


The Pangolin's First
Party

Cinar BIBER



In a cozy burrow under a great oak tree lived a shy pangolin
named Pip. Pip had warm brown scales and a soft cream belly.
He loved quiet mornings and the smell of rain on leaves. But
today was different. Today, Pip was hosting his very first party.
His small heart fluttered like a moth. He wanted everything to
be perfect, but he wasn't sure how.
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Pip bustled around his burrow, tidying and fussing. He stacked
his few books and swept the earthen floor. He placed his best
acorn cups on a flat stone table. But when he looked around,
his home felt plain and small. "My friends will think it's not
fancy enough,"” he worried. He wished he had glittering
lanterns and silken cushions, but all he had were simple
things.




Pip picked up his woven basket and went outside to gather
decorations. He found shiny leaves that glimmered like green
glass. He found pretty pebbles in soft shades of pink and grey.
He also found a few fallen feathers and some bright berries.
"“These are my treasures," he said softly. "Maybe they will
make my home feel cheerful." He carried the basket back
inside, feeling a tiny bit hopeful.
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Pip placed the shiny leaves along the walls and scattered the
pretty pebbles on the floor. He arranged the feathers in a little
jar and set the berries in a row. The burrow began to sparkle
with color and light. But Pip still worried. Would his friends
like it? He hunched his shoulders and sighed. Just then, he
heard a soft knock at the door.




Rabbit arrived first, her long ears twitching with excitement.
She wore her little yellow scarf, and her fluffy tail bobbed
behind her. "Hello, Pip!" she said cheerfully. "Oh, what lovely
decorations!" She hopped inside and admired the shiny leaves.
"These are so pretty!" Pip felt a warm glow. "Do you really
think so?" he asked. "I do!" said Rabbit. "They sparkle like
little stars!"




Tortoise came next, slow and steady. He wore his round
spectacles and a purple knitted vest. "Good afternoon, Pip," he
said in his gentle, rumbly voice. He looked around the burrow
with kind, half-closed eyes. "What a warm and welcoming
home you have," he said. "The pebbles are lovely. They remind
me of the beach." Pip smiled. "Thank you, Tortoise. I was
worried it wasn't fancy enough."
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Squirrel arrived last, all a-bounce with energy. Her bushy tail
had a tiny blue bow, and she wore a small acorn cap. "Wow!"
she squeaked. "This place looks like a treasure cave!" She
dashed around, pointing at the shiny leaves and pretty
pebbles. "Can I have a game?" she asked. "Let's play hide-and-
seek!" Everyone laughed, and Pip felt his shyness start to melt

away.




The party began with a game of hide-and-seek. Squirrel hid
behind the acorn cups, her tail twitching. Rabbit found her in a
flash. Tortoise hid behind a big pebble, but his shell stuck out.
Everyone giggled. Pip hid under a blanket of leaves, but his
scales rustled. When Rabbit found him, she cheered. "You're
easy to find, Pip, but you're the best hider!" Pip laughed, a
happy, surprised sound.




After the game, they sat down to eat. Pip had prepared simple
food: acorn bread, berry jam, and fresh water. His guests loved
it. "This jam is delicious!" said Rabbit. "The bread is perfectly
soft," said Tortoise. Squirrel munched happily. Pip watched his
friends enjoy the food and felt proud. He had been so worried,
but now everyone was having fun. The burrow was filled with
chatter and laughter.




Then it was time for music. Pip had no instruments, so the
friends made their own. Squirrel tapped acorn caps together.
Rabbit hummed a tune. Tortoise clapped his slow, steady beat.
Pip tapped his claws on a hollow log. It sounded like a drum.
They played and danced until their sides ached from laughing.
The plain burrow was now the happiest place in the forest.
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As the party went on, Pip looked around and saw his friends
smiling. He realized that no one had mentioned fancy
decorations. Instead, they loved the shiny leaves and pretty
pebbles. They loved the simple food and the silly games. "I was
so worried," Pip said to Rabbit. "But you all seem happy."
Rabbit put a paw on his shoulder. "We're happy because we're
with you, Pip. That's what matters."
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Tortoise nodded wisely. "Hospitality doesn't need to be
perfect," he said. "It just needs to be warm and kind. Your
home is full of warmth, Pip. These decorations show your
heart." Squirrel bounced up. "And they're way better than
boring old fancy stuff!" she declared. "Shiny leaves are the
best!" Pip felt a tear of happiness in his eye. He had learned
something important: being with friends makes a party truly
happy.
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When it was time to go, the guests thanked Pip. "This was the
best party ever," said Rabbit. "So cheerful and fun!" Tortoise
smiled. "I felt very welcome." Squirrel gave Pip a hug. "Can we
do it again next week?" she asked. Pip nodded. "I'd love that,"
he said. He watched his friends leave, his heart full. He knew
now that his burrow was plenty fancy because it was full of
friends.




After everyone left, Pip looked around his burrow. The shiny
leaves and pretty pebbles still sparkled. The acorn cups were
empty, and the berries were gone. But the room felt warm and
happy. He thought about all the laughter and games. He had
been so nervous, but it had all turned out wonderfully. He
gathered his treasures back into his basket, smiling. He
couldn't wait to host another party.
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That night, Pip curled up in his cozy bed. He felt proud of
himself for being brave. He had learned that he didn't need
expensive things to make his friends happy. His simple
treasures had brought joy. And most of all, he had learned that
hospitality need not be perfect. Being with friends is what
makes a party truly happy. He closed his eyes and dreamed of
pebbles and leaves.




And from that day on, Pip was never shy about hosting parties.
He knew that his friends loved him for who he was, not for
fancy decorations. His burrow became the favorite gathering
place in the forest. Every party was filled with laughter,
games, and simple treasures. And Pip always remembered: the
best parties are not about perfect things, but about perfect
friends. The end.




