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The Squirrel's Lost
Compass

Cinar BIBER



One bright morning, a squirrel with russet-orange fur and a
big fluffy tail packed his little brown satchel. He buckled it
tight and checked the shiny compass inside. Today he and his
friend Robin would explore a brand-new forest beyond the hill.
His round amber eyes sparkled with excitement. "Ready for an
adventure?" he asked, whiskers twitching.
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Robin flew down beside him, her red-orange breast glowing in
the sun. Her small blue scarf fluttered as she landed. "I am
ready," she chirped, tilting her yellow beak. "But let's stay
together and watch where we go." The two friends set off past
the old oak, following the compass needle north. The grass
was soft, and the sky was wide and blue.
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Soon the new forest rose around them, tall and green and full
of sounds. Strange trees whispered. Unknown birds called.
Squirrel held the compass in his little paws, watching the
needle point the way. "This forest is bigger than I thought," he
said. Robin hopped along a branch beside him. "Then we'll
explore it together," she said cheerfully.
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They walked deeper, past ferns and flowers, until Squirrel
tripped on a root. The compass flew from his paws and landed
on a stone with a sharp crack. Squirrel picked it up and shook
it gently. The needle spun and spun, then stopped. It pointed
nowhere at all. "Oh no," he whispered. "It's broken."
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Robin flew up to a branch and looked around. Every tree
looked alike. Every path curved away. "Which way is home?"
Squirrel asked, his ears drooping. His fluffy tail drooped too.
Robin thought for a moment. "Let's not worry," she said calmly.
"We'll ask someone who lives here. Forest animals know their
forest best."




High above, an elderly owl sat on a branch, wearing round
glasses and a soft green knitted vest. "Hello, little travelers,"
she hooted kindly. "You look lost." Squirrel held up the broken
compass. "It stopped working," he said. The owl's huge golden
eyes blinked slowly. "A compass is helpful," she said, "but the
forest has its own directions."



The owl pointed a wing toward a very tall tree rising above the
others. "See that tall tree? It stands on the north side of the
forest. Remember it as a landmark, and you will always know
which way is north." Squirrel stared up at the tree and
nodded. Robin tied her blue scarf a little tighter. "A landmark,"
she repeated. "I can remember that."
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The owl smiled and gave them one more tip. "Follow the tall
tree south, and you'll reach a big grey rock beside the path.
That rock is another landmark. And beyond it lies a sunny
clearing where the light always shines. Use these three, and
you won't be lost." She adjusted her glasses. "Now go and see
for yourselves."



They thanked the owl and hurried along, keeping the tall tree
behind them. Soon they found the big grey rock, round and
mossy beside the path. Squirrel climbed on top and looked
around. "I can see the sunny clearing from here!" he called. A
cheerful voice answered from below. "You've found my favorite
spot!"



A little hedgehog stood by the rock, wearing a tiny red
backpack with a rolled-up leaf map tucked inside. "Hello!" she
said, her bright eyes twinkling. "I'm heading to the sunny
clearing myself. Would you like to walk along?" Robin fluttered
down beside her. "Yes, please," she said politely. "We're
learning the way."




The hedgehog unrolled her leaf map. "The big rock is my
marker," she said. "When I leave the clearing, I walk toward
the rock, then look for the tall tree. The sunny clearing is
bright and warm, so I can always find my way back to it."
Squirrel's amber eyes grew wide. "So the landmarks are like a
map you can see!"
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Together the three friends walked to the sunny clearing, where
golden light spilled between the trees. Squirrel looked back
the way they came. He could see the big rock, and beyond it
the tall tree. "I know which way is north now," he said proudly.
"And I know how to get home." Robin clapped her wings.
"Landmarks are wonderful!"
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Robin turned to the hedgehog and the owl's remembered
words. "Thank you for helping us," she said. "Asking for
directions was the wisest thing we did today." The hedgehog
grinned. "Forest friends always help each other," she said.
"That's how we all find our way." Squirrel slid the broken
compass back into his satchel and smiled.

13




That evening, Squirrel and Robin traveled home by the
landmarks they had learned. The tall tree showed them north.
The big rock showed them the path. The sunny clearing
glowed behind them like a golden lamp. "We didn't need the

compass at all," Squirrel said. "We just needed to ask, and to
look."




Back at the old oak, Squirrel set the broken compass on a
stump. "I'll keep it to remember," he said. Robin fluffed her
blue scarf. "And I'll remember that the forest is full of helpful
friends." They promised to explore again soon, and to ask for
directions whenever they were unsure. The forest rustled
softly around them, friendly and warm.
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From that day on, the two friends could navigate anywhere.
They knew the tall tree, the big rock, and the sunny clearing
by heart. Whenever a new animal looked lost, Squirrel and
Robin would smile and say, "Don't worry. Asking for directions
is wise." And the forest, full of landmarks and kind friends,
always helped them find their way home.
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