luca, and the others joined in, leading 

the rest of the room in celebrating their victory. Our plan had worked!

The Forest had been saved!

Back in the Forest, the Old Man called a gathering, and we announced the news to 

everyone. The foxes jumped for joy, all the birds let out a chorus of song, and the 

frogs started a choir of croaking. 

I had been part of it all. I had been brave when I made the first leap in the Café. I had 

been brave again when I spoke in the Council Building. I had listened, I had spoken, I 

had asked questions. I had encouraged Allie and Luca. I had stuck by their sides.

But even after doing all that, there was still some part of me that felt uneasy. It had 

been a wonderful adventure. I had learned so much about myself, so much about the 

World. Now I wanted familiarity. I missed the Café. 

I found the Old Man.



He picked me up and carried me into his home. “Let us share a cup of tea, away from all 

the noise.” He poured hot water into a cup, and gently, ever so gently, fed some to me. 

Everything relaxed as the heat flooded through me.

“Tell me, what do you want to discuss?”

I opened up my heart. I told him about how grateful I was to have met Allie, to have 

been able to get out into the World and do something to make it better. But then I told 

him about the my homesickness, the feeling that something wasn’t quite as it should be.

“You have gone through a big change,” he said. “With no preparation, you left 

everything you knew for a new life. You still don’t know your place in this new World—

though I must say that you’ve done brilliantly so far. It is so very normal to feel this 

way.”

It felt good to talk, and even better to be listened to. I 

wonder if this was how I made people feel when I listened 

to them.

“The World will always be here,” he continued. “Go back 

to that Café, go back to what you know—for some time, at 

least. Hedgehog, you are not the same tea pet that you once 

were. You have gone on a journey that has changed you. You will 

bring value to your community back home. I think they need you.”

I thought of the Café, thought of the same routine, the feeling of 

powerlessness, the desire to explore and do more. But now things had changed: I no 

longer felt powerless. I felt strong and brave, like I could do anything I wanted. I felt 

capable.

“You are right,” I said to the Old Man. “Thank you.”

“Thank yourself,” he replied with a smile. “You did the work. You did the changing. You 

should be so proud, Hedgehog.”

Everything felt a lot clearer now I’d spoken to the Old Man. That night, I told Allie 

that I was ready to go back to the Café.

“I’ll go with you,” she said. “Leave it with me, I’ll sort it out. For now, let’s go back and 

join the others.”

So we did. The Forest was full. Humans, animals, and tea pets were all singing and 

dancing together, celebrating what we had achieved. I belonged.

After a long night, we curled up and fell asleep, exhausted. Then morning came, and we 

said our goodbyes. Allie hugged Luca and Gracie tight.

“Thank you for everything,” she said, wiping tears from her eyes. “I hope we see each 

other again.”

“We will,” said Luca. “I can feel it.”

Then she turned to the Old Man. “Thank you for your wisdom and your kindness. We 

couldn’t have done it without you.”

He bowed his head. “You believed in yourselves. That came from you.”



CHAPTER 10 

After the long walk back to the City, we found ourselves in the same station that we’d 

arrived at a week ago. Our train was waiting.

We talked and talked, yesterday’s excitement still keeping us going. Eventually, dark 

came, the train rumbled on, and we both fell asleep.

In the morning, the train pulled into the final station. We headed straight for the 

Café. The bell tinkled as Allie pushed open the door. I peeked out of her pocket. The 

Café seemed completely different, though everything was still as it had been. Then 

I realised: it wasn’t that the Café had changed—I had. I was seeing my old World 

through new eyes.

The waitress brought over Allie’s tea. I recognised the tea pet on her tray: Pig. She 

had always told me that I asked too many 

questions. Allie took me out of her 

pocket and placed me on the table. She 

shared her tea between Pig and me, 

then took a sip herself.

“What will you do next?” I whispered. 

Allie glanced around to make sure she 

wasn’t being watched.

“Find somewhere new to travel to,” 

she said. “I want to keep exploring 

the World.”

“Maybe you can find another Forest to 

save,” I suggested.

