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On the edge of the quiet woods, where the tall oak trees
whispered secrets to the wind, lived a small boy named Sam.
He had warm light-brown skin, messy dark-brown hair that
stuck up in tufts, and large hazel eyes that never missed a
thing. Every evening, Sam pulled on his mustard-yellow
hooded jumper, his dark green waterproof trousers, and his
red wellington boots, ready for adventure.
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Sam loved to explore the woods behind his house. He carried a
canvas satchel with a sketchbook and a pencil tin inside. One
night, as the moon rose big and round, Sam heard a rustling in
the bushes. He crept closer and peeked through the leaves.
There, in the silvery light, he saw a badger! It had coarse grey-
black fur with a pale silver back and two bold white stripes
running over its eyes.




The badger snuffled the ground with its pointed snout, then
waddled away. Sam's heart thumped with excitement. He
wanted to know more about this shy creature. That night, he
sat on his bed and drew the badger from memory in his
sketchbook. He drew the white stripes, the strong digging
claws, and the low, sturdy body. It was his first night sketch.
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Every night after that, Sam returned to the woods, but he
never went too close. He found a hiding spot behind a fallen
log, where he could watch without being seen. The badger
family lived in a sett under the roots of an old tree. There was
the mother badger, cautious and watchful, and a playful cub
with fluffy grey fur and big dark eyes.
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The cub tumbled and snuffled in the moonlight, chasing
beetles and rolling in the leaves. Sam laughed softly and
opened his sketchbook. His pencil flew across the page,
capturing the cub's clumsy play. He drew the mother's
protective stance and the cub's tiny rounded ears. Each night,
his sketches grew better and better, filling page after page
with the secret life of the badgers.
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One night, Sam saw the father badger. He was large and
heavy, with dark charcoal fur and a scarred left ear. He
patrolled the edge of the clearing, his thick powerful forelegs
moving slowly and steadily. Sam drew him too, adding the
blunt grey snout and the wide striped face. The father badger
kept watch while the others played, a quiet guardian of the
sett.




Sam's sketchbook was becoming a beautiful nature diary. He
wrote little notes next to his drawings: what the badgers ate,
how they played, and where they slept. He learned that they
loved earthworms and beetles, and that the cub loved to chase
falling leaves. Every night, Sam added something new, and his
diary grew thicker and more colourful.
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But one night, the mother badger looked up and stared right at
Sam's hiding spot. Her small dark eyes seemed to see
everything. Sam held his breath. The mother badger gave a
low warning snort, and the cub scurried into the sett. Sam
realised that even though he was quiet, the badgers knew he
was there. He felt a pang of worry.
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The next day, Sam talked to his grandmother, who knew all
about wildlife. She told him, "Wild animals need privacy, Sam.
If they think they are being watched, they might get scared
and move away." Sam thought about the badger family and
how much he would miss them. He decided he had to change
the way he watched them.




That evening, Sam found a new observation point, much
farther away, on a small hill behind a hawthorn bush. He could
still see the badgers through his binoculars, but now he was
far enough that they wouldn't notice him. He sat quietly, his
sketchbook on his knee, and waited. The badgers came out
and played as usual, and Sam smiled.
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The cub rolled in the leaves, and the mother badger watched
calmly. The father badger patrolled the edge, his scarred ear
twitching. Sam sketched them all, but this time he felt like a
gentle friend, not a spy. He realised that keeping a safe
distance was the best way to show the badgers that he cared
about them.




From then on, Sam visited his observation point every night.
He never disturbed the badgers. He watched them from afar,
and his nature diary grew with every peaceful night. He drew
the cub growing bigger and bolder, and the mother teaching it
to dig. He drew the father guarding the sett, and he felt happy.

12




Sam's sketchbook became a treasure. He showed it to his
friends at school, and they were amazed by the detailed
drawings and the little stories. Sam told them, "Wildlife needs
privacy. We can watch, but we must keep our distance." His
friends nodded and wanted to learn more.
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One evening, Sam saw the cub catch its first beetle all by
itself. The mother badger nuzzled it proudly, and the father
badger gave a low, happy grunt. Sam quickly sketched the
moment, his heart full. He knew he had been lucky to see it,
and he knew it was because he had respected their privacy.
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As the seasons changed, Sam's nature diary filled with more
than just badgers. He drew the fox that trotted by, the owl that
hooted in the oak tree, and the hedgehog that snuffled in the
leaves. But the badger family was always his favourite. He felt

like a gentle friend to the wild, and the wild seemed to accept
him.
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Sam learned that night after night, watching quietly from a
safe distance, he could see the most wonderful things. The
badgers lived and played, and he sketched and smiled. His
heart was full of the peace of the woods. And he knew that the
best adventures are the ones where you leave the wild just as

you found it.




