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Chapter 1: The Great Nut Panic
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The golden forest of Maplewood was buzzing with the sounds of autumn.
Leaves rustled, birds chirped, and the chilly wind whispered through the trees, carrying the scent of pinecones and acorns.
It was the time of year when every creature — big or small — was busy preparing for winter.
And no one was busier than Nibbs the Squirrel.

Nibbs was small, fluffy, and very proud of his bushy gray tail, which he brushed every morning with a pine twig.
He had spent the entire autumn collecting nuts, acorns, and chestnuts, and hiding them in the safest spots he could find.
At least... he thought they were safe.

“Another perfect nut, another perfect hiding place!” Nibbs said cheerfully as he dug into the soil under an old oak tree.
He patted the dirt over the shiny brown acorn and stepped back proudly.
“That makes... hmm... one hundred and—oh, I’ve lost count again.”
Nibbs tilted his head, scratched behind his ear, and sighed. “Maybe I should write it down.”

He plucked a large maple leaf from a low branch, took a berry, and squished it to use as ink.
With a stick, he scribbled something that looked very much like a map — though it was mostly squiggly lines and doodles of trees that all looked the same.
“Perfect!” he said. “This will help me remember where I hid every single nut!”

He smiled at his masterpiece, then tucked it neatly beside a rock.

That was mistake number one.

The wind picked up. The leaf rustled. And before Nibbs could say “pinecone pancakes,” the map flew up into the air, spinning like a helicopter blade.

“Oh no! My map!” he cried, chasing it through the trees.

He leapt over a log, slid through a patch of moss, and nearly ran straight into a mushroom family.
“Sorry, Mushrooms! Emergency!” he shouted, sprinting after the flying leaf.
But the wind was faster.
The map soared higher and higher, twirling gracefully until it disappeared beyond the treetops.
Nibbs stood frozen, mouth open, tail drooping.
“Well,” he said finally, “I suppose I’ll just... remember it in my head!”
That was mistake number two.

The next morning, the forest awoke to frost sparkling on the leaves.
Nibbs stretched, yawned, and rubbed his paws together.
“Mmm... time for a nice, crunchy acorn breakfast,” he said.
He scampered to the base of the oak tree where he was certain he had buried one of his biggest, juiciest nuts.
He dug and dug, sending clumps of cold dirt flying behind him.
But when he reached the bottom — nothing.
He blinked. Dug again.
Still nothing.
“That’s odd...” he muttered. “Maybe it was by the log instead?”

He hurried over to the fallen log. Dug.
Nothing.
“How about near the bush with the twisty twigs?”
He dug again.
Nothing.
Nibbs frowned.
Then he giggled nervously.
“Ha ha! Silly me! Just a tiny mistake! I’ll find it somewhere here.”
Ten minutes later, he had made fifteen holes in the ground, scattered piles of dirt everywhere, and uncovered a very angry earthworm.

“Hey!” squeaked the worm. “Can’t a fellow sleep in peace down here?”

“Oh! I’m terribly sorry!” Nibbs said. “I’m just... uh... looking for breakfast!”

The worm squinted. “You buried your breakfast?”

“Well, yes, I—never mind!” Nibbs stammered. “Have a nice nap!”

He zipped off again, muttering to himself.
“I buried it under a rock... or maybe behind a stump... or maybe I ate it already?”
He sat on a cold stone and sighed.
“This is bad. I’ve forgotten everything.”
The wind whistled through the trees, almost as if it were laughing.
Nibbs’ stomach growled.
That’s when he heard a voice from above.

“HELLOOOO DOWN THERE, FORGETFUL FLUFFBALL!”

Nibbs looked up and saw a flash of green and yellow feathers swooping between the branches.
It was Kiwi the Parrot, his very loud best friend.
Kiwi landed on a branch above Nibbs, puffing out her feathers proudly.
She wore a tiny red scarf that flapped in the breeze like a superhero’s cape.
“You look worried,” Kiwi said. “Let me guess — you lost your nuts again?”

Nibbs’ eyes went wide. “How did you know?”

Kiwi smirked. “You lose them every year.”

“I do not!” Nibbs said indignantly.
“Well... not every year... just most years... okay fine, maybe every year.”
Kiwi chuckled. “I saw you chasing a leaf yesterday. Was that your famous Nut Map again?”

Nibbs sighed. “Yes. And it flew away before I could memorize it.”

Kiwi tilted her head. “Why didn’t you tie it to your tail like last time?”

Nibbs blushed. “Because last time, it got muddy and I accidentally used it as a napkin.”

Kiwi cackled so hard she nearly fell off the branch.
“Oh Nibbs, you’re hopeless!”
Nibbs folded his tiny paws. “Well, I don’t see you helping.”

