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High in the tallest treetop, where the leaves whispered secrets

to the wind, lived a hornbill named Horry. His glossy black

feathers shone like polished stones, and his huge golden beak

curved like a smile. A little red flower nodded near his wing,

and his bright amber eyes sparkled with kindness. Every

morning, Horry sang a cheerful tune to greet the sun and all

the forest creatures below.
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One day, Horry noticed three small squirrels scurrying up the

trunk of a nearby oak. Mama Squirrel clutched a tiny satchel

of nuts, her fluffy tail twitching with worry. Papa Squirrel wore

a twig-and-leaf cap and a warm orange scarf, and he grinned

as he carried their belongings. Little Pip, the smallest, hid

behind Mama's tail, peeking out with big round eyes.
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Horry swooped down and landed gently on a branch.

"Welcome to the neighborhood!" he boomed, his voice warm

and friendly. "I'm Horry the hornbill. I live in the treetop

above." Mama Squirrel gave a shy smile, and Papa Squirrel

shook Horry's wing tip. Pip whispered, "Hello," and showed

one tiny tooth. Horry's heart swelled with joy at meeting his

new neighbors.
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That evening, Horry had a wonderful idea. He would host a

housewarming party in his treetop home! He wanted the

squirrel family to feel welcome, so he planned games that

everyone could play. He gathered soft moss for cushions and

hung berries from the branches like tiny lanterns. "A party is

the best way to say welcome," he chirped to himself.
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The next morning, Horry flew to the squirrels' oak tree with an

invitation. "Please come to my treetop housewarming

tomorrow!" he said. "There will be games and treats for all."

Mama Squirrel's eyes widened with surprise. "A party for us?"

she asked. Papa Squirrel grinned and adjusted his cap. Pip

bounced up and down, his fluffy tail swishing with excitement.
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Horry spent the day preparing. He thought carefully about

each guest. For Mama Squirrel, who was shy, he planned a

quiet game of leaf-painting. For Papa Squirrel, who loved to

play, he set up a acorn-toss. For little Pip, he made a maze of

vines to climb. "Every guest should have fun," Horry said,

tucking a berry-bead into his vest pocket for luck.
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On the day of the party, the squirrel family climbed up to the

treetop. Mama Squirrel held Pip's paw tightly. Papa Squirrel

carried a gift of fresh nuts. When they arrived, Horry greeted

them with a bow. "Welcome to my home! Please make

yourselves comfortable." The treetop was decorated with

flowers and soft moss, and the scent of ripe berries filled the

air.
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First came the leaf-painting game. Horry gave each guest a

broad leaf and a dab of berry juice. Mama Squirrel hesitated,

but Horry gently showed her how to paint a tiny flower. Soon

she was smiling, her acorn-cap hair clip glinting in the sun.

"This is lovely," she whispered. Papa Squirrel painted a silly

face, and Pip painted a squiggly tail. Everyone laughed.
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Next was the acorn-toss. Papa Squirrel was a natural, tossing

acorns into a hollow stump with a cheerful grin. Mama

Squirrel tried too, and when she finally got one in, Papa

cheered loudly. Horry clapped his wings. "Wonderful!" he

cried. Even Pip got a turn, and though his acorn bounced off

the stump, everyone clapped for his effort. The forest echoed

with happy sounds.
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Then came Pip's maze. Horry had woven vines into a winding

path among the branches. Pip's big round eyes grew wide with

wonder. He scurried through the maze, his leaf cape fluttering

behind him. "I did it!" he squeaked when he reached the end.

Horry presented him with a tiny berry-bead bracelet. "For the

bravest explorer," he said, and Pip beamed.
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As the sun began to set, Horry brought out a feast of berries,

nuts, and sweet sap. The squirrel family sat together, feeling

warm and happy. Mama Squirrel looked around at the friendly

faces and realized she no longer felt nervous. "This feels like

home," she said softly. Papa Squirrel nodded, his orange scarf

glowing in the golden light.
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Horry raised his golden beak. "To new friends and new

beginnings!" he toasted. Everyone cheered. Then he turned to

the squirrel family. "You are not just guests; you are neighbors.

And neighbors are friends we haven't met yet." Mama

Squirrel's eyes glistened with happy tears. Pip hugged Horry's

leg, and Papa Squirrel shook his wing heartily.
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After the party, the squirrel family helped Horry tidy up. They

laughed and chatted as they gathered leaves and stacked

acorns. "We should do this again," said Papa Squirrel. "Maybe

we can host next time," added Mama Squirrel, surprising

herself. Horry nodded. "I would love that!" he said. The treetop

felt warmer than ever with new friendships growing.
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From that day on, the squirrel family truly belonged in the

neighborhood. Mama Squirrel no longer hid behind her tail;

she greeted everyone with a smile. Papa Squirrel organized

games for all the forest children. And Pip? He became the

fastest climber in the treetops, always wearing his berry-bead

bracelet. Horry watched them and felt a deep, quiet joy.
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One evening, as the stars began to twinkle, Horry sat outside

his home. The squirrel family joined him, and they shared

stories and nuts. "Thank you for making us feel welcome," said

Mama Squirrel. Horry's amber eyes sparkled. "You made it

easy," he replied. "A kind welcome turns a house into a home,

and strangers into friends." The treetop rustled in agreement.
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And so, the hornbill's housewarming became a story told

throughout the forest. It reminded every creature that

welcoming others with kindness and play creates a place

where everyone belongs. The squirrel family lived happily

among their new neighbors, and Horry's treetop was always

filled with laughter and friendship. The end.
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