“Maybe,” she said, smiling. “Now that I know how!” She sipped her tea thoughtfully. 

Then it was all gone. She stood up to leave. This time, I wouldn’t be going with her. 

“Will I ever see you again?” I asked.

“Of course,” she said. “I’ll come back one day, I promise. And we’ll do it all over again. 

We’ll have a new adventure.”

We said goodbye, and then the bell tinkled. I watched the door swing shut behind her. 

It happened so quickly. 

Suddenly, I didn’t feel ready to go back to my old life. I wanted to chase after Allie, 

tell her that I’d changed my mind, and ask her to take me with her. It was already too 

late. She was already too far away. I had to follow my own path.

The waitress bustled over with her tray and started tidying the table.

“Hello, you!” she said when she saw me. “Where have you been hiding? 

I thought you were gone for good.”



I was about to tell her about my adventure, that I’d changed the World and changed 

myself—until I remembered that she wasn’t expecting a response. She was just like 

most other grown Humans. The waitress tucked me and Pig back in the cabinet. It was 

warm and familiar. As soon as the waitress left the back room, everyone sprang to life.

“Hedgehog!” 

 “You’re back!” 

  “Where did you go?” 

   “We thought you were gone forever!” 

    “Someone said you’d been stolen!” 

     “Someone said you nearly got smashed!” 

      “Were you scared?”

“It’s good to be back,” I said. “I have been on an incredible journey. The Hedgehog that 

you see now is not the same Hedgehog that you used to know.”

I told them everything. Nobody interrupted me. They listened to every word. I told 

them about meeting Allie, the decision to jump, being introduced to the Old Man in the 

Forest and all the animals. I told them about meeting other tea pets. I told them the 

Old Man’s story of how he changed the World with the power of tea. I told them about 

all the humans who came together to save the Forest. I spoke and spoke—more than I 

had ever spoken before. The more I spoke, the more I felt able to speak. 

“You’re right,” said Pig. “I see that you are not the same Hedgehog that you were 

before. What has changed?”

“I believe in myself,” I said. That was the truth. 

I knew that I was capable of doing anything I wanted. I could change the World—I had 

changed the World, even if only a small part of it. I wanted to help others do the same. 

I had a message to spread and I believed in what I had to say.

What I realised is that nobody is too small or too unimportant to make a difference. 

Most of us just don’t know it until we try.

WORKSHOP

Hello! It’s so good to meet you.

 My name is Hedgehog. What’s your name? 

Can you write it down here for me? 

WRITE YOUR NAME HERE 

………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………………

You want to change the World? Amazing. I’m here to help you do that. The idea of 

changing the World can feel quite scary, but don’t worry, we’re going to figure it out 

together! Let’s take it one step at a time.

To help you along your Time For Tea journey, I have a few questions I’d like to ask. If 

you have a grown person with you, they’re very welcome to join in too!

Asking questions is a great thing. It helps us understand ourselves and the World 

around us better. There aren’t any right or wrong answers. You can write it or draw it, 

or ask a grown person very nicely to write or draw it for you.



Q1. What do you love spending your time doing? Thinking about what we love to do 

is very important, because it helps us to understand the best way for us to help change 

the World. You can write about it or draw it.

Q2. Think about where you live and the people in your community. Can you think of 

any problems? Is there anything you want to change? Write or draw as many ideas as 

you like.

Q3. From all the problems or ideas you’ve thought about, which one is most 

important to you?Why do you care about it? Saying why we care about something can 

make our message a lot more powerful because it helps other people understand why 

it’s important.

Q4. Is there anyone you know who cares about the same thing? When we want to 

change things, working with other people is usually a lot better than working alone (and 

it’s a lot more fun!)

Q5. Who do you want to listen to you? Who has the power or knowledge to help 

you solve the problem? It could be just one person (like a politician, a business person, 

a head teacher, or a celebrity). Or it could be a lot of people like your school or your 

friends. It all depends what you want to fix. If you need help finding or contacting this 

person or group, you can ask your teacher or another grown person to help you.

