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The .old ook tree sat tall and proud in the indoor woodland.
It was happy there. It had lots of .animal friends who
sheltered under its wide hranches; Frog, Badger, Fox, Mouse,
Bat, Hedgehog, Squirrel, Rabbit and Wise Owl. It .also had
lots of wother friends; children! Every day, children w.ould
skip pass the old oak tree, smile, say hello .and w.ove as
they went to .and from their classrooms. Some even stroked
animals who called the old ook tree their home. The children
alw.oys took care of the old ook and its family .of .animals -
they were all, .aw.oys well looked after.

Seasons came and went. The .old .oak lost its leaves every
autumn, shivered under the ice and snow of winter and
showed off its green foliage in the suwmmer. Tow.ards the end
of envery year, the old ook would grow the most amazing
acorns; each one o ting seed that
stored the magic to grow into .another - A
mighty oak. LR
As the years went hy, the old oak tree Wi &
settled into a happy and contented

life.

What the old ook didn’t know w.as
that something strange w.as happening
all around the world, something that
would stop the old oak being content,
something that would stop the old

oak from feeling so happy.




COVID!
It was March 2020.

The days were definitely getting
warmer and the old oak was almost

ready to show .off its swmmer green
foliage. It had heard the .children
muttering strange words that it had
not heard hefore; covid, coronovirus,

home schooling, lockdow.n.

The old oak wondered what all this could bhe .about.
It didn’t hove to wait long hefore it found out.

Before the old ook could .ask the animals what they thought
ahout what they had heard, there was a sudden and
unexpected silence .across school. A grim, dark silence that
waos filled with worry and arxiety. Where had everyone

gxm.e?

No longer did the children gently stroke
the old ooks branches.

N.o longer did they chatter to the
animals that called the old oak their
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i\ N.o longer did they smile, wave .and say
hello to the old oak as they passed by.

Summer came .and went. The dreary, .dark
silence newver really lifted bhut stubbornly
hung around like a heovy cloud in the
blackest of storms.




N.o-one witnessed the .oaks swmmer
folioge.

N.o-one told the old ocak how
beautiful it looked, how tall .and
proud.

N.o-one .asked the animals how they
were. No-one seemed to care.

N.o-one .asked hecause no-one w.as
there.

The .animals .and the .old oak sunk into despair and sadness.
They had nothing to look forw.ard to, only the hleak silence

of envery doy to keep them company.

One day, without any w.arning, the .animals and the .old ocak
were woken by the sound of children’s footsteps. Could it bhe
that the children have returned? They all thought. Excitedly,
the animals gathered together under the hranches .of the .old
oak to watkch for the children coming hack to school. As the
noise got louder, the .animals and the old ocak got more and
more excited.

As soon as the old ook sow the children walking tow.ards
their classroom .and hearing them chattering to each other, it
shuddered with excitement. So .much so, it nearly lost all its
summer leaves in one .go!!

At last, those quiet, lonely days were over .and the .old .ok
could, once again, think ahout the changing of the seasons.
Finally, it .could get .on with preparing itself for the .autwmn

bloom of bhrown, red, yellow .and orange, knowing that the

children had returned .and everything w.as good.

The terrible storm had possed.

The dark, gloomy doys were over.
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As autumn went by, the .old .oak
groduwally lost its leaves and stood
tall and proud ready for the onset of
winder. One day it noticed that some
children were soying the same w.ords
that had troubled it before the swmmer;
covid, home schooling, lockdow.n.

Not again it thought. This couldn't happen twice. The
children can’t leave ws again? Will they ever come hack?

The start of 2021 was a dismal LeTRAAN
time for the old oak and all the (* N AN
Without the w.armth of the
children’s laughter and sounds .of
their voices echoing through the
corridors, the old oak sank into a
long, deep, hitter cold sleep. Frost
gripped tightly to its hranches.
Snow settled and refused to thaw. i
The heart of the old oak waos cold -
and completely frozen. All the love
and warmth hod .gone. The old
ook was sure thot it would never
see its friends again. Swure that its
heart would never .again know the
love and warmth of friendship.

What the old oak didni’t know w.as that the children hadn't
left but were patiently mw.aiting for the time when they .could
return. They hadn't abandoned their friends .and wished with
all their hearts to come hack. A few children were still
coming into school and the others were working hard with
their home school, just waiting for the moment when they
could come bhack to school and be with their friends .again.
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Jarnuwary rolled into Februwary.

February rolled into March; still no change.

Then suddenly mwithout warning, the uwnmistakable sound of
~Noices — childrenls ~voices. The animals climbed .onto the
branches of the old ook and strained their ears. The old oak
wisted its branches so it could see .a litte hetter, .a Little
farther.

It was Monday 8% March 202I.
Could this he the day all the children returned?
Could this he the day when friends would be reunited?

All the .animals .and the old ocak didni’t dare bhelieve this
could be true, after such .a long time.

They waited quietly, patiently. They held their hreaths, not
daring to .mowve in case today wasnt the day .and all their
hopes .and dreams would be in vain!

But today w.as the .day!

The old oak couldn’t helieve its eyes when it saw all the
children skipping tow.ards the classroom door. The animals
couldr’t helieve their ears when they heard the excited wv.oices
echoing round the corridors. Slowly, surely the old oaks
cold heart hegan to thaw. The ice hegan to melt and the
snow dripped, like tears from its bhranches, creating tiny
pools of icy blue water.

The old oak felt that spring was finally
on its way. Lt could, once again, look
forward to .o wonderful swmmer of
blossom, warm sunny days and...

hest of all...

..tagether...



Exveryone haod suffered the worst of times, the loneliest .of
times, the saddest of times.

But from today, .o new feeling w.as creeping
through the old ocaks hranches - .a feeling
of hope, a feeling of happiness, a feeling .of
friendship, a feeling of gratitude that
everyone was together again.

Once again, the old oak dared to helieve that it .could bhe
content and happy. With its friends around, it would know
As the old oak settled into .a peaceful night w.aiting for the
children to return the next day, it .over heard the .animals

chatting.
‘Wise Owl? said Squirrel. ‘How do you spell Love?

‘Oh .my word Squirrel!” exclaimed Wise Owl. You don't spell
it. You feel it!
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