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On a misty Saturday morning, a boy named Sam pulled on his

bright yellow rain jacket. He packed a small red backpack with

a notebook and pencil inside. Today was special. Today he was

visiting the nature reserve near his town. His green rubber

boots squeaked happily on the path. Sam loved animals more

than anything, and he hoped to see something wonderful.

1



At the gate stood a tall ranger in an olive green uniform. Her

wide-brimmed hat shaded a kind, smiling face. "Welcome to

the reserve!" she said, and her silver name badge read Ranger

May. Sam's round friendly face lit up. He showed her his

notebook and pencil. "I want to write about the animals," he

said. "Then you've come to the right place," Ranger May

laughed.
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Ranger May walked Sam down a soft dirt path. Ferns curled

beside them like green question marks. "Remember three

rules," she said. "Stay on the path. Keep quiet and still. And

give wild animals plenty of space." Sam nodded and wrote

each rule in his notebook. His large brown eyes grew wide

when Ranger May pointed toward a quiet clearing. "Look over

there," she whispered softly.
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Behind a curtain of ferns, something small and orange moved.

Sam froze, just like the ranger taught him. A little fox cub

peeked out, its rusty orange fur glowing in the morning light.

Its white chest was bright as a cloud, and its pointed ears

twitched this way and that. Bright amber eyes looked straight

at Sam. His heart went thump, thump, thump.
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The fox was shy and cautious. It sniffed the air with its little

black nose. Its bushy tail, tipped with black, curled close to its

body. Sam wanted to step closer. He wanted to pet that soft

orange fur. But he remembered the rules. Wild animals need

space. So he stayed still and quiet on the path, holding his

pencil tight.
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For a long moment, the boy and the little fox simply looked at

each other. Sam noticed the white fur around its muzzle and

its small black-tipped paws. The fox tilted its head, curious.

Then it hopped onto a fallen log and watched him back. Sam

smiled a slow, careful smile. This was better than touching.

This was a real wildlife moment, just for him.
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"Can I feed it?" Sam whispered to Ranger May. She shook her

head gently. "Please don't," she said. "Food from people makes

wild animals come too close, and that's not safe for them.

Their own food is best." Sam wrote that down too. He drew a

tiny fox in his notebook and added a big red heart beside it.
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The little fox trotted along the edge of the clearing. It pounced

on a leaf, then rolled in the soft grass. Sam giggled quietly

behind his hand. The cub was playful and full of bounce. Its

bushy tail swished like a happy flag. Sam sketched quickly, his

pencil scratching across the page. He drew the alert pointed

ears, the white chest, the rusty orange fur.
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Suddenly the fox stood up tall. Its ears pointed straight at the

trees. Sam heard a rustle, and a bigger fox appeared in the

shadows. The cub bounded away to its family. Sam waved a

tiny wave, the kind you give to friends who must go home.

"Bye, little fox," he whispered. "Stay wild and free." Ranger

May put a warm hand on his shoulder.
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"You did very well," Ranger May said. "You were patient and

kind. Most people rush and reach out. You gave that fox the

respect it deserves." Sam's cheeks, freckles and all, turned

pink with pride. "It was hard not to get closer," he admitted. "I

really wanted to touch it. But I think the fox is happier staying

wild."
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Ranger May nodded. "That's exactly right. Wild animals should

remain wild. They belong to the woods, not to us. When we

keep our distance, we help keep them safe and free." Sam

looked at his notes. His pages were full of fox facts, funny

drawings, and the three rules from the gate. Suddenly he had

an idea. "I'm going to make a guide!" he said.
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Back at home, Sam spread his notebook on the kitchen table.

He wrote big, bright letters at the top: HOW TO WATCH

WILDLIFE WITH RESPECT. He drew the little fox behind some

ferns. He added fun tips: stay on the path, keep quiet, never

feed wild animals, and always give them space. Then he

colored the whole page orange and green.
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The next week, Sam brought his guide to the reserve. Ranger

May read every page and grinned. "This is wonderful!" she

said. "Can we hang it by the gate for other kids?" Sam nodded

so fast his curly black hair bounced. Soon his guide fluttered in

the breeze, showing every visitor how to be a kind wildlife

watcher.
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That afternoon, Sam walked the path again in his yellow rain

jacket. He stopped near the ferns and waited quietly. After a

while, a familiar orange shape peeked out. The little fox sniffed

the air, comfortable and calm from far away. It stayed wild and

free, exactly where it belonged. Sam smiled and wrote one

more line in his notebook.
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On the last page, Sam drew a big orange fox and a small boy

with a notebook. Underneath he wrote: We can love nature

best by letting it stay wild. The little fox never became a pet. It

never ate from his hand. But Sam would remember its bright

amber eyes forever. And every child who read his guide would

learn to give wild animals space, too.
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Ranger May walked Sam to the gate as the sun turned gold.

"You know," she said, "the best wildlife watchers are the

patient ones. You watched, you learned, and you shared what

you know." Sam hugged his notebook. Somewhere behind the

ferns, a bushy tail flicked. Sam waved goodbye, feeling warm

and proud. Kindness, he decided, sometimes means staying a

little far away.
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