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The Peaceful Forest
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In the heart of a green, leafy forest, all the animals lived in harmony. Birds chirped cheerfully from the treetops. Squirrels played tag among the branches, and rabbits bounced happily in the soft grass. The sun peeked through the trees, casting golden beams across the forest floor.
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Among all the animals lived a little mouse named Max. Max was the smallest of them all— but what he lacked in size, he made up for in kindness. He always helped carry berries, shared his crumbs, and

cheered up anyone feeling sad. Max had a tiny red scarf he always wore, a gift from his grandma. It made him feel brave.
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Though Max was small,

everyone liked him. The forest animals often said, “Max may be little, but he has the biggest heart!”

One day, as the animals

gathered near the sparkling stream to drink and chat, Max helped Ruby the rabbit find her lost flower crown. “Thank you, Max!” she said with a hop. “You’re always so helpful!”
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Max smiled. He felt happy

knowing he could make others happy, even if he wasn’t the fastest or strongest.

The forest was peaceful, and

life was good.

But something was about to

change...
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Trouble in the Trees
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The next morning, the forest felt different.

The birds weren’t singing as loudly. The squirrels stayed closer to their tree holes. Even the usually cheerful rabbit, Ruby, twitched her nose nervously.

Max noticed it right away. “Why is everyone so quiet today?” he asked Ollie the owl, who was resting on a low branch.
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Ollie blinked slowly.

“Something's not right, Max. I heard rustling last night near the bushes. Not the good kind of rustling. The sneaky kind.” Just then, Sam the squirrel rushed down a tree trunk, puffing and panting. “Max! I saw something scary! A cat. A big, gray cat with sharp eyes and a long tail. She’s sneaking through the bushes. I think... she’s hunting!”

​Max’s heart skipped. A cat in the forest was bad news. Cats didn’t play tag or pick berries. They chased. They pounced. And this one, from what Sam

said, sounded like trouble. Later that day, Ruby told Max

she thought she saw a tail disappear behind a tree. “I’m scared, Max. What if she comes after us?”

Max looked at his friends.

They were afraid—and so was he. But deep down, he knew they had to do something.
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“I don’t know how yet,” Max said, tying his red scarf tighter, “but we’ll figure it out. We have to look out for each other.” And just as he said that, in the distance, two glowing yellow eyes blinked from the shadows behind the tall grass...
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Max Has a Plan
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That night, Max couldn’t sleep. He kept thinking about those glowing eyes in the grass. Who was that cat? What did she want? Would she come back?

Early the next morning, Max tiptoed through the dewy

grass, his red scarf fluttering behind him. He decided to investigate.

​He scurried near the bushes where Sam had seen the cat. There, he spotted paw prints in the dirt—big ones. Max followed the trail carefully, until he heard a soft rustle. He froze behind a rock. Through the grass, he saw

her.

A large, gray cat with glowing

yellow eyes and twitching

whiskers. She crept low to the ground, her tail swishing. Her name, as Max would soon learn, was Cleo.

​[image: image]

​

––––––––
[image: ]


Max ducked as Cleo muttered to herself, “That plump rabbit looked tasty... maybe tomorrow...”

Max’s ears perked. She was after Ruby!

He raced back through the forest, heart pounding like a drum. When he reached the big tree stump where his friends often met, they were already waiting.
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“We’re scared,” said Ruby. “I don’t want to be pounced on!” “We need to leave!” said Sam the squirrel, pacing.

Max took a deep breath. “No,”

he said firmly. “We’re not

running. We’re going to protect

each other—and I have a

plan.”

His friends stared at him.

“You do?” asked Ollie.
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Max nodded. “Cleo is clever, but we can be clever too. We’ll trick her into leaving. But I’ll need everyone’s help.”

And just like that, Max began


to share his idea—a bold, brave, mouse-sized plan.
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