
Table of Contents

The Owl Who Lost His Hoot (To Be Or Not To Bee, #1)
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Description

Owliver, a young owl, and his new friend Nathan each have a problem. Owliver lost his hoot! He keeps flapping his wings but goes nowhere. He fears falling. Nathan enjoys playing baseball but fears joining the summer baseball league.

With help from Nathan, the young fledgling finds the courage he needs to fly—and in the process, finds his hoot! Watching Owliver find the courage to fly, Nathan decides he needs a little courage of his own to join the park's summer baseball league. He joins the league.

Watch two friends become brave as they share an adventure to find Owliver's lost hoot.
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Dedicated to all families that love children and books. 

Something magical was about to happen. Nine-year-old Nathan Brown just didn’t know it.

Nathan jumped into his bed, nestling in his soft red blanket. The sounds of who-o-o, who-o, who-o-o outside his window made him sleepy. Soon he was dreaming of playing baseball.

As Nathan dreamed, Mother Owl was busy teaching her young fledgling to fly.

“All owls must learn to fly, Owliver, so they can hunt for food.”

“I don’t want to learn to fly. Who-o-o, who-o, who-o-o.”
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“Practicing makes me hungry.”

“Okay, that’s enough for now. I can hear your stomach rumbling.” Mother Owl hugged him with her large feathered wing.

Soon, Father Owl returned with a yummy supper of pesky rodents.

“Owliver, you are a mouse-eating machine,” laughed Father Owl.

“You will be hunting soon.”

“No, I won’t,” thought Owliver.

The sun was coming up as the owl family tucked their heads under their wings and went to sleep.
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The smell of pancakes woke Nathan. He jumped into his clothes and ran downstairs.

“Hooray, it’s Pancake Saturday!”

“Anyone for going to the hot dog cart at Atler Park for lunch?” asked Mother Brown.

“Sounds great!” said Father Brown. “Why don’t we throw around a few balls? Get in a little practice before the baseball sign-ups.”

Staring down at his pancakes, Nathan said,"I don't know if I want to sign up.

“That’s a surprise,” said Father Brown.

Grabbing the syrup bottle, Nathan poured syrup over his steaming pancakes. The sweet sticky syrup ran all over his plate and on to the table.
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Before going to the park, Nathan tried to see how high he could throw the ball in the yard.

“Watch it! You-u-u are going to hit me—Who-o-o, who-o, who-o-o.”

Nathan looked into the tree. The green leaves covered most of the yellow-eyed owl peering from the tree hollow.

“You can talk?”

“Duh-h-h.”

“I’ll be careful not to hit you,” said Nathan.

“I would move, but I can’t fly yet. Every time I flap my wings, I lose my hoot.”

“Sounds like an excuse to me. Are you afraid to fly?”
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“No, I need my hoot to fly, that’s all.”

“O.K. Maybe I can help find your hoot? I’m Nathan. I live here and will search my yard. I will look at Atler Park after lunch in case somebody stole it and took it there.”

“Thanks. It’s past bedtime, and I’m getting sleepy.” Owliver closed his eyes and covered his head with his wings.

“See you tonight,” said Nathan as he caught the ball in his glove.
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The playground—full of children, parents, and pets—was buzzing with activity as Nathan and his parents arrived. They sat on a park bench. With every crunchy bite of hot dog, yummy goodness dripped from Nathan’s chin.

Slurping the last drop of drink from his paper cup, Nathan got up from the bench. “Be
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