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On the wide, sunny savanna, where the grass whispered in the

warm wind, lived a small meerkat named Milo. He had sandy

tan fur, a cream belly, and dark patches around his bright

brown eyes. Every morning, Milo stood tall on his hind legs,

his long tail with a dark tip balanced behind him, and scanned

the golden plains. He loved the quiet peace of the open

savanna.
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Not far away, a warthog named Walter moved into a cozy

burrow under a shady acacia tree. Walter had grey-brown

bristly hide, a coarse mane along his spine, and a broad flat

snout. His curved tusks gleamed in the sunlight, and his short

legs carried him steadily across the dusty ground. Walter was

gentle and hardworking, and he hummed happily as he settled

into his new home.
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One hot afternoon, Milo and Walter both set off toward the

same cool watering hole. They met on the dusty path,

surprised to see each other. “Hello,” said Milo, standing tall.

“I’m going for a drink.” “So am I,” said Walter with a friendly

grunt. “The savanna is big, but this path is small. Maybe we

can share it?” Milo nodded, and they became neighbors right

there.
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As they walked, Milo’s sharp eyes spotted a thick tangle of

thorny brush ahead. “We can’t get through that,” he said,

pointing with his snout. Walter smiled. “Let me try,” he said.

He lowered his broad flat snout and pushed through the brush,

clearing a safe path with his strong neck and curved tusks.

Twigs snapped, and soon a narrow trail opened before them.

Milo watched in amazement.
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“That was amazing!” Milo cheered, his long tail flicking with

excitement. “You cleared the path like a mighty bulldozer!”

Walter chuckled, his warty bumps jiggling. “And you can be

our lookout,” he said. “Your eyes are much sharper than

mine.” Milo stood tall on his hind legs and scanned the

savanna. “I’ll watch for danger,” he promised. “Together, we’ll

travel safely.”
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They walked on, Milo standing tall every few steps to check

the horizon. His dark eye patches helped him see far across

the golden grass. Walter kept his snout ready, pushing aside

small stones and low branches. “All clear!” Milo called. “Then

let’s keep going,” Walter grunted. They made a good team, and

the watering hole grew closer with every step.

6



Suddenly, Milo froze. “Stop!” he whispered. “What is it?”

asked Walter, standing very still. Milo pointed his black nose

toward a thicket. “A big shadow,” he said. “Maybe a lion.”

Walter’s small eyes widened. “What do we do?” Milo watched

carefully, then relaxed. “It’s just a tall bush swaying in the

wind,” he said. “False alarm! Good thing we checked.” Walter

let out a relieved breath.
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They continued on, but the sun grew hotter, and the path grew

dustier. Walter’s short legs began to tire, and Milo’s throat felt

dry. “I’m thirsty,” Milo admitted. “Me too,” said Walter. “But

we’re almost there.” Milo climbed a small termite mound to

get a better view. “I can see the water sparkling!” he cried.

“Just past that rocky ridge.” They hurried on with fresh hope.
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At the rocky ridge, a pile of loose stones blocked their way.

“These rocks are too big for me to move,” Milo said,

discouraged. “Let me try,” said Walter. He pressed his broad

snout against the stones and pushed with all his might. One by

one, the stones rolled aside. Milo cheered, “You’re so strong,

Walter!” Walter grinned. “And you’re a great lookout,” he said.

“We make a perfect team.”
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With the path clear, they finally reached the watering hole. The

water was cool and blue, surrounded by soft green grass. Milo

and Walter drank side by side, their reflections rippling in the

water. “This is the best drink ever,” Milo sighed. “Because we

got here together,” Walter agreed. They rested in the shade,

happy and full, watching the savanna shimmer in the

afternoon sun.
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From that day on, Milo and Walter were inseparable friends.

Every morning, Milo stood tall on his hind legs and scanned

the savanna while Walter cleared a safe path to the watering

hole. They looked out for each other, sharing the work and the

rewards. The other animals noticed their teamwork and

smiled. “Those two are always helping each other,” said a

giraffe. “That’s what friends do,” said a zebra.

11



One day, a young meerkat named Mia asked Milo, “How do

you always find the safest way to the water?” Milo smiled. “I

don’t do it alone,” he said. “Walter clears the path, and I watch

for danger. We help each other.” Walter nodded. “And we

always share a drink at the end.” Mia looked at them with

wide eyes. “I want a friend like that,” she said. “You will,” said

Milo. “Just be one.”
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As the seasons changed, Milo and Walter’s friendship grew

stronger. They faced dust storms and hot days, but they always

worked together. When Walter’s snout needed a rest, Milo

found a shady spot to wait. When Milo’s eyes grew tired,

Walter stood guard. Their teamwork made every journey

easier, and their laughter echoed across the savanna. They

proved that friends who help each other can do anything.
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At the watering hole, other animals began to notice their

kindness. A young warthog named Wally asked Walter, “Can

you teach me to clear a path like you?” Walter smiled. “Only if

you promise to help others too,” he said. “And Milo can teach

you to be a lookout.” Wally nodded eagerly. Soon, more

animals joined their team, and the path to the watering hole

became a happy, busy place.
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Milo and Walter sat together under the acacia tree, watching

the sun set. “Remember when we first met on that dusty

path?” Milo asked. Walter chuckled. “You were so small and

brave,” he said. “And you were so strong and kind,” Milo

replied. They watched the stars appear, one by one. “I’m glad

we share the same watering hole,” said Milo. “Me too,” said

Walter. “Me too.”
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And so, on the sunny savanna, Milo the meerkat and Walter

the warthog remained the best of friends. They showed

everyone that friendship grows strong when friends help each

other every day. Whether standing tall to watch for danger or

pushing through brush to clear the way, they proved that

teamwork makes every journey better. And every evening, they

shared a cool drink at the watering hole, side by side.
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