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Deep in the green forest, a tall oak tree had a cozy hollow. In

that hollow lived a wise owl with soft brown and cream

feathers. She wore round wire spectacles and a little green

scarf. Every morning, she watched the forest animals scamper

and play below. "So much to learn," she hooted softly. "So

much to share."
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One sunny day, the owl hung a wooden sign on her oak tree. It

said: FRIENDSHIP SCHOOL — ALL WELCOME. The forest

buzzed with excitement. A fox with a blue satchel trotted up. A

rabbit in a red neckerchief hopped close. A tiny squirrel in a

yellow vest scurried near. "Welcome, little ones!" said the owl.
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The owl's round amber eyes twinkled behind her spectacles.

"Here at friendship school," she said, "we learn to listen and to

respect one another. Today, you three will work as a team."

The fox flicked his bushy white-tipped tail. The rabbit twitched

her pink nose. The squirrel's big dark eyes grew wide.

"Teamwork?" they all wondered.

3



The owl gave them their first group assignment. "See that big

pile of acorns by the stream?" she asked. "Please gather them

and build a snug winter store under the old oak. Work

together, and you will finish in no time." The three friends

looked at the pile. Then they looked at each other. It seemed

easy enough.
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But soon the arguing began. "I'm the planner!" announced the

fox, puffing out his white chest. "I'll decide where everything

goes." "No!" stamped the rabbit. "I'm the digger! I'll dig the

store, and I'll do it my way!" "Too slow, too slow!" chattered

the squirrel. "I'll climb and drop acorns fast — my way!"
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The fox drew a map in the dirt with his paw. "We'll build the

store here," he said. "No, here!" said the rabbit, and she dug a

hole in a different spot. The squirrel grabbed an acorn and

scrambled up a tree. "Catch!" she called, but the acorn

bounced off the fox's head. "Ouch! Watch out!" he yelped.

Nobody was listening.
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The owl watched from her branch. She did not scold or shout.

She simply flew down and landed softly beside them. "Little

friends," she said gently, "a team is like a forest. Every tree is

different, yet they grow together." The fox looked at his map.

The rabbit looked at her hole. The squirrel looked at her acorn.

They all felt a little silly.
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"Let's try something new," said the owl. "First, we listen. Then

we share ideas. Then we respect each other's strengths." She

turned to the fox. "You are clever and quick-thinking. You can

plan." The fox's ears perked up. "I can plan!" he said, feeling

proud but not bossy.

8



The owl turned to the rabbit. "You are strong and practical.

You can dig the store." The rabbit's long ears stood tall. "I can

dig!" she said, and her stubborn frown turned into a smile.

Then the owl turned to the squirrel. "You are nimble and quick.

You can climb and gather the acorns." The squirrel twirled her

fluffy tail. "I can climb!" she cheered.
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"But first," said the owl, "we listen to each other's ideas." The

fox unrolled his map. "Let's put the store under the oak," he

said. "The roots will keep it safe and dry." The rabbit nodded.

"I can dig there," she said. "I'll make a wide, cozy room." The

squirrel clapped her tiny paws. "And I'll bring the acorns down

from the branches!"
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So they began. The fox planned where each acorn should go.

He pointed with his nose and drew neat arrows in the dirt. The

rabbit dug a deep, snug store beneath the oak's roots. Her

strong front paws flew, and soft earth scattered behind her.

The squirrel climbed high and tossed acorns down. She

chattered happily, and her aim was true.
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It was not always easy. The squirrel dropped an acorn on the

fox's tail. "Oops!" she giggled. "Are you all right?" The fox

laughed. "I'm fine! Good thing you're quick!" The rabbit's

digging made a little hill, and the fox planned a path around it.

They listened, they helped, and they respected each other's

work. Teamwork felt good.
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By sunset, the winter store was full. Acorns were stacked in

neat rows under the oak. The fox had planned it perfectly. The

rabbit had dug it snugly. The squirrel had gathered every last

acorn. The three friends sat together, tired but happy. "We did

it!" they cheered. "Together!" The owl's amber eyes shone with

pride.
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"You listened," said the owl. "You respected each other. That is

how friendship grows." The fox gave the rabbit a friendly

nuzzle. The rabbit shared her last acorn with the squirrel. The

squirrel wrapped her fluffy tail around them both. "Best team

ever!" she said. The owl hooted softly. "Friendship school is

open every day," she said.
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From that day on, the fox, the rabbit, and the squirrel played

together every morning. They still had different ideas, but now

they listened first. The fox planned their games. The rabbit

dug their secret tunnels. The squirrel climbed the tallest trees

to scout. And whenever they needed help, they knew just

where to go.
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High in her oak tree, the wise owl smiled behind her wire

spectacles. The sign still said FRIENDSHIP SCHOOL — ALL

WELCOME. And in the forest, everyone knew: when friends

listen and respect each other, they can do anything together.

The end.
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