Kiwi’s eyes sparkled. “Oh, but I am helping. You need Detective Kiwi, Nut Finder Extraordinaire!”

“Detective who?”

“Detective Kiwi!” she announced, flapping her wings dramatically. “I solve mysteries, big or small, feathered or furry!”

Nibbs tilted his head. “Since when?”

“Since just now!” she said proudly. “Now tell me, when was the last time you saw your nuts?”

Nibbs thought hard. “Yesterday evening, under the big oak tree.”

“Uh-huh. And then?”

“Then I made a map.”

“Uh-huh. And then?”

“Then I lost it.”

Kiwi scribbled invisible notes in the air with her wing. “Aha. Classic Case of Vanishing Snacks. Don’t worry, Detective Kiwi is on the job!”

Before Nibbs could protest, Kiwi took off into the air.
She swooped over the clearing, shouting at the top of her lungs:
“ATTENTION, FOREST! LOST NUTS ON THE LOOSE! REPEAT — LOST NUTS ON THE LOOSE!”

Every bird, rabbit, and beetle in Maplewood froze.

Nibbs groaned. “Kiwi, do you have to tell everyone?”

“Of course!” she called back. “The more eyes we have, the more nuts we’ll find!”

Within minutes, curious animals began to gather.
A group of chipmunks peeked out from a bush.
A family of rabbits poked their heads from their burrow.
Even a sleepy raccoon wandered over, rubbing his eyes.
“What’s all this noise about?” grumbled Bramble the Hedgehog, waddling through the leaves with twigs tangled in his quills.
He was holding a half-eaten mushroom and didn’t look happy to be awake.
Nibbs looked embarrassed. “Um... I might’ve misplaced my nuts again.”

Bramble sighed. “You what?”

“Lost them. All of them.”

The hedgehog blinked. “Didn’t you do the same thing last year?”

“Yes, but this time I made a map!”

Bramble squinted. “And where’s the map?”

Nibbs looked down at his paws. “In the wind.”

Kiwi grinned. “Don’t worry, Bramble. I’ve taken charge. Detective Kiwi is handling the investigation.”

“Oh great,” Bramble muttered. “Because that always goes well.”

“Step one,” Kiwi said, pacing dramatically, “we must retrace the nut-hider’s steps!”

Nibbs brightened. “That’s actually a good idea!”

Kiwi nodded confidently. “Step two — question witnesses! Step three — check suspicious holes!”

Bramble crossed his arms. “And what’s step four?”

Kiwi smiled mischievously. “Celebrate with snacks!”

“Snacks?” Bramble’s ears perked up. “I’m in.”

So began The Great Nut Panic of Maplewood Forest.

Nibbs, Kiwi, and Bramble set off together, following half-remembered clues, random holes, and the faint smell of acorns.
Nibbs’s tail twitched with excitement, though his tummy rumbled with worry.
He had no idea that their silly little search would soon become the most ridiculous, laugh-out-loud adventure Maplewood had ever seen.
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Chapter 2: Kiwi’s Loud Advice
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The morning mist had barely lifted when Kiwi the Parrot decided that Maplewood Forest needed a bit of excitement — or, as she called it, “a dramatic nut rescue operation.”

Nibbs the Squirrel, still half-asleep and covered in dirt from all his digging yesterday, stood beside her, rubbing his eyes.
He had bags under them, which made him look like he hadn’t slept in a week. (To be fair, he hadn’t stopped worrying all night.)
Kiwi puffed out her feathers proudly and marched across a fallen log like a general.
“All right, everyone!” she squawked. “Gather round! Operation Nut Hunt begins now!”
A group of curious animals poked their heads out of bushes and holes — chipmunks, rabbits, and a badger who was clearly not thrilled to be awake.

Nibbs squeaked, “Kiwi! Maybe we shouldn’t—uh—announce it to everyone?”

But Kiwi was already in full performance mode.

“Step one!” she shouted. “We must investigate the scene of the crime!”

“It’s not a crime!” Nibbs protested. “It’s just... my memory.”

Kiwi winked. “Every mystery needs a little drama, partner.”

“Partner?”

“Of course! You’re my assistant. Detective Kiwi always works with an assistant!”

Nibbs sighed. “Fine. What’s step two, then?”

“Step two,” Kiwi said, pacing back and forth with exaggerated seriousness, “we look for clues.”

She fluttered up to a tree branch and squinted dramatically at the ground.
“Hmm. Suspicious dirt patterns... paw prints... and—aha! A trail!”
Nibbs leaned closer. “A trail of what?”

Kiwi
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