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In the heart of the green forest, where sunlight danced
through leaves, lived a wise old owl. Her feathers were soft
brown and cream, and her round amber eyes peered through
big spectacles. A blue scarf kept her warm, and a tiny leather
satchel held her most precious thing: the map of the forest.
Every path, every tree, every stream was drawn on it.
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One breezy morning, Wise Owl flew to visit her friend the
badger. She fluttered between branches, her satchel bouncing
at her side. But when she landed, the satchel was open, and
the map was gone! "Oh dear," she hooted softly. "Without my
map, I cannot find my way home." Her round eyes blinked
behind her spectacles.




Wise Owl searched under bushes and behind rocks, but the
map was nowhere. She perched on a low branch, feeling
worried. Just then, a little squirrel scampered down the trunk.
His reddish-orange fur glowed, his fluffy tail twitched, and a
red leaf was tucked behind one ear. "Hello! You look troubled,"
he chirped. "Can I help?"



Wise Owl sighed. "I lost my map, and I don't know the way
home." The little squirrel's big dark brown eyes sparkled. "I
know this forest well!" he said. "I remember landmarks. We
can rebuild your map together." He adjusted his green acorn-
shaped backpack. "Teamwork makes big problems small!"
Wise Owl felt a glimmer of hope.

4




"First," said the squirrel, "think of the tallest tree. The tall oak
with the twisted branch!" Wise Owl nodded. "Yes, I flew past it
this morning." The squirrel pulled a tiny notebook from his
backpack and drew a tall tree. "That oak stands near the
babbling brook," he added. "The brook sings all day long."
Wise Owl's eyes widened. "I remember the sound!"

5




"Let's follow the brook," said the squirrel. He led the way,
leaping from branch to branch, his fluffy tail bouncing. Wise
Owl flew low beside him. Soon they heard the water gurgling
over smooth stones. "The babbling brook!" cheered the
squirrel. "Now we know we're close." He sketched the winding
stream in his notebook.



Next, the squirrel remembered a mossy rock shaped like a
turtle. "It's just past the brook," he said. They hurried along,
and there it was, green and round. Wise Owl chuckled. "I've
flown over that rock many times!" The squirrel drew it
carefully. "We're building your map piece by piece," he said.
"Every landmark helps."




They walked on, and the squirrel pointed to a fallen log
covered in mushrooms. "This log marks the edge of your home
grove," he said. Wise Owl's round amber eyes shone. "Yes! My
nest is in the old hickory tree just beyond!" The squirrel added
the log and the hickory tree to the map. "We're almost done,"
he said happily.



But then Wise Owl frowned. "I still don't remember how to get
from the log to my tree." The squirrel tilted his head. "What
else do you see?" Wise Owl thought hard. "There's a patch of
bluebells," she said slowly. "And a stump with a hole in it." The
squirrel grinned. "Perfect! I know that stump!" He drew them
both.




With the bluebells and the stump on the map, the path became
clear. "We did it!" cried the squirrel, closing his notebook. "We
rebuilt the map together." Wise Owl felt a warm glow. "You are
a wonderful helper," she said. "I could not have done this
alone." The squirrel blushed beneath his freckles. "That's what
friends are for," he said.




Wise Owl spread her wings. "Now I can find my way home. But
first, let's make a proper map from your notes." They found a
flat leaf and, using a berry as ink, copied the landmarks onto
it. The tall oak, the babbling brook, the turtle rock, the
mushroom log, the bluebells, and the stump. "This map is even
better," said Wise Owl, "because we made it together."
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The little squirrel tucked the new map into Wise Owl's satchel.
"Keep it safe," he said. "And if you ever lose it again, just
remember the landmarks. They'll guide you." Wise Owl
nodded. "I will. And I'll remember your kindness, too." She
wrapped her blue scarf a little tighter and smiled. "Would you
like to come to my nest for tea?"
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The squirrel's eyes lit up. "I'd love to!" They followed the new
map: past the bluebells, around the stump, over the mushroom
log, by the turtle rock, along the babbling brook, and finally to
the tall oak. Then they flew and leaped to the old hickory tree,
where Wise Owl's cozy nest waited. "Welcome home," said the
squirrel.




In the nest, they shared acorn tea and honey drops. Other
forest friends gathered, curious about the adventure. Wise Owl
told them how the little squirrel helped rebuild the map.
"Cooperation makes big problems small," she said. "And
helping each other is the best way to find a happy ending." The
squirrel nodded, his red leaf bobbing.
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From that day on, Wise Owl always double-checked her
satchel. But she never worried about getting lost again. She
knew the forest landmarks by heart, and she knew she had a
true friend in the little squirrel. They often met by the babbling
brook or under the tall oak, sharing stories and laughter.
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And whenever a forest friend faced a problem, Wise Owl and
Little Squirrel were ready to help. They would say, "Let's work
together, like we did with the map." The forest became a place
where teamwork turned troubles into triumphs, and everyone
learned that helping each other was the best way to find a
happy ending.
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