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In the heart of the green forest, where sunlight danced
through the leaves, lived a rabbit named Rosie. She wore a
sky-blue apron and a yellow ribbon tied around one ear. Every
morning, Rosie hopped along the winding paths, greeting her
friends with a cheerful wave. She loved to watch the forest
wake up and to notice all the little things others might miss.
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One day, Rosie heard a tiny sigh near the old oak tree. It was
Hazel the squirrel, her bushy reddish tail drooping. "What's
wrong?" Rosie asked gently. Hazel adjusted her round glasses
and whispered, "I've never had a birthday party. Nobody
knows the day I was born." Rosie's heart felt a little squeeze.
She gave Hazel a warm hug and promised to think of
something special.
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As Rosie continued her walk, she visited Bramble the
hedgehog, who was playing a soft tune on his wooden flute.
"Do you have a birthday party, Bramble?" she asked. He shook
his spiky head. "No one knows my birthday either," he said
with a small smile. Rosie's mind began to whir. She thought of
Oliver the owl, who was very wise. Perhaps he could help her
plan a surprise.




That evening, Rosie sat with Oliver in his cozy nest. "Oliver,"
she said, "some of our friends have never had a birthday party
because no one knows their special day. Could we make a
celebration for everyone?" Oliver's golden eyes twinkled.
"What a wonderful idea!" he hooted. "We could call it an
Unbirthday Party. Everyone can come and feel special, no
matter what day they were born."
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Rosie and Oliver planned the Unbirthday Party with great
care. They chose a sunny clearing where wildflowers bloomed.
"We'll have games and treats," Rosie said, jotting notes with a
tiny pencil. "And music!" added Oliver. "Bramble can play his
flute." They decided each guest would receive a small
handmade gift. Rosie's fabric pouch was soon filled with
ribbons, acorns, and pretty stones.
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Rosie worked late into the night, making gifts for her friends.
She sewed a tiny acorn pouch for Hazel, stitched a soft leaf
blanket for Bramble, and found a shiny blue feather for Oliver.
For each friend, she wrote a little card that said, "You are
special!" Her paws were tired, but her heart was full of joy.
She couldn't wait to see their happy faces.
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On the morning of the party, Rosie hopped to the clearing
early. She hung colorful paper lanterns from the branches and
spread a checkered cloth on the grass. Oliver flew in with a
basket of berries. "The games are ready," he said. "We'll play
hide-and-seek and a hopping race." Rosie arranged the gifts in
a row, each one wrapped in a bright leaf. Everything looked
perfect.




The guests arrived one by one. Hazel came first, her green
scarf wrapped snugly around her neck. "What's all this?" she
asked, her eyes wide. "It's an Unbirthday Party!" Rosie
cheered. "For everyone!" Bramble rolled in next, carrying his
flute and a basket of treats. "I brought honey cookies," he said.
Oliver swooped down and welcomed them all with a warm
smile.



Rosie handed out the handmade gifts. Hazel received the
acorn pouch and gasped with delight. "I love it!" she squealed.
Bramble wrapped himself in the leaf blanket and played a
happy tune on his flute. Oliver tied the blue feather to his bow
tie and hooted with joy. "Now," said Rosie, "let's share
something special about ourselves. Hazel, would you like to go
first?"




Hazel took a deep breath. "I collect acorns and plant them all
over the forest," she said. "Someday, they'll grow into mighty
oak trees." Everyone clapped. Bramble played a song he had
written, and the forest seemed to dance along. Oliver told a
story about the stars and how they always find their way home.
Rosie beamed. Each friend had something wonderful to share.
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Then it was time for games. They played hide-and-seek among
the ferns, and Bramble found the best hiding spot under a log.
They had a hopping race, and Hazel's bushy tail bounced as
she leaped. Rosie laughed so hard her ears wiggled. Oliver
made sure everyone got a turn and cheered for each friend.
The clearing was filled with happy noise and the sweet smell of
honey cookies.
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As the sun began to set, Rosie gathered everyone around. "I
want to say something," she said softly. "I noticed that some of
us never get a birthday party because no one knows our
special day. But every one of you is special, every single day.
So today, we celebrate you!" Hazel's eyes glistened. "I've never
felt so important," she whispered. Bramble nodded, and Oliver
gave Rosie a gentle wing-hug.
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The Unbirthday Party became a favorite forest tradition. Every
season, the animals would gather to celebrate each other.
Rosie always made new handmade gifts, and Hazel brought
acorns to plant. Bramble composed new songs, and Oliver
shared stories. Other animals joined in, and soon the whole
forest knew that everyone deserves a moment to be celebrated
and appreciated.




From that day on, no one in the forest felt forgotten. Rosie's
sky-blue apron pocket was always full of little gifts, ready for
the next Unbirthday Party. And whenever a new friend arrived,
they were welcomed with a cheer and a handmade treasure.
The forest was a happier place, full of kindness and music and
the warm feeling of being loved.
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And if you ever wander into that green forest, you might hear
the happy sound of a flute and the laughter of friends. You
might see a rabbit in a sky-blue apron, handing out gifts with a
smile. And you'll know that in this forest, everyone is

celebrated, not just on their birthday, but on every unbirthday
too.
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Rosie learned that a little kindness can grow into something
wonderful. The Unbirthday Party reminded everyone that they
are important and loved. And as the stars twinkled above the
forest, Rosie hopped home, her heart full of joy, knowing that
tomorrow would bring another chance to celebrate her friends.
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