


Ania found a map one day, tucked inside an old, 
dusty tray. 'A secret treasure!' she read with glee, 
'hidden deep where old oak trees be!' She grabbed 
her boots and packed a snack, then skipped along 
a winding track. Through the garden gate she flew, 
into a forest bright with dew. 'I'll find this treasure, 
brave and true!' she said, as the morning sunlight 
grew.





Deep in the woods, Ania walked with care. Suddenly, 
a fox popped out from a fern lair. 'Hello!' it said, 
'I'm Whiskers,  your  guide.  I  know these  woods, 
far and wide!' Ania smiled and showed her map. 
'Will you help me find this treasure trap?' Whiskers 
nodded, eyes so bright. 'Follow me, we'll find it right!' 
Together they walked past mossy stones, listening 
to the forest's gentle tones.





They reached a tree with roots like snakes, twisting 
deep where the pathway breaks. Carved upon its 
bark, a rhyme: 'Follow the sun when it's noon time.' 
Ania looked up, then down at her map. 'This clue 
means we go past the gap!' Whiskers wagged his 
bushy tail. 'Let's hurry now, before we fail!' Through 
sunbeams bright,  the two friends ran,  following 
clues as fast as they can.





Soon they came to a bubbling brook, its water clear 
like a storybook. Stones stuck up in a wobbly row. 
'We'll hop across, nice and slow,' said Whiskers with 
a clever grin. Ania stepped, then stepped again. 
Splash! Her boot slipped on a stone, but Whiskers 
caught her, not alone. 'Thank you, friend!' she said 
with cheer, as they reached the other side, so near.





Beside the brook, they found a sign, with pretty 
flowers  in  a  line.  'Count  the  petals,  one to  ten, 
then you'll know which way leads to the glen.' Ania 
counted, pointing quick, 'Six red, four blue - that's 
the trick!' Whiskers cheered, 'You solved it fast! Now 
to the glen, we'll get there at last!' Hand in paw, they 
skipped along, humming a happy treasure song.





But soon their path was blocked by thorns, tangled 
brambles, sharp as horns. 'Oh no!' cried Ania, 'now 
what will  we do? We can't  get  through,  can we, 
Whiskers,  can you?'  The  fox  sniffed the  air  and 
scratched the ground, searching for a way around. 
Ania waited, hopeful and still, wondering if they'd 
reach the hill.





'Found it!' Whiskers barked with delight, a tunnel 
low,  hidden from sight.  Careful  and brave,  they 
crawled  on  through,  dirt  on  their  knees,  but 
excitement too. Out they popped by a rocky wall, 
where  a  cave  stood  tall.  'This  must  be  it!'  Ania 
cheered, the mouth of the cave, dark, appeared. 
Whiskers'  eyes  gleamed like  tiny  stars.  'Let's  go 
inside - the treasure's not far!'





Inside the cave, the walls did gleam, with painted 
symbols like a dream. A sun, a moon, a star, a tree, 
'What could this ancient puzzle be?' Ania traced each 
shape with care, matching pictures on her map right 
there. 'These symbols point the way, I think, straight 
to a hidden treasure link!' Whiskers nodded, tail held 
high. 'Let's follow the signs, you and I!'





They pressed the sun, then touched the moon, a 
hidden door would open soon. Grinding stone, the 
wall did shake, revealing a path they had to take. 'We 
did it!' Ania cheered with pride, as a narrow hallway 
opened wide. Whiskers led with careful feet, down 
the path, their hearts did beat. Torches flickered, 
showing the way, deeper into the cave they'd stay.





At the hallway's end, they stopped and stared, a 
golden chest, old and worn, was there! Ania pulled, 
but it wouldn't budge, 'It's locked!' she said, giving 
it a nudge. 'We need a key,'  said Whiskers wise, 
looking around with curious eyes. 'The map might 
show where it's been hid, let's check again,' Ania 
said. On the map's edge, a tiny note read: 'The key 
rests where the spider spun its thread.'





They searched the cave, high and low, till Whiskers 
spotted a silky glow. A spider's web, shimmering 
bright, held a tiny key, glinting in the light. 'There it 
is!' Ania said with a grin, carefully reaching to pull it 
in. The spider waved, not one bit mad, happy to help 
- it made her glad. Key in hand, they raced back fast, 
to open the chest, the treasure at last!





The key turned soft, the lid popped free, revealing 
gold and jewels for all  to see!  But best of  all,  a 
note inside, said 'Friendship is the greatest prize.' 
Ania hugged her fox friend tight, 'This was the best 
adventure, day and night!' They took some gold, but 
kept the rest for others who might pass the test. 
Home they went, with hearts so full, of memories 
brave and wonderful.






