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In a sunny forest clearing, a small puppy named Toby bounced

through the soft green grass. His golden-brown fur shone, and

his big round dark brown eyes sparkled with joy. He wore a

bright red collar with a small brass tag that jingled as he ran.

Toby loved playing with his favorite ball more than anything in

the world.
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Toby's ball was round and red, with a tiny white star on one

side. He rolled it, chased it, and pounced on it with happy

barks. His floppy ears flew up and down as he ran. The forest

was full of tall trees and busy birds, but Toby only had eyes for

his ball. He could play with it all day long.

2



One afternoon, Toby kicked the ball a little too hard. It rolled

fast over the grass, under a bush, and disappeared. Toby ran

after it, but he couldn't see it anywhere. His tail stopped

wagging. "Oh no! My ball is gone!" he whined. He felt sad and

worried all at once.
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Toby ran this way and that, sniffing everywhere at once. He

dashed around trees and jumped over rocks, but the ball was

nowhere. His little paws got tired, and his heart beat fast. "I'll

never find it!" he cried. He sat down and let out a big, sad

sigh. The forest felt very big and lonely.
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Just then, a gentle voice spoke from above. "Hello, little one.

Why are you so sad?" Toby looked up and saw a plump owl

perched on a low branch. The owl had soft grey and brown

feathers, a pale speckled chest, and large amber eyes. He

wore tiny round wire spectacles on his beak. "I'm Oliver," the

owl said kindly.
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Toby explained about his lost ball. "I've looked everywhere!"

he said. Oliver blinked slowly. "Running everywhere at once is

not the same as searching," he said. "Good advice helps us

grow. Let's search together, one spot at a time. Start with

what's close." Toby tilted his head. He had never thought of

searching that way.
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Oliver flew down and landed softly beside Toby. "First, let's

look under this bush," he said. Toby crouched low and peered

under the leaves. He saw dirt, a beetle, and a dropped acorn,

but no ball. "Good try," said Oliver. "Now let's check behind

that big oak tree." Toby trotted over, feeling a little more

hopeful.
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Behind the oak tree, there were roots and moss, but the ball

wasn't there. Toby started to run off again, but Oliver called

him back. "Patience, little friend. We'll check the tall grass by

the stream next." Toby took a deep breath and nodded. He was

learning to slow down. Together, they walked to the stream,

step by step.
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The tall grass by the stream tickled Toby's nose. He sniffed

carefully, one spot at a time. Oliver watched from a branch.

"You're doing great," he hooted. "Being calm helps you see

more." Toby's ears perked up. He felt a little proud. Maybe he

could find the ball after all. He just had to keep trying.
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They searched under a fallen log and around a circle of

mushrooms. Toby didn't rush. He looked carefully at each

place. Oliver flew ahead and called out, "Check by the berry

bushes!" Toby trotted over, his red collar jingling. He pushed

his nose into the leaves, hoping. But still, no ball. He sighed,

but didn't give up.
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Then Oliver said, "Let's rest for a moment. Sometimes when

we are calm, we notice things we missed." Toby sat down and

looked around. The forest was quiet and peaceful. He took a

deep breath and felt his worries settle. Just then, he spotted a

tiny white star peeking out from under a pile of leaves near a

tree stump.
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Toby's tail began to wag. "Could it be?" he whispered. He

walked over slowly, not wanting to get too excited. Oliver

nodded. "Go on, take a look." Toby nosed the leaves aside, and

there it was—his red ball with the white star! "I found it!" he

barked happily. Oliver's amber eyes twinkled behind his

spectacles.
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Toby picked up the ball and brought it to Oliver. "Thank you!"

he said. "You helped me learn to search slowly and not give up.

Good advice really does help us grow." Oliver smiled. "You

were the one who kept trying," he said. "That's what friends do

—we help each other." Toby's tail wagged so fast it was a blur.
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From that day on, Toby and Oliver became best friends. They

played together in the forest every day. Toby would roll his

ball, and Oliver would watch from above, calling out hints.

Sometimes they would just sit and talk. Toby learned that

patience and good advice make every adventure better. And he

never lost his ball again.

14



Toby grew a little wiser each day. He still loved to play, but

now he knew how to be calm and careful. When other animals

had problems, Toby would say, "Let's search one spot at a

time." Oliver would nod proudly. Their friendship was the best

treasure in the forest, and they shared many happy

adventures.
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So, if you ever lose something special, remember Toby and

Oliver. Take a deep breath, ask for help, and look carefully.

Good advice and patience will guide you. And who knows? You

might find a best friend along the way. The forest is full of

surprises, and every day is a new adventure for Toby and

Oliver.
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