The Helpful Owl 

By Jordan Bledsoe 

There once lived a lively young owl named Charlie. He was the most helpful owl in all of Wood Forrest. He did his best to aid his friends and neighbors no matter what they needed. He babysat baby birds for their mothers, he collected nuts for busy squirrel mothers, and he cleaned the homes of elderly animals. 

One day, he asked Mrs. Brown Owl if she needed a babysitter. 

“No thanks, darling,” she chirped. 

He asked Mrs. Red Squirrel if she needed some acorns for lunch. 

“No, Charlie, I have enough acorns for the rest of this month,” she said. 

 He asked Mr. Barn Owl if he needed someone to clean his tree home. 

“No thank you, Susie the Snowy Owl cleaned it just this morning,” Mr. Barn Owl replied. 

Nobody needed Charlie’s help. Charlie perched on a tree limb. 

“I don’t understand,” he said. “Nobody needs me.” Nevertheless, the next day he set out once again to see if someone needed help. 

He asked Mrs. Robin if she needed someone to watch her children while she collected worms. 

“Not today, Charlie, Mr. Robin has the day off work,” she told him. 

He asked Mrs. Gray Squirrel if she needed any hickory nuts. 

“No thank you, Charlie. I have plenty,” she informed him. 

He asked Mrs. Possum if she needed someone to clean her home. 

“Thank you for the offer, Charlie, but my daughters were here just yesterday and took care of the cleaning for me.” 

Charlie went back to his perch on the tree limb. 

“Why does nobody want my help?  I’m just not going to offer to help people any more.” He decided.  “When people ask, I’ll tell them that Susie the Snowy Owl can help them.” 

The next day, Charlie woke up late.  He reached for a bag of mouse chips and stretched out on his front porch to watch the funny humans run around frantically and worry about silly things.  Charlie stayed on his comfy bed of leaves all day.  When Mrs. Red Squirrel chattered loudly about her acorns being stolen, he simply yawned.  When Mrs. Robin flew all around the treetops searching for a babysitter while she took one of her children to Doctor Porcupine, Charlie pointed at Susie the Snowy Owl.  There was no way he was going to get up. 

The next day, Charlie woke up late once again.  He was ready for another day of lying around doing nothing.  

His thoughts were interrupted when Mrs. Gray squirrel shrieked, “My son, my son!  He’s climbed all the way to the top of the Gigantic Tree!” 

Charlie gasped. No creature in all of Wood Forest was brave enough to go to the top of Gigantic Tree. It was far too high.  Mrs. Gray Squirrel was very upset. No one was brave enough to help him down. 

“Charlie,” Mrs. Gray Squirrel cried, “Will y-you go?” 

“Now you want my help,” Charlie muttered. Mrs. Gray Squirrel did not hear him over her raucous sobs. “I’m too comfortable lying here. Why can’t Susie do it?” 

“Su-su-susie broke her wing giving Mrs. Robin’s children piggy-back r-rides,” Mrs. Gray Squirrel sobbed. 

Charlie began to feel guilty.  These people desperately needed his help.  “D-don’t worry ab-about it, I’ll f-find someone else, someone b-brave,” Mrs. Gray Squirrel said.  She turned away to look for a braver creature. 

Charlie had had enough.  He took off so quickly that his bed of leaves tumbled to the forest floor.  He zoomed up to the top of Gigantic Tree, pausing only once to catch his breath.  He found Mrs. Gray Squirrels beloved son. 

“Are you okay?”  He asked the trembling youngster. 

“Y-yes,” he said.  “J-just scared.” 

Charlie pulled the young squirrel on to his back and fluttered to the ground.  All of the creatures of Wood Forest watched in amazement. 

“You were so brave!” said Susie the Snowy Owl. 

“Every forest needs someone like you, Charlie.  We’re so thankful for all you do,” said Mayor Deer. 

“Any time,” said Charlie. 

From that day on, Charlie was never lazy again.  He searched every minute of every day for someone who needed help.  Even if he couldn’t find anyone to assist, he had a good attitude and had a good time watching those crazy humans. 

