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Deep in  Whispering Woods,  when the sky

turned pink and gold,  lived a big,  cozy brown

bear  named  Milo.  A  wide  shot  of  the  warm

sunset  forest,  with  ancient  oak  trees  and soft,

mossy  ground  rendered  in  rich,  earthy  tones

with golden undertones. Milo sits happily by a

giant oak tree, his fluffy brown fur painted with

impasto,  catching  the  warm,  dramatic  light,

creating a peaceful and inviting scene.
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Every  evening,  Milo  did  one  thing  better

than  anyone  else  in  the  whole  forest.  He

yawned. A close-up of Milo's round, gentle face,

rendered  with  thick,  tactile  brushstrokes.  His

mouth is wide open in a huge, happy yawn, eyes

squinting  with  sleepy  contentment,  as  tiny,

ethereal  golden  sparks  drift  from  his  breath

against a softly shadowed background.
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One night,  Milo yawned so wide, so deep,

so  wonderfully…  that  something  magical

happened. Milo is captured mid-yawn, his large

form a warm anchor in the composition. From

his  open  mouth,  luminous  golden  ripples  of

light and faint sparkles spread outward into the

deepening  twilight  of  the  Whispering  Woods,

contrasting  with  the  rich,  dark  greens  and

browns of the ancient trees.
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Nearby,  little  Pip  felt  it  first.  Her  ears

flopped down.  Her  eyes  grew heavy.  And  she

curled  up  in  the  soft  grass.  Little  Pip,  a  fluffy

white  rabbit,  is  depicted  in  a  patch  of  soft,

moonlit grass, her form rendered with delicate,

visible brushstrokes.  One long ear is gracefully

flopped, and her big, gentle eyes are half-closed,

heavy with sleep,  as  she begins to curl  into a

cozy ball.
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The yawn floated up to two squirrels. They

forgot  all  about  their  acorns...  and  snuggled

close.  On a  gnarled,  textured oak branch,  two

chubby  squirrels  are  nestled  together,  their

bushy tails forming a soft embrace. Their cheeks

are  pressed  close,  and  their  small,  expressive

eyes  are  gently  closing,  with  a  few  forgotten

acorns  scattered  nearby,  under  dramatic

moonlight filtering through the leaves.
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It drifted to the pond, where the ducks were

splashing. One by one, they tucked their heads

under  their  wings.  Quack…  quack…  zzz.  A

serene,  moonlit  pond reflects the soft  glow of

the night sky, rendered with deep, layered blues

and  silvers.  Three  round,  fluffy  ducks  float

gracefully;  two  are  already  asleep  with  heads

tucked, while the third is caught mid-yawn, its

yellow  beak  open,  bathed  in  dramatic

moonlight.
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Even  grumpy  Mr.  Owl,  who  said  he  was

NEVER tired, blinked once… twice… and quietly

closed  his  big  yellow  eyes.  Mr.  Owl,  a  large,

round figure of grey and white feathers, perches

on  a  textured  branch,  his  form rendered  with

thick, visible brushstrokes. One of his big yellow

eyes is completely closed, while the other is just

barely open, a tiny, reluctant smile playing on his

face, illuminated by dramatic moonlight.
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The  yawn  traveled  over  the  hills  and

through the meadows… until  the  whole  forest

was  still.  A  sweeping  panoramic  view  of

Whispering  Woods  under  a  vast,  moonlit  sky.

The landscape is painted with rich, deep greens,

blues,  and silvers,  showcasing rolling  hills  and

expansive meadows. Tiny, almost imperceptible

forms of sleeping animals glow softly within the

trees,  on  the  grass,  and  by  the  pond,

emphasizing the profound stillness.
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'Goodnight  Pip.  Goodnight  squirrels.

Goodnight  ducks.  Goodnight  Mr.  Owl,'  Milo

whispered  softly.  Milo,  his  big,  fluffy  form

rendered with rich, textured brown brushstrokes,

walks gently through the moonlit forest. A soft,

warm glow illuminates his kind face, revealing a

tender,  warm  smile  as  he  looks  out  at  his

sleeping friends,  subtly  visible in the shadows,

creating a peaceful atmosphere.
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Then Milo  found his  favourite  mossy  spot

under the old oak tree. He closed his eyes. And

yawned… one last time. Milo is curled up in his

favorite  mossy  spot  beneath  the  majestic,

ancient oak tree, its gnarled trunk and branches

rendered  with  rich  impasto.  Moonlight  filters

softly  through  the  leaves,  casting  dappled

patterns of light and shadow on his fluffy brown

fur, as he lets out one last, contented yawn.
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