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Amara loved African wild dogs more than anything. She read

every book about them and watched videos of their patchy

coats and huge rounded ears. She kept a sketchbook in her

canvas satchel, always ready to draw. One sunny afternoon,

she sat at her desk with coloured pencils spread out. "I will

make a comic about a painted dog pack," she said, adjusting

her round glasses.
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Amara opened her sketchbook and drew a lean dog with a

woven collar and a small blue bead. "This is Kesi, the pack

leader," she whispered. Next came Tano, with one white front

paw and a playful grin. Then Zuri, with a white chest patch

and gentle, drooping ears. Amara smiled, a gap-toothed smile,

and got to work on the first panel.
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In the comic, the African wild dog pack lived on a wide, grassy

savanna. Kesi organised the hunt, assigning jobs to each dog.

Tano loved to run ahead, his long legs stretching out. Zuri

stayed behind with the pups, her kind eyes watching them

closely. Amara drew every panel with care, showing how the

pack shared their work. "Teamwork," she wrote in a speech

bubble.
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One day, the pack needed to hunt for food. Kesi called the dogs

together. "Tano, you chase," she said. "I will cut off the path.

Zuri, stay with the pups." Tano grinned and dashed forward,

his white paw flashing. Amara drew the dust flying as the dogs

moved together, each one doing its part. The hunt was a dance

of cooperation.
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But after the long chase, Tano felt tired. His legs slowed, and

his playful grin faded. Kesi noticed right away. "Rest, Tano,"

she said gently. "We will share the work." The other dogs took

over the chase, working as a team. Amara drew Tano lying in

the shade, his white paw stretched out. The pack did not leave

him behind.
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Zuri was tired too. She had stayed with the pups all morning,

and her drooping ears seemed even lower. Kesi saw her

resting and said, "I will bring you food, Zuri." The pack shared

the meal, making sure everyone had enough. Amara drew Zuri

eating while the pups played nearby. The comic showed how

the animal pack cared for each other.

6



Amara worked on her comic every day after school. She drew

the dogs sharing jobs, helping when one was tired, and looking

after the pups. She used her coloured pencils to make the

patchy coats look real. Her pencil smudge on one cheek grew

darker as she worked. "Cooperation makes the pack strong,"

she wrote at the bottom of a panel.
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In the next scene, Tano learned to slow down and share the

work. Instead of always running ahead, he waited for the

others. "Let's go together," he said in a speech bubble. Amara

drew Tano beside Kesi, their tails wagging. The pack moved as

one, a team of painted dogs on the savanna. The comic was full

of action and warmth.
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Amara drew the pups playing while the adults rested. Zuri

watched them with gentle eyes, her white chest patch bright in

the sun. The pups tumbled and chased each other, learning to

cooperate too. Amara showed how the animal pack taught

their young. Every panel was full of life and kindness, and she

smiled as she coloured the last page.
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Finally, Amara finished her comic. She held it up and admired

the cover: Kesi, Tano, and Zuri standing together under a

bright sun. "This is my best work," she said. She put the comic

in her canvas satchel, ready to share with her class. Her heart

felt happy and proud. She couldn't wait to show her friends.
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At school, Amara stood in front of her class. Her hands

trembled a little as she opened her comic. "This is about

African wild dogs," she said. "They work as a team." She

turned each page slowly, showing the pack sharing jobs and

helping each other. Her classmates leaned in, their eyes wide.

Amara's gap-toothed smile grew bigger with every page.

11



When she finished, the room was quiet for a moment. Then the

children clapped. "That was amazing!" said a boy. "I didn't

know painted dogs helped each other like that," said another.

Amara's teacher smiled. "You showed us how cooperation

makes a community strong," she said. Amara felt warm inside.

Her comic had taught her friends something important.
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That afternoon, Amara's friends asked if they could make

comics too. They wanted to draw their own animal teams.

Amara gave them paper and coloured pencils. "Let's all work

together," she said. They sat in a circle, sharing ideas and

helping each other. The classroom buzzed with teamwork, just

like the painted dog pack. Amara's heart swelled with joy.
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Amara went home and added a new panel to her comic. It

showed the painted dogs running together, their white-tipped

tails high. Under it, she wrote, "Teamwork makes us strong."

She thought about her friends and how they had cooperated

that day. The animal pack and her class were not so different.

Both were happier when everyone helped.
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That night, Amara placed her comic on her bedside table. She

looked at the cover and smiled. She had learned that

cooperation supports animal communities, and her own

community too. Her round glasses reflected the moonlight as

she whispered, "Goodnight, painted dogs." She felt proud of

her work and happy to share it.
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The next morning, Amara walked to school with a skip in her

step. Her friends greeted her with new comic ideas. "Let's

make a big one together!" they said. Amara nodded, her two

curly hair puffs bouncing. She knew that teamwork and

cooperation made everything better. And somewhere on the

savanna, the painted dogs ran together, strong and happy.

16


