


The Monkey's Lost
Laugh

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



In the heart of the green jungle, where vines swing like ropes
and parrots call from the treetops, lived a young monkey
named Milo. He had warm brown fur, a tan face, and a long
curling tail. Milo loved to laugh. His laugh was a happy,
tumbling sound that made the whole jungle feel brighter.
Every morning, Milo woke up laughing at the sun peeking
through the leaves.



But one morning, Milo woke up and something felt different.
He opened his mouth to laugh at the silly butterfly on his nose,
but no sound came out. He tried again. Nothing. Milo's big
amber eyes grew wide and sad. "Where did my laugh go?" he
whispered. He scrambled down the tree, his long tail drooping
behind him.




Milo found his friend Ravi the parrot. "Ravi, I lost my laugh!
Can you help me find it?" Ravi squawked and told a funny joke
about a forgetful elephant. Milo waited for the giggle to rise,
but it didn't. "I don't understand," Milo said. "That was funny.
Why can't I laugh?" Ravi looked worried and followed Milo
through the jungle.



Milo tried everything. He swung from vine to vine, faster and
faster, hoping the rush would make him giggle. He made silly
faces at his own reflection in the river. He even tried to tickle
himself under the arms. But nothing worked. His tummy felt
heavy and quiet, like a cloud full of rain. "Maybe my laugh is
gone forever," he sighed.




Word spread through the jungle. The animals gathered around
Milo with kind, worried faces. Tembo the elephant trumpeted a
silly song. Zuri the zebra did a wobbly dance. Kito the frog told
a joke about a muddy puddle. Milo wanted to laugh—he really
did—but his mouth stayed still. "Thank you," he said softly.
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The animals tried more things. They had a race, a splash
contest, and a silly hat parade. Milo smiled a little, but no
laugh came. "Maybe I'm broken," he said, his long tail curling
around his feet. His friends looked at each other, not knowing
what to do. The jungle felt quiet and a little sad.
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Then, from a branch nearby, a slow voice said, "I know a
place." It was Lola the sloth. She moved very slowly, her
shaggy grey-brown fur ruffled by the breeze. Her dark eyes
were half-closed and gentle. "Come sit with me, Milo," she
said. "No jokes. No races. Just sitting." Milo blinked. "But how
will that help?"




Lola led Milo to a quiet spot where the leaves were thick and
soft. She hung from a branch with her long curved claws and
patted the spot beside her. "Sit," she said. Milo sat. At first, he
wiggled and fidgeted. "What do we do?" he asked. "We watch,"
said Lola. "Watch the leaves dance."
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Milo watched the leaves. A gentle wind made them swirl and
twirl, like tiny green dancers. He watched a line of ants
marching home. He watched a bright red flower open its
petals. "This is nice," Milo said, his voice slowing down. Lola
smiled her small, friendly smile. "It is," she said. "Simple
things are often the nicest."




They watched clouds drift across the sky. "That one looks like a
banana," said Milo. "That one looks like a sleepy sloth," said
Lola. Milo smiled. His tail uncurled a little. He took a deep
breath of the warm jungle air. His tummy felt lighter. "I forgot
how nice it is to just sit," he said quietly.
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Lola pointed to a tiny ladybug climbing a leaf. "Look how brave
it is," she said. Milo watched the ladybug reach the top and
open its wings. Something warm began to tickle Milo's tummy.
It started small, like a butterfly fluttering inside him. Then it
grew. A little giggle escaped his mouth. "Oh!" said Milo. "What
was that?"
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The giggle bubbled up again, bigger this time. Milo laughed—a
real, happy laugh. It tumbled out of him like water over stones.
Lola smiled her sleepy smile. "There it is," she said. Milo
laughed and laughed. "It came back!" he cheered. "I didn't

even try!" Lola nodded. "Happiness can't be forced," she said.
"It comes when you slow down."
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Milo's friends heard the laugh and came running. Ravi the
parrot squawked with joy. Tembo the elephant trumpeted. Zuri
and Kito danced. "You found it!" they cried. Milo hugged Lola.
"“Thank you," he said. "You helped me find something better
than a laugh. You helped me find quiet." Lola just smiled and
closed her eyes for a little nap.
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From that day on, Milo still loved to play and swing and race.
But every afternoon, he visited Lola. They sat together and
watched the leaves dance and the clouds drift by. Sometimes
they didn't say a word. And Milo learned that his laugh was
always there, waiting for him to slow down and notice the
simple, happy things.




The jungle felt bright again. Milo's laugh rang out, and his
friends laughed too. But Milo also knew how to be quiet. He
knew that happiness wasn't something you could chase or
catch. It was something that came on its own, like a butterfly,
when you sat still and let it land. And that was the best lesson
of all.
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So if you ever lose your laugh, remember Milo and Lola. Find a
quiet spot. Sit with a good friend. Watch the leaves dance and
the clouds drift by. Don't try too hard. Just breathe and enjoy
the simple things. Your laugh will come back—maybe slowly,
like a sloth—but it will come. And it will be worth the wait.
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