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Milo the Mouse walked softly under tall whispering trees. His green vest shone bright against the moss. The forest air hummed like a song waiting to be sung. He felt shy, yet something tugged at his heart, pulling him deeper into the woods.

A glimmer flashed beside a fallen log where sunlight danced in golden spots. Milo’s eyes widened as he crept closer. "What’s that?" he whispered to the leaves. The soundless space seemed to lean near, listening to his small voice.

Penny the Porcupine trotted up, her yellow scarf fluttering like a cheerful flag. "Milo, you look like you found a secret," she said. Her smile was wide and warm. The forest listened, still and patient around them.

Together they stepped toward a round shape half-hidden by ferns. The air grew thick with mystery. Milo’s whiskers twitched as he brushed away a curl of moss, revealing more of its smooth surface.

It was a drum, smooth and warm, painted with tiny silver stars. Penny tapped it gently. The tap echoed deep, like a drop falling into a well. "It’s magic," she said in a hush, her eyes shining.

Oliver the Owl swooped down from a branch, his blue vest catching the light. "I heard a strange beat in my dreams," he said softly. His eyes glowed like lanterns in the growing dusk.

The three friends sat around the drum, listening to the wind’s soft voice. Leaves swirled above, making patterns in the air. "The


































d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Forest






d2d_images/image003.png





