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High in a rainforest tree, where the leaves whispered secrets,
lived a little potoo. He was a quiet bird, no bigger than a
mango, with feathers like soft grey-brown leaves. His
enormous golden eyes blinked slowly as he watched the night.
The potoo liked the quiet. He liked the way the dark felt like a
cozy blanket. But sometimes, just sometimes, he wondered if

the night had more to share.




One night, as the moon peeked through the branches, the
potoo heard something new. It was a melody, soft and sweet,
floating on the warm night air. The potoo tilted his head. His
wide flat beak opened just a little in surprise. No one else was
around. Where could that music be coming from? His curious
heart gave a tiny thump. He decided to find out.
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The potoo spread his big splayed feet and hopped from branch
to branch. The melody drifted through the trees, like a ribbon
of sound. Down and down he went, into the heart of the dark
rainforest. Ferns brushed his speckled feathers. Fireflies
blinked like tiny lanterns. The potoo was small, but he was
brave. He followed the music without a sound.
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Suddenly, a little voice called out, "Wait for me!" The potoo
turned his huge golden eyes and saw a tiny tree frog. The frog
was bright lime-green, about the size of a grape, with big
amber eyes and round sticky toe pads. "I heard the music too!"
the frog chirped. "Can I come along?" The potoo nodded shyly.
He had never had an adventure with a friend before.
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The tree frog hopped onto a leaf beside the potoo. "I'm a great
listener," the frog said. "And I'm not scared of the dark. Well,
maybe a little. But together we can be brave!" The potoo felt a
warm feeling inside. He wasn't used to talking much, but the
frog's cheerful chatter made the night feel friendly. They set
off together, following the mysterious tune.
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The melody led them to a stream that glittered under the
moon. The water gurgled and splashed, but the music was
louder now. "It's coming from over there!" the frog said,
pointing a tiny toe pad. They crossed on a fallen log, careful
not to slip. The potoo's big feet gripped the bark. The frog
bounced ahead, then waited. They made a good team.

6




On the other side, the trees grew thick and tangled. "Maybe
we should turn back," the frog whispered. But the potoo shook
his round head. He wanted to find the source of the beautiful
sound. "We can do it together," he said softly. The frog smiled.
"Okay! Let's follow the music!" They hopped on, side by side,
through the dark, leafy maze.




The music grew louder, then softer, like a game of hide-and-
seek. It seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere. "Is it a
bird?" the frog wondered. "Or a bug?" The potoo listened
carefully. He didn't think it was a bird or a bug. It sounded
bigger, like the night itself was singing. They kept going,
drawn by the sweet, mysterious tune.
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They reached a clearing where the moonlight poured down
like silver rain. The melody swirled around them, soft and
clear. The potoo looked up. The stars twinkled. The leaves
rustled. The frog gasped. "It's not a creature at all!" The
potoo's huge eyes widened. The music was the night itself,
singing its quiet song.




The potoo understood. The melody was in the wind, in the
leaves, in the gurgling stream. It was the sound of the
rainforest at night, a song of peace and wonder. The frog
danced a little jig. "We found it! We found the music!" The
potoo felt a happy glow. He had never noticed this song before.
But with a friend, the night seemed full of magic.
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The frog yawned a tiny yawn. "I'm sleepy now," it said. The
potoo nodded. They had come a long way. The potoo found a
cozy spot under a big leaf. The frog snuggled close. "Thank you
for the adventure," the frog whispered. "Even quiet friends can
have fun," the potoo replied. They listened to the night song
until their eyes grew heavy.




As they drifted off, the potoo realized something important. He
had always thought being quiet meant being alone. But the
frog had shown him that friendship doesn't need lots of words.
A shared smile, a helping hand, a brave hop into the dark—
that was enough. The potoo felt lucky to have such a cheerful
friend.




The next night, the potoo heard the melody again. But this
time, he wasn't puzzled. He knew it was the night's own song.
He hopped to the frog's favorite leaf and called softly, "Come
on! Let's listen together." The frog bounced up, eyes sparkling.
They sat side by side, watching the stars, listening to the
music of the rainforest.




From then on, the potoo and the tree frog were the best of
friends. They explored the rainforest every night, finding new
sounds and sights. The potoo still didn't talk much, but he
didn't need to. The frog understood. They shared adventures,
big and small, and the night was always magical.
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And if you ever visit the rainforest at night, listen carefully. You
might hear the sweet melody of the night itself. And if you're
very lucky, you might see a little potoo with huge golden eyes
and a tiny green frog, hopping through the trees, sharing the
wonder of the dark.




The potoo learned that you don't have to be loud to be brave.
Quiet friends can share wonderful adventures, and curiosity
can turn an ordinary night into something extraordinary. So if
you hear a mysterious melody, don't be afraid to follow it. You
never know what friends you might meet along the way.
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