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In the heart of the Whispering Woods, where ferns uncurl and
bluebells nod, lived a little owl named Little Owl. She was
small and round, about the size of a teacup, with soft golden-
brown feathers and huge round amber eyes. Around her neck,
she wore a tiny blue ribbon bow. Every morning, she watched
the sun rise, then tucked herself into her cozy nest to sleep.
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Little Owl had three squirrel friends: Nutmeg, who carried a
little green leaf satchel and was always organized; Pip, a

bouncy grey squirrel with a tiny red scarf; and Hazel, a wise
tan squirrel wearing an acorn-cap hat. They often played near
her tree during the day, but Little Owl was usually fast asleep.
'‘Goodnight, Little Owl!' they would whisper, and she would
smile in her dreams.




One sunny morning, Pip scampered up the tree trunk, his little
red scarf fluttering. 'Little Owl! We're having a big daytime
party today! There will be acorn cookies, berry juice, and
games!' Little Owl's huge amber eyes grew wide with hope. 'A
party? For me?' she asked. 'For everyone!' said Pip. 'But it
starts at noon, and that's when you sleep.'
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Little Owl sighed. 'T always sleep at noon,' she said softly.
'Owls are awake at night and asleep in the day. I wish I could
come, but my eyes get so heavy when the sun is high.' She
drooped her fluffy ear tufts. 'I don't want to miss the fun.' Pip's
tail drooped too. 'But we want you there!"
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Pip hurried to find Nutmeg and Hazel. 'Little Owl can't come
to the party because she sleeps at noon,' he said. Nutmeg
opened her green leaf satchel and looked at the invitations.
‘That's true,' she said. 'Owls have a different routine. We can't
change that.' Hazel nodded wisely. 'But we can change the
party time. We can plan a twilight party!'
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Nutmeg's bright dark eyes sparkled. 'A twilight party! Just for
Little Owl!" she said. 'We'll have it when the sun goes down,
and she wakes up.' Pip bounced with excitement. 'We can still
have games and snacks!' Hazel smiled. 'And we'll show Little
Owl that we understand her routine. Friendship means caring
about each other's needs.'




That afternoon, the three squirrels worked busily. Nutmeg
wrote new invitations on tiny leaves and tucked them into her
satchel. Pip gathered acorn cookies and berries. Hazel found
soft moss for cozy seats. 'We'll decorate with fireflies,' said
Nutmeg. 'They'll light up the evening,' added Hazel. 'And we'll
have a moonlit dance floor!' squeaked Pip.
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When everything was ready, Nutmeg scampered to Little Owl's
tree and left a leaf invitation on a branch. It read: "Twilight
Party Tonight! Games, Snacks, and Fun! At the Great Oak.
When the Stars Come Out.' Little Owl stirred in her sleep and
peeked out. She saw the invitation and her heart fluttered with
joy. 'A party for me!' she hooted softly.
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As the sun set, the sky turned pink and purple. Little Owl woke
up, stretched her small wings, and adjusted her blue ribbon
bow. She flew to the Great Oak, where her friends waited. 'You
came!' cheered Pip, his red scarf bright in the fading light. 'We
planned it just for you,' said Nutmeg. 'Because you're our
friend,' added Hazel.



The twilight party was wonderful. Fireflies twinkled like tiny
lanterns. There were acorn cookies and berry juice, and Pip
led silly games like pin-the-tail-on-the-squirrel. Little Owl
giggled and hooted with delight. 'I've never been to a party
before!' she said. 'I'm so glad you're here,' said Nutmeg. "We
wanted you to have fun too.’




Little Owl felt a warm glow inside. 'Thank you for
understanding that I sleep at noon,' she said. 'Not everyone
would do that.' Hazel smiled gently. "True friendship means
understanding each other, even when our days and nights are
different,' she said. "We care about you, Little Owl.' The little
owl's amber eyes shone with happy tears.

11




Then Pip brought out a special treat: a tiny acorn cake with a
single berry on top. 'For our friend who always sleeps at noon
but never misses a party!' he announced. Everyone cheered.
Little Owl blew out the berry like a candle and made a wish. ']
wish for more twilight parties with all of you,' she said. And
they all laughed under the stars.
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The games continued, and Little Owl showed her friends how
to hoot a happy song. They danced in the moonlight, and the
fireflies danced too. 'This is the best party ever,' said Pip. 'And
it's all because we planned it for you,' said Nutmeg. Little Owl
felt loved and included, and she knew her friends truly
understood her.




As the night grew late, Little Owl yawned. 'l think it's time for
me to fly home,' she said. 'But I'll never forget this twilight
party.' Her friends waved goodbye. '‘Goodnight, Little Owl!
Sleep well tomorrow!' they called. Little Owl flew to her nest,
her heart full of happiness. She knew her friends would always
be there for her.




The next day, as Little Owl slept, her squirrel friends played
quietly nearby. They didn't wake her. They understood that she
needed her rest. And when evening came, they met again for
another twilight party. Nutmeg brought new invitations, Pip
brought games, and Hazel brought stories. Little Owl joined
them, and they laughed and played until the stars twinkled.
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From then on, the friends had two kinds of parties: daytime
ones for the squirrels, and twilight ones for Little Owl.
Everyone was happy. Little Owl learned that true friendship
means caring about each other's routines. And her friends
learned that a little understanding makes a big difference.
They all lived happily in the Whispering Woods, where every

friend was special.




