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​Book 1: The Great Acorn Rescue––––––––Chapter 1: Sunrise in the Whispering Oak
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Nutmeg the squirrel opened his eyes. The morning sun painted the sky in soft shades of pink and orange. It was a beautiful day in the Whispering Oak. This was a massive tree with ancient, sturdy bark. The bark felt like rough, dry toast under his tiny paws. Nutmeg stretched his arms high above his head. He wiggled his fluffy tail. He sniffed the crisp morning air. The air smelled of sweet pine needles and fresh dew.

Today was a special day. Nutmeg had an important job. He was the acorn keeper for the forest. He stepped out of his cozy nest. The nest was woven from soft green moss and dry brown twigs. It felt like a warm hug against his fur.

Nutmeg hopped onto a wide branch. He looked down at the forest floor. Little drops of water sparkled on the leaves below. They looked like tiny diamonds scattered in the grass.

"Time to get to work," Nutmeg whispered to himself.

He scurried to his storage hole. He counted his precious acorns. One. Two. Three. Four. They were perfectly smooth. They felt cool and heavy in his paws. He polished each one with a velvety green leaf. He wanted them to shine brightly in the sun. 

Nutmeg wore a tiny belt made of woven grass. Attached to the belt was his most prized possession. It was the Compass of Courage. The compass was made from a hollowed-out walnut shell. Inside rested a bright green leaf that always pointed toward home. 

He patted the compass gently. He took a deep breath. 

"Paws together, heart so brave, I will find the friends I save!"

He chanted his special words softly. It always made his heart feel strong and ready. 

Nutmeg hopped from branch to branch. 

Hop!

Jump!

Whoosh!

He greeted his cheerful neighbors. The bluebirds sang happy songs. The beetles marched in neat lines along the bark. The forest felt safe and joyful. The leaves rustled gently in the morning breeze. The Whispering Oak seemed to hum a happy tune. 

Nutmeg loved his home. He loved the rough wood and the soft moss. He loved the smell of rain and the warmth of the sun. He felt ready for anything today. He puffed out his little chest. He stood tall on the very tip of a branch. 

He looked out over the green canopy. The world was so big. Nutmeg was very small. But his courage was mighty. He gathered ten more shiny acorns. He placed them carefully into his grass pouch. He made sure the flap was secure. He did not want to lose a single one. 

The morning went by peacefully. Nutmeg worked hard. He organized his treasures. He swept his nest clean with a pine bough. He chewed on a sweet berry for breakfast. The juice tasted like summer sunshine. 

Everything was perfect. But the wind began to change. A strange chill tickled his whiskers. Nutmeg stopped chewing. His ears twitched. He looked up at the sky. The pink clouds were gone. Gray shadows crept over the treetops. The Whispering Oak stopped humming. The leaves began to shiver. Nutmeg felt a tiny knot form in his tummy. Something was coming.
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​Chapter 2: The Gathering Storm
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The gray shadows swallowed the bright sun. The air turned very cold. Nutmeg felt a shiver run down his spine. The gentle breeze turned into an angry wind. The sky turned the color of bruised plums. The Gathering Storm had arrived. 

The wind howled through the branches. It sounded like a giant, grumpy bear. The tall trees swayed back and forth. The leaves whipped around in wild circles. 

Whoosh!

Swish!

Crack!

A heavy drop of rain hit Nutmeg right on the nose. It was freezing cold. Then another drop fell. And another. Soon, the rain was pouring down in thick sheets. The world turned blurry and wet. 

The forest animals panicked. They did not like the loud noises. They did not like the cold water. Mrs. Bluebird gathered her tiny chicks. She tucked them deep inside her wooden birdhouse. She chirped in a high, frightened voice. 

The beetles scattered under heavy rocks. They hid in the dark dirt to stay dry. 

Scurry!

Scrape!

Nutmeg held tightly to the bark. His claws dug into the rough wood. His fluffy tail was completely soaked. It looked like a skinny, wet rope. He felt very small against the roaring storm. 

