


Shamarra skipped down a sunny trail, her backpack 
bouncing on her back. She spotted a rabbit with 
one floppy ear, hopping along a mossy track. 'Hello!' 
she said with a cheerful wave. 'I'm Bramble!'  he 
replied, feeling brave. 'I lost my berry, oh dear, oh 
dear!' 'Let's find it together,' said Shamarra, drawing 
near.  They  peeked  under  logs  and  through  the 
clover,  until  a red berry came rolling right over! 
Bramble hopped and cheered with glee, 'Thank you, 
Shamarra! Now you're a friend to me!'
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Deeper in  the woods,  a  squirrel  appeared,  with 
a  bushy  red  tail  and  a  tiny  vest,  geared.  'I'm 
Pip!'  he  squeaked,  'Want  to  play  a  game?  Hide 
the acorns—see who finds the same!'  Shamarra 
giggled, 'Yes, let's begin!' They hid tiny acorns with 
mischievous grins. Under roots and leaves, they 
tucked each one, then raced to find them all, having 
so much fun! Pip chattered happily, 'You're quick as 
can be! Stay a while longer, and explore with me!'
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As shadows grew long, Shamarra felt small, until 
a wise owl gave a gentle call. 'Hoo! I'm Oliver,' he 
said with a blink, his round golden eyes seemed to 
twinkle and think. 'Are you lost, little one? Night's 
coming soon!' 'Yes!' said Shamarra, 'Can you help 
find my way home by the moon?'  Oliver spread 
his wings and soared up high, guiding her gently 
beneath the starry sky. Bramble and Pip waved from 
a tree, 'Come back tomorrow—we'll wait for thee!'
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The next day, Shamarra skipped back with glee, to 
meet her friends beneath the old oak tree. Bramble 
shared berries, sweet and red, Pip offered acorns, 
and Oliver overhead, hooted a welcome from his 
branch so high. They played together beneath the 
blue sky. 'Forest friends forever!' Shamarra cheered 
with delight, promising to visit every morning and 
night. With a wave and a smile, she skipped back 
home, knowing she'd never in the forest feel alone.

8






