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High in the oldest tree in the forest, where the branches made
a soft green roof, there lived a small owl named Otto. He was
round as a teacup, with fluffy grey-brown feathers and big
amber eyes. Every morning he put on his tiny spectacles and
tucked a satchel of folded paper under his wing. Otto loved to
ask questions, and the forest always had answers.
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One windy afternoon, a scrap of paper blew past Otto's branch
and stuck to the bark. It was covered in curly writing and
smelled of old leaves. Otto fluttered after it and found a little
blue door hidden in the trunk, small enough for a mouse. He
tilted his head. "A door up here? Who would build a door in a
tree?"



Otto tapped the blue door with his beak. It creaked open, and
warm golden light spilled out. Inside was a room full of books,
stacked from floor to ceiling like leafy towers. A tortoise sat in
the corner wearing thin brass spectacles and a woven reed
bookmark on his shell. "Welcome, little owl," said Old Fern.
"This is the forest library."




Old Fern moved slowly between the shelves. "Forest animals
have written stories here for hundreds of years," he said.
"Every book holds a tale someone wanted to keep." Otto's
amber eyes grew wide behind his spectacles. He had never
seen so many stories in one place. He pulled a book from a low
shelf and opened it gently with his wing.
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But when Otto turned the page, his feathers drooped. The
writing was pale and patchy, like breath on cold glass. Some
words had faded away completely. "Oh no," he whispered. "The
stories are disappearing." Old Fern nodded slowly. "Pages fade
when tales are forgotten. Many of these have not been read in
a long, long time."




Otto flipped through more books, and each one was fainter
than the last. A story about a fox's first snowfall was almost
gone. A song about a summer stream had lost its ending.
Otto's heart felt heavy and fluttery at the same time. "We can't
let them vanish," he said. "But I'm only small. What can one
owlet do?"




Old Fern smiled a slow, wrinkly smile. "One owlet can ask for
help," he said. "Stories grow strong when they are shared.
Find the storytellers of the forest and bring them here." Otto
straightened his spectacles and gripped his little satchel.
"“Then I'll find every one of them," he said, and he flew out
through the blue door.



The first animal Otto found was Pip, a slender squirrel in a
blue acorn-cap hat, with a pencil tucked behind her ear. She
was chattering to a crowd of beetles. "A library of fading
stories?" she squeaked. "I'm the fastest storyteller in the
forest! I'll gather everyone." She zipped up the trunk, her
bushy tail bouncing behind her.
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Pip raced from branch to burrow, calling out the news. She
invited rabbits, mice, a chatty jay, and a family of moles with
dusty paws. Otto flew to a hollow log where Bramble the
hedgehog sat knitting. Her grey-tipped spines peeked from a
moss-green scarf, and a leather book strap crossed her back. "I
remember old tales," she said. "I'll come."
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Soon the library was full of animals. They squeezed between
the shelves and settled on stacks of books. Otto stood on a
stool and told them about the fading pages. "If we read each
story aloud," he said, "and write down what we remember,
maybe we can save them." The animals nodded. Pip waved her
pencil in the air. "Let's begin!"
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Bramble opened a book about a sleepy bear and read it slowly,
in her warm, rumbly voice. Otto wrote down every word on his
folded paper. When Bramble reached a faded part, she closed
her eyes and remembered it from long ago. The animals
leaned in, and the story grew bright again, like a candle being
lit.




Pip had a clever idea. "We can copy the faded pages before
they vanish!" she said. She showed the mice how to press thin
leaves over the writing and trace the shapes. The moles dug
out smooth bark for new pages. Everyone worked together,
reading and writing and sharing tales, and no one felt too
small to help.




All afternoon the library hummed with stories. The jay sang an
old song, and the rabbits acted out a tale of a tricky wind. Otto
wrote until his wing ached, but he didn't mind. With every
story they shared, the letters on the pages grew darker and

clearer, and the golden light in the room glowed warmer and
warmer.
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When the last page was copied, Old Fern set the new books on
the shelves beside the old ones. Bramble tied them with her
bookmark. Pip tucked pencils away, and the animals cheered
softly. Otto looked around and saw that the library was not
fading anymore. It sparkled with fresh ink and happy voices,
and every story had found new friends.
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From that day on, the blue door was never hidden again.
Animals came often to read aloud and write new tales. Otto
kept his little satchel full of paper, and whenever he found a
fading page, he called his friends. The library glowed like a
lantern in the old tree, bright with stories that everyone
shared.




Otto learned something warm and true: a story kept alone can
slowly fade, but a story shared grows stronger and brighter.
Knowledge is like a candle, he thought, and one small flame
can light a whole forest. So he opened the blue door wide and
invited everyone in, and the stories of the forest lived on,
together.