Q6. How do you want to deliver your Time For Tea message? Can you make an 

amazing packet for your tea? The only limit is your creativity! Try to think about how 

you could show your message in an interesting and imaginative way



YOUR TIME FOR TEA PROJECT
Thank you so much for answering all my questions! You’re already on your way to 
changing the World. Now you’ve thought about my questions, the next part should be 
easy-peasy. Here are the steps for the Time For Tea process. Work with your friends 
at school or in your free time. Try to find a grown person to help you.

1.  Decide what problem you want to fix. What do you want to say about it, and who do 
you want to listen to you?

2.  Buy a packet of tea (or even go foraging for your own, like Allie and Luca), and 
decide on the most original and creative way to package and deliver it. Make sure 
it’s something that includes your message.

3.  Deliver your special tea and your message to the person or people you’ve chosen. 
Why not ask them if they will meet you and drink tea together?! It’s the best way 
to get them to listen, and it also gives you an opportunity to practise speaking about 
things you care about.

4.  Tell the story of the project you have done. You can do this in any way you like, but 
one idea is to take photos and videos along the way. Just remember, you’ll need to 
plan this at the beginning, so you don’t miss anything as you go along.

5.  Share your story! You can try your school website, social media, a local newspaper, 
TV, or radio station. (Ask a grown person for help if you need to). Sharing what 
we’re doing with other people can inspire others to take action. Little by little, we 
all work together to change the World!

6.  Then send your story to the Time for Tea team! They’d love to see what you get 
up to, and they will publish your report on the Time for Tea website, sharing your 
story with the World, and helping you to connect with other groups from all kinds of 
countries!

There you go—you’re all set to go out there and start changing the World! Believe in 
yourself and your message, and other people will believe in it too. Just remember what 
I discovered: no one is too small to make a difference!

Good luck!

Hedgehog

MORE ACTIVITIES

1. FACTS ABOUT TEA  

How much do you know about tea? Can you find out some interesting facts? You could 

look online, go to the library, or maybe go to a tea shop and ask them some questions.  

Here are some questions to get you started. I’m sure you can think of a lot more…

• What kinds of tea are there? Is the “forest tea” in this story a real thing?

• When did people first start drinking tea?

• Where does tea come from?

• Can you find out about a country where people don’t drink much tea?  

Why not? What do they like instead?

• How do you make a perfect cup of tea?

• What’s the strangest fact or story you can find about tea? 
 

2. TEA TIME RESEARCH  

What about doing some research on what people in your town think about tea? Work 

together to create a questionnaire, and then go out and ask your family, friends and 

maybe some older people where you live. It could be a great school project – make a 

poster of your results and we’ll publish it on the Time for Tea website! For example:

• Who likes tea? Why? Why not? Is there a difference between what young and old 

people think?

• Where do people drink tea?

• What kinds of tea can you find in your local shops?

• How could companies package and advertise their tea, to make it look more 

interesting for young people? Maybe you can give them some new ideas…
 

3. HEDGEHOG’S NEXT ADVENTURE

Can you write your own story about Hedgehog and friends?



A NOTE ABOUT TEA PETS 

Hedgehog, the main character in this story, is a 
tea pet, which is a little clay figurine traditionally 
part of a Chinese tea ceremony. They originated 
in 13th century Yixing, China, a city in a region 
known for its purple clay. 

Tea pets accompany the tea drinker, are often 
thought to bring good luck, and may change in 
smell and colour over time, depending on what tea they’re ‘fed’. The clay is porous, 
which means they’re very good at absorbing water, and tea pets are nourished by left 
over water from the tea drinking process (this could be hot water used to warm the 
tea ware, or any remaining steeped tea). 

They come in many different forms, often as animals, and some of the most common 
tea pets are toads, elephants, and dragons. 

CONTACT 

Here’s how to contact the Time for Tea team for help, advice or to send your story. 

You might need to ask a grown person to do this for you.

Website: https://www.time4tea.info 

Email:     timefortea@momentumworld.org 

Phone:       +44 (0) 20 7062 8926 
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