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In the deep, dark forest, when the moon was high and the

stars were twinkling, a small owl named Oliver woke up. He

stretched his soft brown and cream feathers and tied his tiny

blue scarf around his neck. Oliver loved the night because he

could see everything clearly with his huge round amber eyes.

He picked up his small leather satchel, which held rolled-up

maps, and flew down to the forest floor, ready for a new

adventure.

1



Not far away, a little hedgehog named Hazel was waking up

too. She wiggled her small black nose and put on her green

vest with two pockets. One pocket held berries for a snack,

and the other held a stub of charcoal for drawing. Hazel was

brave and cheerful, and she loved to explore. She stepped out

of her cozy burrow under the roots of a big oak tree and

sniffed the cool night air. 'What a perfect night for an

adventure!' she said to herself.
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Oliver perched on a low branch and looked around. He saw a

tiny movement in the leaves below. It was Hazel, with her

brown spiky quills and bright dark eyes. 'Hello!' said Oliver.

'I'm Oliver. I'm making a map of the forest paths.' Hazel looked

up and smiled. 'I'm Hazel! I love exploring too!' They both

loved adventure, and they quickly became friends. 'Shall we

explore together?' asked Hazel. 'Yes!' said Oliver. 'Let's go!'
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Oliver flew down and landed next to Hazel. He opened his

satchel and unrolled a blank map. 'We can draw the safe

paths,' he said. 'I can see well in the dark,' said Oliver, 'so I can

guide us.' 'And I can sniff out danger,' said Hazel, twitching

her nose. 'I'll check every path before we mark it.' They smiled

at each other. 'Teamwork!' they said together, and they set off

into the forest.
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Their first path led under tall ferns that tickled Hazel's quills.

Oliver flew ahead, his amber eyes glowing in the moonlight.

'This way is clear,' he hooted softly. Hazel sniffed the ground.

'It smells safe,' she said. 'No thorns, no holes.' She took out

her charcoal stub and drew a wiggly line on the map. 'That's

our first path,' said Oliver. 'Let's call it Fern Way.' They both

laughed and moved on.
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Next, they found a little stream bubbling over smooth stones.

Oliver perched on a branch above and looked down. 'The

stones are slippery,' he said. 'We should mark a safe crossing.'

Hazel carefully stepped on each stone, testing them with her

tiny paws. 'This one is steady,' she said. 'And this one too.' She

drew a row of little circles on the map. 'Now other animals will

know where to cross,' said Oliver. 'Good job, Hazel!'
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As they walked, Hazel suddenly stopped and sniffed the air.

'Wait,' she said. 'I smell something sharp.' Oliver looked

around. 'It's just a prickly bush,' he said. 'But we can go

around it.' They took a different path, and Hazel drew a curve

on the map. 'That was close,' she said. 'But we found a safer

way.' Oliver nodded. 'That's why we check,' he said. 'Our map

will help everyone.'
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They came to a clearing where the moonlight made the grass

shine like silver. 'This is a good place to rest,' said Oliver. They

sat together, and Hazel shared her berries. 'I'm glad we met,'

said Hazel. 'Me too,' said Oliver. 'Exploring is more fun with a

friend.' They looked at their map. It had three paths now.

'Tomorrow we can explore more,' said Hazel. 'And add more

paths,' said Oliver. They smiled.
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The next night, they explored a path that wound through tall

mushrooms. Oliver flew up to check the way ahead. 'There's a

fallen log,' he said. 'We can go under it.' Hazel sniffed the log.

'It's safe,' she said. 'No ants, no spiders.' She drew a little log

shape on the map. 'Now others will know,' she said. They

crawled under and continued on their way, feeling proud of

their work.
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Every night, they found new paths. They marked a path beside

a big rock, a path through a patch of soft moss, and a path that

led to a hollow tree. Hazel's charcoal stub grew shorter, and

Oliver's map grew fuller. 'Our map is getting big!' said Hazel.

'And our friendship is growing too,' said Oliver. They laughed

and added another path. The forest was full of adventures, and

they loved every minute.
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One night, they met a little mouse who looked lost. 'I'm trying

to find my way home,' said the mouse. 'But the forest is so

dark.' Oliver and Hazel looked at each other. 'We can help!'

said Hazel. She opened the map. 'Here's a safe path,' she said,

pointing with her paw. 'Follow the wiggly line to Fern Way,

then turn at the stream.' The mouse smiled. 'Thank you!' she

said, and scurried off.
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Oliver and Hazel felt warm inside. 'Our map helped someone,'

said Hazel. 'That's the best feeling,' said Oliver. They decided

to make the map even better. They added tiny pictures of

landmarks: the stream, the big rock, and the hollow tree. 'Now

it's easy to follow,' said Hazel. 'And we can share it with

everyone,' said Oliver. They worked together, their friendship

shining like the stars above.
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From that night on, other animals came to see their map. A

rabbit wanted to find the clover patch. A squirrel needed a

safe route to the oak tree. Oliver and Hazel helped them all.

'You two make a great team,' said the rabbit. 'We do,' said

Hazel, smiling at Oliver. 'Because we both love exploring,' said

Oliver. 'And we both love helping,' said Hazel. Their hearts felt

full.
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Every night, Oliver and Hazel explored a little more and added

new paths to their map. They found a secret path behind the

waterfall and a winding path through the blueberries. 'The

forest is full of surprises,' said Hazel. 'And we can find them

together,' said Oliver. They drew and sniffed and laughed, and

their friendship grew stronger with every path they marked.
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One evening, as they sat on a branch watching the stars, Hazel

said, 'I'm so happy we met.' Oliver nodded. 'Friendship begins

with shared interests,' he said. 'We both love adventure, and

that brought us together.' Hazel smiled. 'And now we have a

map to remember all our adventures.' They looked at their

map, full of paths and pictures, and felt proud of what they had

made together.
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And so, every night, Oliver the owl and Hazel the hedgehog

continued to explore the forest. They walked the dark paths,

checked for danger, and drew new lines on their map. Other

animals traveled safely because of their work. But most of all,

Oliver and Hazel were happy because they had each other. And

they knew that no matter how big the forest grew, their

friendship would always be the best adventure of all.
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