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Ben pulled on his mustard yellow raincoat and green rubber

boots. He tucked his spiral nature journal into his canvas

satchel and slid a pencil behind his ear. Today he was visiting

the protected forest with his dad. Ben had warm light brown

skin, curly dark hair, and big hazel eyes that sparkled with

curiosity. He could not wait to see what he might find.
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The forest was cool and green, full of tall trees and soft moss.

A sign at the path said: Protected Woodland — Please Stay on

the Trail. Ben read it slowly. "That means we let the animals

have their own space," Dad explained. Ben nodded and patted

his satchel. He would write down everything he saw in his

nature journal.
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Ben walked quietly along the trail, watching and listening. He

saw a squirrel dash up a trunk and a robin tug at a worm.

Then he stopped. Just ahead, near a fallen log, something

moved. A russet orange shape slipped between the ferns. Ben

held his breath. It was a fox!
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The fox had fur like autumn leaves and a white chest like fresh

snow. Its lower legs were black, and its ears stood tall and

pointed. One ear had a tiny notch. Its thick tail, tipped with

white, swished once and then went still. The fox looked at Ben

with calm amber eyes. Ben's heart thumped. He wanted to

step closer, but he remembered the sign.
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Ben slowly lowered himself onto a flat rock. He kept his

distance and stayed very still. The fox watched him for a long

moment, then relaxed. It sniffed the air and took a step toward

the log. Ben pulled out his journal and pencil. He began to

draw the fox's pointed ears and its white-tipped tail. His pencil

moved softly across the page.
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The fox padded along the log and paused to listen. Ben

sketched its delicate paws and the way its ears swiveled. He

wrote: Fox has a notched ear. It is cautious but calm. He

noticed tiny tracks in the soft mud nearby. Each track had four

toes and a small pad. He drew them carefully, adding arrows

to show which way the fox had walked.
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Around the fox, Ben saw plants he knew. There were ferns with

feathery leaves and sorrel with heart-shaped leaves. Moss

covered the log like a green blanket. Ben drew a fern frond

and wrote: Fox rests near ferns. He added the sorrel and the

moss. His nature journal was filling up with the fox's secret

world.
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The fox stretched and yawned. Then it trotted away, its white-

tipped tail disappearing into the trees. Ben waited until it was

gone. He felt happy and full of wonder. He had not followed

the fox. He had not tried to touch it. He had just watched and

written. That felt like the right way to visit the forest.
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On the way home, Ben showed his dad the journal. "You were

patient and quiet," Dad said. "That's how we keep wildlife

wild." Ben smiled. He couldn't wait to tell his friends. The next

day at school, he brought his nature journal to show them. Two

friends, Mia and Sam, gathered around.
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Mia had deep brown skin and black braided hair. Sam had

sandy blond hair and blue eyes. They leaned in as Ben turned

the pages. "Wow! You saw a real fox?" Mia asked. "Did you pet

it?" Sam wanted to know. "No," Ben said. "I stayed far away.

The forest is the fox's home, not ours."
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Ben explained how he watched from a distance and wrote

down what he saw. "We can visit the forest too," he said. "But

we have to be responsible. Stay on the trail. Keep your voice

low. Never chase or feed the animals." Mia and Sam nodded.

They wanted to see the fox too, but they promised to be

careful.
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The next Saturday, Ben led Mia and Sam along the forest trail.

They carried small notebooks and pencils. Ben pointed out fox

tracks near the mud. "Look, but don't touch," he whispered.

They drew the tracks and the ferns. They heard a rustle in the

bushes. A flash of russet fur! The fox was watching from

behind a bush.
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Mia gasped and took a step forward. Ben gently touched her

arm. "Let's stay here," he whispered. "We can watch from

afar." They sat on a log and kept still. The fox's notched ear

twitched. It looked at them for a moment, then turned and

slipped away. "It's still wild," Ben said. "That's good."
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Mia and Sam finished their drawings. They wrote fox tracks

and fern leaves in their notebooks. "This is fun," Sam said.

"And we didn't scare the fox." Ben smiled. "Responsible visits

keep the forest peaceful," he said. They hiked back to the

trailhead, feeling proud. The fox stayed wild, and the forest

stayed quiet.
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That evening, Ben added a new page to his journal. He drew

the fox's notched ear and its white-tipped tail. He wrote: Best

way to love nature is to watch it gently. He closed the journal

and looked out the window. The forest was dark and peaceful.

Somewhere out there, the fox was safe and wild.
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Ben learned that day that wildlife should remain wild. He

shared his nature journal with his class. He taught his friends

to keep their distance and visit responsibly. Mia and Sam

promised to teach others too. The forest stayed peaceful, the

fox stayed wild, and Ben knew he would visit again—always

gently, always with respect.
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