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The Boy and the Golden
Lion Tamarin

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



Leo was a curious boy with warm brown skin, short curly black
hair, and a round, friendly face. He loved exploring new places
more than anything. One sunny morning, he stood at the edge
of a great green rainforest. He carried a blue backpack and a
rolled-up poster paper. "I can't wait to see what's inside!" he
said.



A guide named Maya met him at the forest path. She wore a
wide-brimmed straw hat and had long braided hair. "Welcome
to the rainforest, Leo," she said with a broad smile. "Today
we'll look for a very special monkey—the golden lion tamarin."
Leo's dark brown eyes grew wide with excitement. He pulled
out his coloured pencils, ready to draw.
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The rainforest was alive with sound and colour. Bright flowers
bloomed, and tall trees reached up to the sky. Leo heard a
rustle in the leaves above. Suddenly, a small monkey with vivid
golden-orange fur swung down on a branch. It had a lion-like
mane and tiny dark eyes. "That's the golden lion tamarin!"
Maya whispered. Leo's heart did a happy flip.
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The tamarin peered at Leo with a playful face. It had small
black hands and a long curling tail. "Hello, little friend," Leo
said softly. The tamarin chirped and darted along a thick
branch. "He's showing off," Maya laughed. "Tamarin families
love to play." Leo watched, amazed, as the little monkey leaped
from tree to tree with ease.




Maya explained, "Golden lion tamarins need tall trees to travel
and find food. They leap from branch to branch, but they can't
cross big open gaps." Leo looked around. He saw that some
parts of the forest were cut away, leaving empty spaces. "So if
the trees are far apart, they can't reach each other?" he asked.
Maya nodded. "Exactly. Connected trees are like safe paths for
them."



The tamarin tried to leap across a wide gap where trees had
been cut. It stopped at the edge, looking nervous. Its long tail
swished back and forth. "Oh no," Leo said. "He can't make it
across." The little monkey chirped sadly and turned back. Leo
felt a tug at his heart. "What can we do?" he asked. Maya
smiled gently. "We can help by planting trees."

6



Back at the guide station, Leo unrolled his poster paper. He
drew a bright picture of the golden lion tamarin swinging
between tall green trees. He drew a big red heart and wrote,
"Connect the forest, save the tamarin!" He added arrows
showing how trees could link together. "This poster will help
people understand," he said proudly.

7




Maya looked at the poster and beamed. "This is wonderful,
Leo! It shows exactly why habitat connections matter." She
hung it on the wall for everyone to see. Soon, other visitors
gathered around. "What a cheerful poster!" they said. "How
can we help?" Leo explained about planting trees to connect
the forest. People nodded and smiled.
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The next day, Maya organised a community tree planting.
Everyone came with shovels and little saplings. Leo planted his
first tree with careful hands. "This one is for the tamarin," he
said. Maya taught everyone how to space the trees so they
would grow tall and strong. "In a few years, these trees will
form a green bridge," she said.
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As the saplings grew, Leo visited often. He watched the golden
lion tamarin explore the new young trees. The little monkey
seemed curious and playful. It leaped from one sapling to the
next, its golden mane shining in the sun. "He's using the new
paths!" Leo cheered. Maya nodded. "Forest restoration is
working. The tamarin can travel again."

10



More and more people joined the planting days. They planted
trees along the gaps, creating safe paths for wildlife. Leo's
poster hung in schools and shops. It showed the golden lion
tamarin with a big smile, swinging through a green forest.
Children pointed and said, "Let's plant trees, too!" Leo felt
proud that his poster inspired others.
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Months passed, and the young trees grew taller. The golden
lion tamarin now had a family of its own—two tiny babies
clinging to its back. They swung happily through the
connected trees. Leo watched with his gap-toothed smile.
"They're doing great!" he said. Maya gave him a high five. "You
helped make this happen, Leo."
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Leo sat on a log and drew a new picture. This one showed the
tamarin family leaping through a thick, green forest. He drew
children planting trees and a big sun shining above. "Forest
restoration supports wildlife," he wrote at the bottom. He
rolled up the poster to share with his friends back home. He
knew he would always care about the rainforest.
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On his last day, Leo said goodbye to the golden lion tamarin.
The little monkey chirped and swished its long tail, as if saying
thank you. "Keep swinging, little friend," Leo whispered. Maya
hugged him. "You've made a real difference, Leo. Your poster
and your tree planting helped connect the habitat." Leo
smiled, his freckled nose crinkling.
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Back at school, Leo showed his poster to his class. He told
them about the golden lion tamarin and how it needs tall,
connected trees. "We can all help by planting trees and telling
others," he said. His classmates cheered. They decided to
plant a small forest garden at school. Leo's dark brown eyes
sparkled with happiness.
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And deep in the rainforest, the golden lion tamarin swung
through the growing green forest. Its golden mane glowed in
the sunlight. It leaped from tree to tree, following the paths
that kind hands had planted. Leo's poster hung proudly in the
guide station, a cheerful reminder that when we restore
forests, we help wildlife thrive—one tree at a time.
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