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The Boy and the Tree
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Ben was eight years old, with warm brown skin, curly black
hair, and a gap-toothed smile. He loved bugs, birds, and
everything that hopped. One morning, he packed a red
backpack and a notebook with a pencil behind his ear. Today
was special. He was visiting a rainforest reserve with Ms.
Rivera, the kind guide in a green ranger uniform. '‘Ready for an
adventure?' she asked, handing him a map.
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The rainforest was loud and green and wonderful. Leaves as
big as plates dripped with water. Bright flowers popped like
fireworks. Ben heard whistles, chirps, and buzzing
everywhere. 'This is biodiversity,' Ms. Rivera said. 'It means
many different living things, all sharing one home.' Ben wrote
the word in his notebook. 'So every plant and animal has a
place?' he asked. 'Exactly,' she said. 'And they all need each
other.'



Suddenly, something bright caught Ben's eye. On a shiny leaf
sat a tiny frog, no bigger than his thumb. Its skin was lime-
green, its eyes were big and golden, and its toes were round
and sticky. 'Wow!' Ben whispered. 'That's Pip, a tree frog,' said
Ms. Rivera. 'He's a famous climber around here.' Ben's eyes
grew wide. 'Can I watch him?' he asked. 'Of course,' she said.
'Tust be patient.’




Pip didn't wait long. He stretched his long legs and leaped! His
sticky toe pads gripped a branch like tiny suction cups. Up and
up he went, past ferns and vines. Ben held his breath. 'How
does he do that?' he whispered. 'His toes have special pads,’
Ms. Rivera explained. 'They stick to leaves and bark, even
when it's wet.' Ben sketched Pip's feet in his notebook. 'Those
toes are amazing!' he said.
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Higher and higher climbed Pip, until he reached the top of a
tall tree. Ben tilted his head back, squinting. 'He's so high!' he
gasped. 'Tree frogs spend most of their lives up there,' said
Ms. Rivera. 'They need tall, healthy trees to climb and hide.'
Ben wrote that down. 'So the trees are like his playground?' he
asked. 'More like his home,' she said. 'And his supermarket
and his safe place, too.'



Ms. Rivera pointed to a bunch of bright red flowers. 'See
those? They need insects to carry pollen from flower to flower.
Tree frogs eat insects. And bigger animals eat tree frogs.
Everything is connected.' Ben chewed his pencil. 'So if the
flowers disappear, the frogs might too?' he asked. ‘That's
right,' she said. 'Biodiversity depends on healthy habitats.
Every living thing has a job.' Ben nodded slowly. 'It's like a big
team,' he said.




Ben wanted to see more. He followed Ms. Rivera along a
muddy path, past a stream where blue dragonflies zipped.
'Look,' she said, 'a mother sloth with her baby.' Ben watched
the sleepy pair. 'Do they need the rainforest too?' he asked.
'‘Everyone does,' she said. 'The trees give shade, food, and
homes. The frogs, the birds, the bugs—they all share this
place.' Ben wrote 'share' in big letters and underlined it twice.
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Back at the visitor center, Ben drew Pip in his notebook. He
drew the sticky toes, the golden eyes, the green skin. 'l want to
tell my class about this,' he said. Ms. Rivera smiled. 'That's a
great idea. A presentation?' 'Yes!' said Ben. 'I'll show them how
tree frogs climb and why they need healthy homes.' Ms. Rivera
gave him a high five. 'l can't wait to hear how it goes,' she

said.




That night, Ben practiced his presentation in front of his
stuffed animals. He held up his drawing of Pip. "Tree frogs
have sticky toe pads,' he said. 'They can climb glass!' He made
a small poster with a big green frog and the words 'Healthy
Habitat, Happy Frog.' His little brother peeked in. ‘Can I help?
he asked. 'Sure!' said Ben. 'You can be the audience.' They
practiced until bedtime.




At school, Ben stood in front of his class. His heart thumped.
‘This is Pip,' he said, pointing to his drawing. 'He's a tree frog
from the rainforest.' He showed how Pip climbs using his
sticky toes. 'But Pip needs a healthy habitat,' Ben said. 'That
means clean water, tall trees, and lots of plants and bugs.
Biodiversity is like a big team. If one part gets hurt, the whole
team suffers.'
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Ben paused and looked at his classmates. ‘When I visited the
reserve, I saw how everything is connected,' he said. 'The
flowers need insects. The frogs need flowers and bugs. The
snakes need frogs. And we need the rainforest, too—for clean
air and medicine.' He took a deep breath. 'We can help by
protecting habitats. Even small actions count, like planting
trees or keeping streams clean.' The room was quiet.
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Then Ben smiled his gap-toothed smile. 'And that's why the
tree frog is so amazing!' he said. 'Its climbing toes are like
super suction cups. But it can only climb if the trees are there.'
He clicked to his last slide: a photo of Pip on a leaf. 'So let's
cheer for the tree frog—and for keeping its home healthy!"' The
class burst into applause. "Wow!" said a girl in the front row.
‘That was awesome!"
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Ms. Rivera had come to watch. She stood at the back,
beaming. 'Great job, Ben,' she said afterward. 'You explained
biodiversity perfectly.' Ben's cheeks turned warm. ‘Thanks,' he
said. 'I couldn't have done it without Pip.' He looked at his
drawing. 'I hope Pip is still climbing high.' Ms. Rivera nodded.
'He is. And thanks to you, more people know how to help him.'
Ben hugged his notebook.
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That afternoon, Ben's teacher announced a class project: a
mini rainforest in the school garden. '"We'll plant flowers and
make a small pond,' she said. Ben raised his hand. '‘Can we
make a frog hotel?' he asked. 'With sticks and leaves?' The
class laughed, but the teacher said yes. Ben grinned. 'Pip
would love that,' he said. 'And maybe other frogs will come.'
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Weeks later, Ben visited the garden. Tiny green shoots pushed
through the soil. A butterfly floated by. Ben sat quietly and
watched. Then he saw it: a small green frog on a leaf. It wasn't
Pip, but it had the same golden eyes. 'Hello, little climber,' Ben
whispered. The frog blinked and leaped to a branch, its sticky
toes holding tight. Ben smiled. 'Welcome home,' he said.
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Ben opened his notebook and wrote: 'Healthy habitats help
frogs climb high. Biodiversity is a team. We can all help.' He
drew a tiny tree frog in the corner. Then he closed the book
and ran to tell Ms. Rivera the good news. The rainforest was
far away, but Ben knew that every healthy habitat—big or
small—was a home for someone. And that made him very

happy.
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