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In a tall oak tree at the edge of a quiet meadow, there lived a

little owl. She was small and round, about the size of a teacup,

with soft brown and cream feathers. Her amber eyes were

huge and round, and her tiny beak curved like a smile. Best of

all were her tufted ear feathers, two fluffy points that stood up

on her head like little horns. Every evening she woke up and

listened to the whole forest.
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One morning, a parcel arrived. It was wrapped in paper and

tied with string, and inside was a knitted hat. The hat was blue

and soft, and the little owl loved it at once. She pulled it down

over her head and wiggled with joy. "A hat!" she hooted. "A hat

just for me!" The blue wool was snug and warm, and she did

not want to take it off, not even for breakfast.
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The little owl flew to her favorite branch to listen to the

morning sounds. But something was strange. The wind rustled

the leaves, yet she could barely hear it. A woodpecker tapped

a tree, but the tapping sounded far away and fuzzy. Her ear

feathers were squished flat under the hat. "Oh dear," she said

softly. "I can hardly hear anything at all."
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Down the trunk scampered her friend the squirrel, russet-

orange with a cream belly and a big bushy tail. He wore a tiny

green work apron with a pocket full of tools. "Hello, little owl!"

he called. "Did you hear the woodpecker's song?" The owl

tilted her head. "I heard... something," she said. "But it

sounded like a whisper." The squirrel frowned and twitched his

small ears.
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The squirrel climbed up beside her and looked closely. "Your

hat is covering your ear feathers," he said. "Those tufts help

you hear. With the hat pulled down like that, the whole forest

must sound muffled." The little owl blinked her big amber

eyes. "So that is why everything sounds fuzzy!" she said. "I

love my hat, but I want to hear my friends too."
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The squirrel pulled measuring string from his apron. "Let's

think like designers," he said. "A good hat should suit the one

who wears it. What does your head need?" The owl thought

hard. "It needs to be warm," she said, "and it needs my ear

feathers to be free." The squirrel nodded and began to

measure her round head, from ear to ear.
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The squirrel went to work. From his apron he took a wooden

needle and some warm red wool, and he snipped and stitched

and hummed. "First we will make the hat a little looser," he

said, "so it sits soft and never squeezes." The little owl

watched his nimble paws fly. "And then?" she asked, hopping

from foot to foot. "Then comes the clever part," he said with a

grin.
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The squirrel marked two spots on the red wool, one over each

ear. "Two holes," he said. "One for each ear feather, so they

can stand up tall." He stitched the edges smooth and neat,

then added a trim of cream around the brim. "Now let's try it,"

he said. "Designs are not done until they fit." The owl held her

breath and closed her eyes.
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The new hat slipped on easily. It was not too tight. Her two

tufted ear feathers popped up through the holes, free and

proud. The red wool was warm, and the cream trim felt soft

against her feathers. "It is so comfy!" she said, wiggling her

wings. "Wait — listen!" She tilted her head one way, then the

other. "I can hear everything!"
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The little owl swooped from branch to branch, listening. She

heard the woodpecker tap-tap-tapping. She heard the beetles

buzzing in the grass. She heard the wind whispering to the

leaves, and she heard the squirrel laughing below her. "I can

hear your laugh!" she called. "I can hear all of it!" Her huge

amber eyes shone bright with joy.
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The squirrel climbed up and sat beside her, polishing his

wooden needle. "You see," he said kindly, "a hat is only good if

it suits the one who wears it. It must keep you warm and let

you be you." The little owl nodded, and her ear feathers

twitched with happiness. "You are a wonderful designer," she

said. "And a wonderful friend." He smiled, showing his chipped

tooth.
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That evening, all the forest creatures gathered to see the new

hat. The little owl turned and showed off her ear holes, and

everyone clapped. "The red wool is lovely," said a mouse. "And

the cream trim," said a beetle. "But the best part," said the

little owl, "is that I can hear every kind word you say." She

fluffed her feathers and hooted with delight.
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From then on, the little owl wore her hat every single day. It

kept her warm on frosty mornings and cozy on windy nights.

Her ear feathers poked up through the holes, always free to

catch every sound. Sometimes she still wore the old blue hat to

bed, but only when she wanted a little quiet. For listening

days, it was always the red one.
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The squirrel sewed a tiny sign for his work apron pocket. It

said, "Good designs suit their wearers." Whenever a friend

came with a wobbly chair or a too-tight scarf, he remembered

the little owl's hat. He would measure, and listen, and ask

what was needed. And he always said, "Let's think like

designers — what does the one who wears it need?"
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The little owl learned to speak up when something did not feel

right. "My hat is warm," she would say, "but my ears need

room." Her friends learned to listen, and to fix things together.

Kindness and a little cleverness had made one small hat fit

perfectly. And every evening, when the meadow grew still, she

sat on her branch and heard every gentle sound the forest

made.

15



And if you ever visit the tall oak tree, look up. You might see a

small round owl in a warm red hat with two ear holes, listening

to the world. Her cream trim glows in the moonlight, and her

amber eyes are bright. She will tilt her head and hear you say

hello. Then she will hoot softly, happy and cozy and comfy,

because her hat was made just for her.
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