


Mia climbed the old oak tree and gasped. "Sam, 
look! A treehouse!" Sam scrambled up after her. 
Dusty and wooden, it had a crooked window and a 
rope ladder. "This could be our secret hideout," Mia 
whispered. Sam grinned. "Let's make it a club!" They 
shook hands on it, dust puffing up between their 
fingers. The wind rustled the leaves, as if the tree 
agreed too.





Inside, Mia found a chalkboard. "Every club needs 
rules," she said, writing them down. Rule one: always 
help a friend. Rule two: every day is an adventure. 
Sam added, "Rule three—secret handshake!" They 
practiced a wiggly, silly handshake until they giggled. 
Suddenly, Sam spotted a small wooden box tucked 
in the corner. "What's that?" he asked, eyes wide 
with curiosity.





Inside  the  box was  an old,  folded map with  an 
X marked near the creek. "A treasure hunt!" Mia 
cheered. They packed a flashlight and a snack, then 
climbed down the ladder together. Following the 
map, they hopped over rocks and ducked under 
branches. "This is the best club mission ever," Sam 
laughed, hurrying to keep up with Mia's quick steps.





At the creek, they dug beneath a big rock and found 
a shiny jar full of marbles and a note: "For future 
friends."  Mia  smiled.  "The  treasure  was  already 
here—just waiting for us." Sam nodded. "Just like 
our friendship." They carried the jar back to the 
treehouse, adding it to their clubhouse shelf, ready 
for the next great adventure together.






