


Quinn was a thoughtful little owl who always had a 
lot of questions. 

As they soared through the forest, searching for some 
dinner, Quinn had a sudden, scary thought.



“Daddy?” she asked.

“Yes, my little owl?”

“What if I get lost? What if you dive and I don’t 
notice? What if you get too far ahead of me and I 



“Quinn.” 

Quinn’s father was smiling. He turned away slowly 

followed him. Why wasn’t her father saying 
anything?

they going? 

 



“Do you see that tree way down there?” he asked. 

Quinn nodded. 

“Do you recognize it?” 

 



looked keenly at the tree, 

“That’s OUR tree! That’s 
where our nest is!” 

Her father nodded and said, “This mountain will 

show you the way to get home.” 

 

 


