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In the heart of the green woodland stood a hollow oak, wide as

a barn and older than anyone could remember. Its bark was

rough and warm, and its branches spread out like open arms.

One spring morning, two squirrel twins raced up the trunk. Pip

wore a tiny red scarf. Pop carried a small blue acorn-cap

satchel. "This tree is perfect!" chirped Pip. "Room for all our

nuts!"
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The twins found a cozy nook in the highest branch and filled it

with acorns. Pop sorted them into neat piles while Pip

chattered and dashed about. "Over here! Over there! So many

nuts!" piped Pip, tail flicking. Pop frowned at a wobbly stack.

"Please, Pip, a little quieter. I am counting." But Pip was

already off again, gathering more.
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That very night, two owls glided silently into the oak. Owlen

had a patch of white feathers over one eye, and Owlvie carried

a woven twig perch. They settled into a deep, dark hollow.

"What a fine quiet corner," hooted Owlvie softly. "Perfect for

sleeping," agreed Owlen. "If only it stays quiet." Far below, a

beetle family marched up the bark, tiny leaf bundles waving.
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The beetle family moved into the space under the bark, near

the roots. Their leader had a shiny copper back, and the little

beetles hummed and chattered as they worked. "Tidy, tidy!"

they sang, sweeping dust from the crevices. The oak was filling

up fast. Squirrels above, owls in the middle, beetles below, all

sharing one enormous tree.

4



For a few days, everyone was busy and happy. Then the

trouble began. In the morning, the squirrel twins raced and

chattered right past the owls' hollow. Owlen blinked one huge

golden eye. "Too loud!" she hooted. "We need quiet corners to

sleep!" Pip stopped, her bushy tail drooping. "But morning is

for playing!" she said.
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Next, the beetle family found crumbs and bits of acorn shell

scattered across their tidy bark. The copper-backed leader

waved his antennae. "Who made this mess?" The squirrel twins

peeked down. "Our nuts rolled," said Pop shyly. "We are sorry."

But the beetles buzzed and grumbled, and the owls hooted,

and the squirrels chattered back. Nobody was happy.
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By the third day, the hollow oak was full of arguments. "Your

nuts are blocking my branch!" squeaked Pip. "Your hooting

wakes us!" "Your racing shakes the bark!" buzzed the beetles.

The owls fluffed their speckled feathers. "This tree must be

quiet!" "This tree must be fun!" "This tree must be tidy!"

Everyone talked at once, and nobody listened.
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High on the trunk, a young woodpecker named Tap heard all

the noise. Tap wore a little green leaf vest with a twig pencil

tucked inside. A bright red cap glowed on his head. He tapped

the bark gently: tok-tok-tok. "Excuse me!" he called. "May I say

something?" Everyone went quiet. "What is it?" asked Owlen.
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Tap hopped onto a branch. "You all live in one big tree," he

said cheerfully. "Why not make a woodland council? Everyone

meets, everyone shares ideas, and everyone takes turns." The

squirrels tilted their heads. The owls stared with their golden

eyes. The beetles whispered together. "A council?" said Pip.

"What would we talk about?" "Everything!" said Tap, tapping

his twig pencil.
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That evening, all the woodland animals gathered on a wide,

flat branch. Tap tapped for silence. "First," he said, "let us

each say what we need." Owlen hooted, "Quiet corners for

sleeping." The copper-backed beetle clicked, "Tidy bark and

space for our leaf bundles." Pip and Pop looked at each other.

"Branches for our nuts," said Pop quietly.
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Tap wrote each idea on a big leaf with his twig pencil. "Now,"

he said, "how can we all get what we need?" The squirrel twins

raised their paws. "We could store our nuts on one branch

only!" said Pip. Owlen nodded slowly. "And the owls could keep

the deepest, darkest hollow for quiet." The beetles buzzed with

excitement. "We could tidy the bark!"
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Everyone began to plan together. The twins chose a strong

branch for their nuts and promised to keep them tidy. The owls

took the quiet corners and agreed to hoot softly at night. The

beetles became the tree's caretakers, sweeping and polishing

the bark. "Taking turns works!" said Tap, writing it all down.

The oak rustled softly, as if it liked the plan.
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The next morning, the hollow oak felt different. Pip and Pop

sorted nuts on their branch, quiet as mice. Owlen and Owlvie

slept peacefully in their deep hollow. The beetles swept the

bark until it shone. "This is much better," buzzed the copper-

backed leader. "Much quieter," hooted Owlvie. "Much tidier,"

said Pop, smiling. "And much friendlier," added Pip.
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Soon the woodland council met every week. Tap tapped his

twig pencil, and everyone took turns to speak. The squirrels

shared nuts with the beetles. The owls kept watch over the

whole tree at night. The beetles tidied the bark and carried

news from branch to branch. "We make a good team," said

Tap, and all the animals agreed with a happy rustle.
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When autumn winds blew, the hollow oak stayed warm and full

of friends. The squirrel twins stored nuts for everyone. The

owls shared quiet stories at dusk. The beetle family kept the

bark clean and bright. "This tree is home," said Pop softly. "Not

just for us," said Pip, "for all of us." The old oak creaked

contentedly from root to tip.

15



And so the hollow oak stood tall and peaceful, sheltering all

who lived within it. The woodland animals learned that sharing

space takes listening, kindness, and taking turns. When they

worked together, their big old tree became a happy home

where everyone had a place. Tap tapped his twig pencil one

last time and wrote on a leaf: "Respect and compromise make

peaceful communities possible."
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