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Foreword

These stories were written to make children
aware of the importance of morality in their formative years.
Generally, children will relate to pets — so the morals that are
presented can be understood easily. Secondly, fathers and mothers
can strengthen their roles as responsible parents by reading these
stories to the children. Lastly, in a world where morality is
seemingly non-existent, these examples are essential to all
children. So read, learn and enjoy!
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A Squirrels Tale

or Too Many Nuts Are Not Good
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Sammy Squirrel was worried. Usually, he
didn't worry about anything, except, of course, when he had to
cross the street.

He would always look both ways. He learned
that watching school children going to and from school. Some of
Sammy's friends didn't look when they ran across the street. Sammy
felt sad when he thought about it. But now Sammy had something else
to worry about.

He would sit for a long time trying to
remember where he had hidden all of his nuts. When he was in his
own neighborhood, he would find an acorn or two from an oak tree.
Since he had gone with his brother Sylvester and his sister Sally,
he had a big problem because he had so many more nuts. For several
days he would sit quietly and try to think where he had hidden all
of the nuts he had found.

Sylvester put all of his nuts in one big pile
because he said it's easier to get them. Sammy and Sally called him
Silly because all of the other squirrels would take — or sort of
borrow — the nuts from the big pile. Sammy and Sally were like
other squirrels and hid their nuts for the long winter months.

Sally and Sylvester looked at Sammy and knew
something was wrong. Sally sat by Sammy during one of his quiet
times. She asked Sammy in a soft voice, “What's wrong Sammy? Would
you like to tell me about it?”

Sammy knew his sister loved him. Even Silly
was quiet as the three of them sat together. Sammy felt that Silly
was as loving as Sally. “Well,” Sammy said. “It's this problem I
have with remembering where I hid my nuts.” Sally said, “What's so
hard about that? I don't have any trouble!” Sammy replied,

“You only have maybe a dozen nuts to find
while I have dozens of nuts. I just can't remember where I put
them.” Silly and Sally were quiet for a while. Then they both said
at the same time, “We think you should see Dr. Woo.” Sammy thought
for a moment and replied, “You're right! That's what I'll do.”

So Sammy started out to see Dr. Woo. Sammy
turned and said, “When I return, I'll tell you what the doctor
said.” Now Dr. Woo had his perch in a big oak tree at the end of
the block. All of the creatures in the neighborhood came to see Dr.
Woo whenever they couldn't figure out something. He called himself
Dr. Woo because WOO meant “Wise Old Owl” No one called him Wally or
Otto, (which can be spelled the same front wards or
backwards), he was just Dr. Woo.

As Sammy scurried to see Dr. Woo, Silly and
Sally really hoped that Dr. Woo would be able to help him. As Sammy
came to the branch high up in the oak tree, Dr. Woo turned to Sammy
and said, “Sammy, How are you?” Sammy asked Dr. Woo if he could
tell him about his problem. “Why sure, Sammy ... I'm all ears.”
(Owls have very good hearing.) So Sammy sat and told him his
tale, (not his t-a-i-l!) well, his whole story.

“Well, it started with Silly, my brother. His
real name is Sylvester. But anyway, he told me to come with him to
his part of the neighborhood. He said that this man is so nice
there. He just keeps putting out nuts and sunflower seeds — you
know the black ones — and they are oh-so good. Every morning and
sometimes at night, he lays these nuts on his windowsill and Silly
and I are so busy finding places to bury them that it just became
too difficult. Silly just puts them in a pile. That's why we call
him Silly.”

Just then, Dr. Woo sort of went, “Hurumpf,”
and said, “Sammy, this sounds too good to be true. What seems to be
the trouble?”
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