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In the heart of the green forest, where ferns curled like sleepy

fingers, lived Penny the pangolin. Her scales were warm

honey-brown, layered like overlapping leaves, and her belly

was soft pale cream. Penny loved quiet evenings and the smell

of moss after rain. She wore a moss-green scarf tied in a loose

bow and carried a small woven basket wherever she went.
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One evening, as the moon rose round and silver, Penny had a

wonderful idea. "I'll plan a moonlit picnic!" she said, her tiny

paws clapping. She would invite her best friend Bo, the bear

cub, and Luma the firefly, and Olive the wise owl. Penny's long

tail curled with excitement as she wrote little invitations on

leaves with berry juice.
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Penny packed her woven basket with sweet berries, honey

cakes, and tiny sandwiches. She chose a clearing where soft

grass grew and fireflies danced. But as she set out the blanket,

a worry crept into her heart. Her scales felt heavy and strange.

"What if my friends think my scales are too odd?" she

whispered, her tail curling tight.
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Bo the bear cub arrived first, his red-and-white checkered

bandana bright in the moonlight. He carried a canvas satchel

full of berries and gave Penny a big, warm hug. "This is going

to be the best picnic ever!" he boomed. Penny smiled, but her

tail stayed curled. She hoped Bo wouldn't notice her scales in

the soft light.
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Luma the firefly zipped down the path, her golden tail light

glowing like a tiny lantern. She wore her silver acorn-cap hat

with a sprig of clover. "I lit the way for everyone!" she chimed,

her translucent wings shimmering. "Your scales are so pretty,

Penny!" Luma added. Penny blushed and mumbled a quiet

thank you, but her worry didn't fade.
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Olive the owl glided down silently, her lavender knitted shawl

wrapped around her shoulders. Her round yellow eyes

sparkled behind tiny spectacles. "What a lovely spot for a

gathering," she said, her voice calm and warm. Penny greeted

her guests, but she kept her scarf pulled close, hoping no one

would stare at her scales.
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The friends sat on the picnic blanket, and Bo passed around

the berries. "Time for stories!" he announced. "I'll go first." He

told a tale about a bear who was scared of honey, and

everyone laughed. Penny tried to laugh too, but she kept

glancing at her scales, wondering if they looked strange in the

moonlight.
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Luma led a game of firefly tag, her golden light darting

between the trees. Bo lumbered after her, giggling, and Olive

cheered from the blanket. "Come play, Penny!" Luma called.

Penny hesitated, then joined in, her scales glinting as she ran.

For a moment, she forgot her worry and felt the joy of the

game.
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When they were tired, Olive shared a story about how every

creature's differences are gifts. "The moon is different from

the sun," she said, "yet both light our world. Your scales,

Penny, are your own special gift." Penny's tail uncurled a little.

She looked at her friends and saw only kindness in their eyes.

9



Penny took a deep breath and let her scarf slip down. "I was

worried," she admitted, "that my scales might make you

uncomfortable." Bo tilted his head. "Uncomfortable? Your

scales are amazing!" he said. Luma nodded. "They sparkle like

the stars!" she added. Olive smiled gently. "You are perfect just

as you are, dear Penny."
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The moonlit feast began, and everyone shared their favorite

foods. Bo's berries were sweet, Luma brought dewdrop tea,

and Olive offered tiny honey biscuits. Penny's honey cakes

were the hit of the night. They laughed and talked, and Penny

felt her scales glow with happiness. "This is the best picnic

ever!" she said, and her friends cheered.
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After the feast, they played more games and told more stories.

Luma taught them a firefly dance, and Bo showed them how to

balance berries on his nose. Penny discovered that her scales

made a soft rattling sound when she danced, and everyone

clapped along. The forest echoed with laughter and joy.
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As the night grew late, Olive wrapped her shawl around

Penny's shoulders. "You see," she said softly, "friendship grows

when everyone feels included. Your invitation brought us

together, and your kindness made us feel at home." Penny

looked at her friends, their faces bright in the moonlight, and

felt a warm glow in her heart.
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Bo yawned and stretched his big paws. "We should do this

every week!" he declared. Luma's light flickered with

excitement. "Yes! And next time, we can have a picnic by the

pond!" Penny's tail curled with joy. She realized her scales

weren't a worry at all—they were part of what made her

special.
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The friends packed up the picnic, and Penny hugged each one

goodnight. "Thank you for coming," she said. "Thank you for

being you," Olive replied. As Penny walked home under the

moon, her woven basket empty but her heart full, she knew

that differences were something to celebrate, not hide.
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Back in her cozy burrow, Penny hung her moss-green scarf on

a peg and smiled. She had learned that friendship flourishes

when everyone feels included, and that being yourself is the

best gift of all. The moon shone through her window, and

Penny fell asleep, dreaming of moonlit picnics and friends who

loved her just as she was.
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