Suddenly, a small voice cried out over the wind. It was Mother Bunny. She stood at the base of the Whispering Oak. Her ears were flat against her head. Her nose twitched with fear. Her eyes were wide and filled with tears. 

"Barnaby is missing!" she cried out. "My little Barnaby is out in the storm!"

Barnaby was the youngest bunny in the forest. He had soft white fur and a tiny pink nose. He was too small to be out in the scary rain. He did not know his way home. 

Nutmeg felt a sharp pinch in his heart. He looked down at Mother Bunny. She was trembling in the mud. The rain pounded against her soft fur. All the other animals stayed hidden in their dry homes. They peeked out from behind leaves and inside hollow logs. They were too afraid of the wind. They were too afraid of the loud thunder. 

Boom!

Rumble!

Nutmeg looked at his cozy nest. It was dry and warm. He could just go inside. He could curl up and sleep until the rain stopped. But then he thought of tiny Barnaby. He thought of the cold, muddy forest floor. Barnaby would be so frightened. Barnaby would be so cold. 

Nutmeg touched the walnut shell on his belt. The Compass of Courage was safe inside. He felt a sudden burst of warmth in his chest. His tummy stopped tying itself in knots. He knew what he had to do today. 

He looked down at Mother Bunny again. He puffed out his wet chest. He gave her a brave nod. He was not just the acorn keeper. He was a helper. The storm roared louder. The branches shook violently. Nutmeg did not care. He was ready to face the dark woods.
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​Chapter 3: The Secret of the Compass
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Nutmeg climbed down the slippery bark of the Whispering Oak. Every step was dangerous. The bark was coated in slick green moss and running water. He had to place his tiny paws perfectly. 

Slip!

Slide!

Thump!

He landed softly on the muddy ground. The mud squished between his toes. It was thick and sticky. He pulled out the Compass of Courage. He popped open the walnut shell. The magical green leaf inside spun in circles. Then it pointed straight toward the thorny bramble bushes.

"Paws together, heart so brave, I will find the friends I save!"

Nutmeg said his special words out loud. The chanting gave him strength. The wind tried to push him backward. Nutmeg pushed forward. 

He ran toward the bramble bushes. The thorns were long and sharp. They looked like jagged monster teeth. Nutmeg had to be very careful. He ducked under a thick branch. He hopped over a sharp root. 

Snap!

Crack!

A heavy branch crashed down right behind him. Nutmeg jumped high into the air. His heart beat rapidly in his chest. He took a deep breath. He checked his compass again. The green leaf pointed toward the rushing stream.

The stream was usually a quiet, trickling brook. Now it was a roaring river of muddy water. White foam bubbled at the edges. Nutmeg stopped at the muddy bank. He needed to get across. He looked around. He saw a row of smooth river stones. They were slippery and wet. 

Nutmeg gathered his courage. He leaped onto the first stone. 

Splash!

The water splashed against his paws. He wobbled but kept his balance. He leaped to the next stone. He used his wet tail to steady himself. He hopped from stone to stone. 

Hop!

Jump!

Whoosh!

He made it to the other side. He shook the cold water from his fur. He was very tired. His muscles ached. But he could not stop. He followed the compass needle deeper into the gloomy woods. 

He checked behind a large, rotting log. He dug through a pile of soggy autumn leaves. 

Rustle!

Scrape!

No Barnaby. 

Nutmeg's ears drooped. The rain was so heavy. The wind was so loud. How would he ever find one tiny bunny in this giant forest? He sat under a large mushroom to catch his breath. The mushroom smelled like damp earth. 

He looked at his compass one more time. The green leaf glowed slightly in the dark storm. It pointed firmly toward a hollowed-out pumpkin near the farmer's fence. Nutmeg stood up. He shook his fur again. He would not give up. 

He marched through the deep puddles. The water reached his knees. He ignored the cold. He ignored his tired legs. He kept his eyes glued to the orange pumpkin in the distance. He hoped with all his heart that his friend was inside. He crawled under a broken fence board. The wood was rough and splintered. He could hear a tiny sound over the wind. It sounded like a little
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