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Owen and Milo loved the woods behind their town. After school,
they followed the winding path and listened to birds. Leaves
flickered like little flags in the sun. The air smelled like pine and
warm earth.



They wore their favorite comfy clothes: denim shorts, white socks,
and black-and-white high tops that squeaked on the pebbles.
Their matching bracelets tugged softly when they brushed hands.



At the big maple, they always paused. Its roots made a seat just
right for two. They traded stories about school, art class, and the
jokes that made them laugh until their sides ached.



One afternoon, Owen took a long breath. His heart thumped like a
small drum. "Milo," he said, "sometimes I feel different. I think I
like boys. I’m not sure how to say it, but that’s me."



Milo nodded slowly. He pressed his fingers to his blue bracelet.
"Me too," he said. "I’ve felt that way for a while. I was scared to
say it out loud."



They sat quiet for a minute, listening to a woodpecker tap-tap-tap.
Then they both smiled. The secret felt lighter now that it was
shared.



"Let’s make a brave plan," Milo said. "When we feel nervous, we
can breathe, count three trees, and remember who we are."
Owen grinned. "Let’s call that the Brave Tree Way."



They built a tiny fort of sticks and leaves by the creek, a place to
talk and draw maps of their hopes. Their map showed a path
shaped like a heart, not for romance, but for courage and care.



"Maybe we can tell someone we trust," Owen said. "Like your
aunt, or the school counselor. We don’t have to rush." Milo
nodded. "We’ll do it together, when we’re ready. Together feels
safe."



A deer peeked between the trees as the sky turned golden. The
path home glowed like a welcome sign. They didn’t have every
answer. But they had each other, and that was more than
enough.



At the big maple, they pressed their palms to the bark and
whispered, "Thank you." They felt brave, honest, and whole—just
as they were.



On the way out of the woods, their sneakers squeaked again, a
cheerful sound for a new beginning. The path they shared was
theirs to walk, one kind step at a time.
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