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In the heart of the woodland, where tall trees whispered and

soft moss grew, lived a small opossum with a big dream. Every

evening, he climbed onto a fallen log, tucked his sheet music

under one arm, and sang. His voice was sweet and clear,

floating up to the leaves. But he only sang when no one else

was around.
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The opossum wore a tiny red velvet bow tie, even when he

practiced alone. He had soft grey fur, a pale cream face, and

bright black button eyes. His long pink tail curled around the

log for balance. 'Someday,' he whispered, 'I will sing opera for

all the woodland animals.' But his heart fluttered with shyness,

and he hid his music whenever anyone came near.
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One sunny morning, a cheerful raccoon with a mustard yellow

scarf and a wooden clipboard bustled by. She heard a lovely

tune coming from behind a bush. Peeking through the leaves,

she saw the opossum singing with his eyes closed. 'What a

beautiful voice!' she exclaimed. The opossum jumped and

dropped his sheet music. 'Oh! I didn't mean for anyone to

hear,' he stammered.
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The raccoon picked up the fallen music and smiled warmly.

'Why hide such a gift?' she asked. 'I dream of singing opera,'

the opossum admitted, 'but I'm too shy to perform for others.'

The raccoon's amber eyes sparkled. 'Then let's prepare a

woodland performance! I'll help you.' She pulled out her

clipboard and began making plans right away.
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The opossum's whiskers twitched with worry. 'But what if they

laugh?' he whispered. The raccoon gently patted his paw.

'They won't laugh. They'll love you. And I'll be right there with

you.' Her encouragement was like sunshine after rain. The

opossum took a deep breath and nodded. 'Okay,' he said. 'I'll

try.'
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Every day, the opossum practiced his opera. He sang scales in

the morning and arias in the afternoon. The raccoon visited

often, clapping her nimble black paws and cheering. 'Bravo!

Encore!' she would call. Sometimes the opossum's voice

cracked, but the raccoon only said, 'That's better than

yesterday! Keep going!' Her mustard yellow scarf fluttered as

she nodded along.
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Word of the performance spread through the woodland. The

raccoon made a list on her clipboard: invite the owl to

announce, ask the rabbit to keep the beat. The young rabbit,

wearing a green leaf cap and a little drum, hopped with

excitement. 'I'll tell everyone!' he squeaked. Soon all the

animals were whispering about the opossum's opera.
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The owl, a large brown bird with round spectacles and a blue

knitted shawl, agreed to be the announcer. 'I shall introduce

the performance with my booming voice,' she said kindly. The

raccoon checked off each item on her clipboard. 'We need a

stage, some lanterns, and lots of seats,' she planned. The

opossum watched, his heart thumping. It was really

happening!
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As the performance day drew near, the opossum grew more

and more nervous. His tail trembled, and his whiskers

drooped. 'What if I forget the words?' he worried. The raccoon

sat beside him. 'You won't forget. You've practiced every day.

And if you get stuck, just look at me. I'll be cheering for you.'

She gave him a big, warm smile.
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The night before the show, the opossum could not sleep. He

sang his songs softly to the moon, his tiny red bow tie glowing

in the silver light. 'You can do this,' he told himself. 'The

raccoon believes in me. I believe in me, too.' He hugged his

sheet music and finally drifted off to sleep, dreaming of a stage

full of friendly faces.
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On the night of the show, lanterns twinkled among the trees.

All the woodland animals gathered, chattering softly. The owl,

in her blue shawl, stepped onto the stage. 'Ladies and

gentlemen,' she announced, 'the one you've been waiting for—

the Opossum's Opera!' The opossum's heart pounded. He

peeked from behind the curtain and saw the raccoon in the

front row, giving him a thumbs-up.

11



The opossum stepped onto the stage. His legs felt shaky, but

he thought of the raccoon's encouragement. He took a deep

breath, and then he began to sing. His voice rose clear and

strong, filling the woodland with beautiful opera. The rabbit

tapped his drum softly, keeping the beat. The animals sat

spellbound, their eyes wide with wonder.
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When the last note faded, there was a moment of silence. The

opossum's heart stopped. Then the woodland erupted in

cheers! 'Bravo! Encore!' shouted the raccoon, clapping louder

than anyone. The owl beamed, the rabbit drummed a happy

rhythm, and all the animals stomped and whistled. The

opossum's eyes filled with happy tears. He had done it!
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The raccoon rushed up and hugged him. 'You were

magnificent!' she cried. The opossum's tiny red bow tie was

crooked, but he didn't care. 'I couldn't have done it without

you,' he said. 'Your encouragement made me brave.' The owl

nodded wisely. 'That is what friends do,' she said. The rabbit

handed the opossum a tiny acorn trophy.
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From that night on, the opossum sang often for his woodland

friends. He still felt a little flutter of shyness sometimes, but he

remembered the raccoon's words and sang with a brave heart.

The raccoon kept her clipboard handy, always ready to plan

the next performance. And the opossum learned that dreams

deserve support and that friends can help us be brave.
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So if you ever hear a sweet opera floating through the trees,

follow the sound. You might just find a small grey opossum

with a red bow tie and a song in his heart, surrounded by

friends who cheered him on. And you'll know that with

encouragement and courage, any dream can come true.
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