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In the heart of the green rainforest, where the trees grew tall
and the air smelled of wet leaves, lived a curious boy named
Sam. He was eight years old, with warm brown skin, short
curly black hair, and large dark brown eyes that sparkled with
wonder. Every day, Sam pulled on his yellow rain jacket, green
cargo shorts, and red rubber boots, ready to explore.
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Sam loved to wander along the muddy paths, his small canvas
explorer satchel bouncing at his side. He carried a notebook
and a pencil, always ready to draw or write about the things
he saw. The rainforest was full of secrets, and Sam was
determined to find them all. "'The forest is a big, green
mystery,' he said to himself.




One misty morning, Sam heard a soft rustling in the ferns. He
peeked through the leaves and saw a creature he had never
seen before. It was about the size of a large dog, with a soft
chocolate brown coat and legs striped black and white like a
zebra. Its big soft ears twitched, and its velvety dark muzzle
sniffed the air.




Sam held his breath. The animal had small ossicones on its
head, and its large dark eyes looked shy and gentle. 'Hello,
little one,' Sam whispered. The creature tilted its head, curious
but not afraid. Sam slowly opened his notebook and began to
draw. He didn't want to scare it away. This was a mystery
animal, and Sam wanted to learn everything about it.
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When Sam got home, he ran to his mother. She was in the
garden, wearing her green gardening apron and holding a
watering can. 'Mama, I saw a strange animal in the forest!' he
said. 'It had striped legs like a zebra and a brown coat.' His
mother smiled gently. 'That sounds like a wonderful story,
Sam,' she said, but her eyes showed she didn't quite believe
him.



The next day, Sam went back to the same spot. He waited
quietly, and soon the little okapi appeared again. This time, it
came closer. Sam offered a handful of fresh leaves, and the
okapi nibbled them from his palm. 'You're real,' Sam
whispered. 'I knew it.'




Sam visited the okapi every day. He named it Pip, and they
became friends. They explored the tall green trees together,
splashing through shallow streams and listening to the birds.
Pip showed Sam hidden paths and secret clearings. Sam wrote
everything in his notebook: what Pip ate, where Pip slept, and
how Pip played.




One afternoon, Sam brought his mother to the forest. 'Wait
here,' he said. He called softly, and Pip stepped out from
behind a fern. His mother gasped. 'Oh, Sam!' she said. 'You
were right! It's a real okapi!' She knelt down and held out her
hand. Pip sniffed her fingers, then nuzzled her palm. Sam
beamed with pride.



Lk

Sam's mother helped him look up okapis in a big book. They
learned that okapis are rare and only live in the rainforest.
‘Their home is disappearing,' his mother said. 'People cut down
the trees.' Sam looked at Pip, who was nibbling leaves. 'We
have to protect them,' Sam said. 'Pip needs the forest to live.'
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Sam decided to make a project about okapis. He drew pictures
of Pip and wrote facts in his notebook. He made a poster with
a big green forest and a little okapi. 'Rare animals need our
help,' he wrote at the top. His mother helped him paint the
trees. They worked together at the kitchen table, and Sam felt
proud of his work.




On Monday, Sam brought his poster to school. He stood in
front of his class and told them about Pip. '‘Okapis are shy and
rare,' he said. 'They live only in the rainforest, and the
rainforest is getting smaller.' The other children listened with
wide eyes. Some of them had never heard of an okapi before.
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Sam's teacher smiled. 'That's a wonderful project, Sam,' she
said. "You've taught us something important.' The class
clapped, and Sam felt his cheeks grow warm. He knew that Pip
was safe for now, but he also knew that many okapis needed
help. He wanted to do more. He wanted everyone to know
about the rainforest and its secrets.
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After school, Sam and his mother planted a small tree in their
garden. 'Every tree helps,' his mother said. Sam watered it
carefully. 'This tree is for Pip,' he said. 'And for all the okapis
in the forest.' He imagined Pip playing among the tall green
trees, safe and happy.




Sam visited Pip one last time before the rainy season. They sat
together under a giant fern, and Sam drew a picture of Pip in
his notebook. 'You're my friend, Pip,' he said. 'T'll always
protect your home.' Pip nuzzled his hand, as if he understood.
The forest rustled softly around them.
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Sam's mother hung his poster in the town library. People
stopped to read it. Some of them had never seen an okapi
before. 'What a strange and beautiful animal,' they said. Sam
felt happy. He had shown everyone that even the shyest, rarest
animals deserve our care.




From that day on, Sam kept exploring the rainforest. He knew
there were more mysteries hidden among the tall trees. But he
always remembered Pip, the little okapi with striped legs and
big soft ears. And he knew that every forest, big or small, is a
treasure worth protecting.




