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In the heart of the rainforest, where the trees grow tall and

the leaves stay green all year, lived a little paca. He was a

small rodent with warm reddish-brown fur covered in rows of

creamy white spots. His big shiny dark eyes sparkled with

curiosity, and his tiny whiskers twitched at every new smell.

Every morning, he trotted along the forest path, greeting the

monkeys, birds, and frogs who shared his home.
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One sunny day, as the little paca nibbled on fallen fruit, he

heard a heavy shuffling sound. Through the ferns came a tapir

—a large, strong animal with dark grey-brown skin and a long,

flexible snout. The tapir's gentle dark eyes looked kind, and his

sturdy legs moved slowly and calmly. 'Hello,' said the paca.

'I'm Little Paca. Would you like to share my fruit?' The tapir

nodded, and they became friends right away.
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The tapir's name was Tappy, and he was much bigger than the

little paca. Together they explored the rainforest, splashing in

streams and resting under giant leaves. Tappy used his long

snout to reach juicy berries, and the paca's quick paws dug up

tasty roots. The other animals smiled to see them together—

the tiny spotted paca and the big grey tapir, the best of

friends.
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One afternoon, the sky turned dark, and heavy rain began to

fall. It rained and rained, drumming on the leaves and turning

the path into a muddy stream. The little paca and Tappy

huddled under a broad leaf, watching the water rise. 'The path

will be flooded,' said the paca, his whiskers drooping. 'All our

friends will be stuck.' Tappy nodded. 'We must be ready to

help,' he said calmly.
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When the rain finally stopped, the little paca hurried to check

the path. Water covered the trail, and branches and mud were

everywhere. The monkeys chattered worriedly from the trees.

The birds fluttered above, and the frogs sat on wet stones,

looking sad. 'We can't get through!' cried a little monkey. The

paca's big dark eyes grew wide. 'Don't worry,' he said. 'We'll

find a way.'
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The little paca scampered back to Tappy. 'The path is blocked!'

he squeaked. 'Branches and mud are everywhere, and our

friends can't pass.' Tappy's gentle eyes looked serious. 'Then

we must clear it,' he said. 'I am strong, and you are quick.

Together, we can do it.' The paca felt brave. 'Let's go!' he

cried, and they hurried to the flooded path.
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At the path, the water was still high. Tappy waded in, his thick

legs steady in the mud. The little paca climbed onto a fallen

branch to get a better look. 'There's a big log ahead,' he called.

'And lots of small twigs stuck in the mud.' Tappy pushed the

log with his strong snout, but it barely moved. 'It's stuck,' he

grunted. 'We need a plan.'

7



The paca thought quickly. 'I can squeeze under the log and

push from the other side,' he said. 'You pull from here.' Tappy

nodded. The paca darted under the log, his white spots shining

in the dim light. He pushed with all his might. Tappy pulled

with his strong snout. Slowly, the log began to move. 'It's

working!' cheered the monkeys from the trees.
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With the log moved, they tackled the smaller branches. Tappy

swept them aside with his snout, and the paca pulled twigs

from the mud. The water splashed around them, but they kept

working. 'My legs are tired,' panted the paca. 'Mine too,' said

Tappy. 'But we're almost there.' The birds flew down to cheer

them on, and the frogs croaked encouragement.
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The sun began to set, painting the rainforest orange and pink.

The little paca and Tappy had cleared most of the path. Only

one big pile of mud remained. Tappy pushed it with his strong

chest, and the paca dug from the other side. 'Heave-ho!' they

cried together. The mud slid away, and the path was clear at

last. They stood side by side, muddy and tired but happy.
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The animals gathered around. The monkeys swung down from

the trees, the birds sang a happy song, and the deer stepped

delicately onto the clear path. 'You did it!' cried the little

monkey. 'Thank you, Little Paca and Tappy!' The paca's big

eyes shone with joy. 'We couldn't have done it without

teamwork,' he said. Tappy nodded. 'Friends help each other,'

he added gently.
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That evening, the animals had a celebration under the stars.

The frogs croaked a merry tune, and the birds chirped along.

The little paca and Tappy sat together, sharing fruit. 'You are a

good friend,' said the paca. 'So are you,' said Tappy. 'And we

make a great team.' The monkeys danced, and everyone felt

safe and happy.
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From that day on, the path through the rainforest stayed clear.

The little paca and Tappy walked it every morning, greeting

their friends. The animals knew that if trouble came, the two

friends would help. And the paca learned that even a small

animal can make a big difference with a friend by his side.
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The rainy season came again, but the animals were not afraid.

They knew the path could be kept clear. The little paca and

Tappy showed the others how to work together—pushing,

pulling, and helping. 'Teamwork makes tough jobs easy,' said

the paca. The tapir smiled his gentle smile. 'And friends make

teamwork fun.'
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One day, a young monkey got stuck in the mud. The little paca

and Tappy hurried to help. Tappy pulled with his strong snout,

and the paca pushed from behind. 'Thank you!' cried the

monkey. 'You're welcome,' said the paca. 'That's what friends

do.' The tapir nodded. 'We all help each other.'
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And so, in the green rainforest, the little paca and the tapir

remained the best of friends. They knew that no flood was too

big and no mud too thick when they worked together. The

animals lived happily, walking the safe path, always ready to

help one another. For friends can help each other, and that

makes the whole forest a brighter place.
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