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Miles loved the rainforest behind his house. He knew every
trail, every vine, and every birdcall. His warm brown skin
glowed in the dappled sunlight, and his yellow leaf-print t-shirt
blended with the ferns. One morning, a strange rustle in the
canopy made him stop and look up. Something was climbing
high above him.




Miles shaded his large dark brown eyes and spotted a small
creature moving up a trunk. It had overlapping brown and tan
scales, a pale soft face, and a long tail that curled around
branches. He had never seen anything like it. "What are you?"
he whispered. The creature froze, then scrambled higher; its
long curved claws gripping the bark.
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The animal was a tree pangolin, Mama Ada told him later at
the ranger station. She adjusted her round glasses and smiled.
“They're shy and amazing climbers. Their scales protect them,
and their long claws help them dig and climb." Miles wanted to
know everything. He packed his canvas backpack with a
notebook and pencil, determined to find the pangolin again.
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The next day, Miles returned to the same tree. He waited
quietly, patient as a fallen log. Soon, a pink nose peeked from a
hole. The pangolin's small dark eyes blinked at him. "Hello,
Pip," Miles whispered, giving the creature a name. Pip
uncurled slowly, her scales catching the light. She climbed
down headfirst, her prehensile tail acting like a fifth hand.

4




Miles followed Pip through the trees, stepping softly on mossy
roots. She moved from branch to branch, her curved claws
hooking onto bark. She showed him how she used her tail for
balance, swinging like a little acrobat. Miles sketched her in
his notebook, drawing her scales and her gentle face. He felt
like he had made a new friend.



Pip led Miles to a hollow high in a kapok tree. Inside, she
curled into a ball, her scales overlapping like armor. Miles
watched as she used her long claws to dig for ants. "You're a
great climber," he whispered. Pip's pink nose twitched. She
seemed to trust him now, and Miles felt proud to be so close to
such a special animal.




Back at the ranger station, Miles told Mama Ada everything.
Her hazel eyes sparkled behind her glasses. "Tree pangolins
need old trees and safe places to live," she said. "But their
rainforest home is getting smaller." Miles's smile faded. He
thought of Pip's hollow and the tall trees she needed. "We have
to help her," he said.




Miles called his best friend Theo. Theo arrived with his camera
and a wide grin, one missing front tooth showing. "A pangolin?
Awesome!" he said. They hiked to Pip's tree. Theo
photographed her climbing, her scales shining. "These
pictures are perfect for a conservation exhibit," Theo said.
Miles nodded. "We'll teach everyone about pangolins and their
habitat."



They set to work with Mama Ada's help. Miles painted signs
with bright letters: "Tree Pangolins Need Trees!" Theo printed
his best photographs of Pip. Mama Ada gave them a small
numbered tag to place on one of Pip's scales for the exhibit.
“This tag shows she's being studied and protected," she
explained. Miles carefully placed it on Pip's back. She didn't
seem to mind.




At home, Miles built a model rainforest from cardboard and
leaves. He hung paper pangolins from strings and added a sign
about climbing. Theo added a photo of Pip's long tail. "People
need to see how special she is," Theo said. Miles's backpack
was full of notes, sketches, and ideas. He couldn't wait to
share them with the whole town.
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The day of the exhibit arrived. Miles set up his display in the
school gym. There were photos of Pip climbing, a model of her
hollow, and facts about tree pangolins. Kids gathered around,
pointing at the scales and claws. "Pangolins are the only
mammals with scales!" Miles announced. Theo took pictures of
everyone learning. Mama Ada beamed with pride.
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A girl asked, "Why do pangolins need help?" Miles pointed to a
drawing of a shrinking forest. "Their home is disappearing," he
said. "But we can protect it by keeping trees safe and telling
others." He showed how Pip's long claws help her climb and
dig. "Special animals like Pip need special places to live," he
said. Everyone nodded.




Mama Ada stepped forward. "You've done something
important, Miles," she said. "You've shown that even one
person can make a difference." She touched her silver leaf
necklace. "Every small action helps." Miles smiled, his freckles
crinkling. He knew Pip was safe for now, but he would keep
working to protect her rainforest home.
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That evening, Miles visited Pip's tree one last time. Pip was
curled in her hollow, her scales gleaming. Miles whispered,
“I'll keep your home safe, I promise." He felt a warm glow
inside. Theo and Mama Ada stood nearby, watching. "We'll all
help," Theo said. Miles nodded, knowing they were a team.
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Miles's exhibit stayed up for a week. Many people came to
learn about tree pangolins. Some signed a pledge to protect
rainforest habitats. Miles felt proud and happy. He knew that
even a small boy with a big idea could help a shy, scaly
creature. The rainforest was a little safer for Pip, and that
made all the difference.
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On his last visit, Miles watched Pip climb high into the canopy.
Her long tail curled around a branch, and she seemed to wave
good-bye. "See you tomorrow, Pip," Miles called. He knew he
would keep learning, keep sharing, and keep protecting the
trees. After all, one boy and one pangolin had started
something wonderful together.
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