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Sophie loved rainy days. Her yellow raincoat with white polka

dots swished as she walked, and her red rubber boots splashed

in every puddle. She carried a green canvas backpack filled

with snacks and a notebook for drawing animals. On this gray

morning, she was exploring the path near the woods, hoping to

spot a rabbit or a bird.
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Sophie's hazel eyes sparkled as she peered through the

dripping bushes. She had light brown skin, wavy dark hair

with a fringe, and a few freckles across her nose. She knew

wild animals liked quiet visitors. So she stepped softly,

listening to the rain pattering on the leaves. Then she heard a

tiny, frightened squeak coming from near the road.
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Sophie followed the sound. There, beside the roadside, sat a

fox cub no bigger than a kitten. Its rusty orange fur was wet,

and its big dark brown eyes looked up at her. The cub's legs

wobbled as it tried to stand. 'Oh, you poor little thing,' Sophie

whispered. 'Where is your mother?'
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Sophie's first thought was to scoop up the cub and take it

home. But she remembered what her teacher had said: wild

animals need special care, and sometimes the best help is to

call experts. She didn't want to frighten the cub or separate it

from its family. So she kept her distance and watched.

4



The cub was shivering. Sophie knew she had to act fast but

gently. She pulled out her notebook and wrote down

everything she saw: the time, the place, and how the cub

looked. Then she took a deep breath and dialed the number for

the wildlife rescue team. 'Hello?' she said. 'I found a fox cub all

alone near the road.'

5



The rescue officer arrived quickly. Her name was Maya, and

she wore a dark green uniform with a shiny badge. 'You did the

right thing by calling us,' Maya said with a warm smile. 'Now,

let's keep this little one safe and quiet until we figure out

where its mother is.' Sophie nodded, feeling proud but also a

little worried.
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Maya knelt down and looked at the cub from a distance. 'It's

about six weeks old,' she said. 'Old enough to wander, but too

young to be alone for long. Its mother is probably nearby,

looking for it.' She handed Sophie a pair of thick gloves. 'We'll

watch from over there, behind that bush. We must not touch or

crowd the cub.'
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Sophie and Maya hid behind a big bush. The cub stayed still,

its fluffy tail wrapped around its body. 'Why can't we just pick

it up?' Sophie whispered. 'Because wild mothers often leave

their babies while they hunt,' Maya explained. 'If we take the

cub away, its mother might never find it. We need to give her a

chance to come back.'
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Sophie watched the cub with caring eyes. She noticed its white

chest and dark ear tips. 'It looks so scared,' she said. 'It is,'

Maya replied. 'But our job is to keep it calm. Noise and

movement frighten wild animals. So we wait, and we watch.'

Sophie nodded. She felt glad she had called experts who knew

what to do.
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Minutes passed. The rain stopped, and the sun peeked through

the clouds. Sophie's red boots were muddy, but she didn't

mind. She kept her eyes on the cub. 'Will its mother really

come?' she asked. 'I think so,' Maya said. 'Foxes are devoted

parents. But we must be patient and give her space.

Knowledge and care go hand in hand.'
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Suddenly, Sophie saw a flash of red fur at the edge of the

woods. 'Look!' she breathed. A sleek fox with a white-tipped

tail stood watching them. Its amber eyes were cautious. 'That's

the mother,' Maya said softly. 'She's waiting for us to move

back. Let's give her a clear path.' They stepped farther away,

behind a tree.
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The mother fox took a few steps forward, then stopped. She

sniffed the air. The cub gave a tiny squeak and wiggled its tail.

Sophie held her breath. 'Come on, little one,' she whispered.

The mother fox moved closer, her ears twitching. Then she

gently nudged the cub with her nose. The cub yelped with joy

and pressed against her.
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Sophie's heart swelled. The mother fox picked up the cub by

the scruff of its neck and trotted back toward the woods.

Before disappearing, she paused and looked back. Sophie

waved goodbye. 'You did a wonderful thing,' Maya said. 'You

helped a wild family stay together.' Sophie smiled, her hazel

eyes shining with happy tears.
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Maya gave Sophie a high-five. 'Remember,' she said, 'helping

wild animals isn't about taking them home. It's about giving

them what they need: space, quiet, and expert care. You had

the knowledge to call us, and the care to keep the cub safe.'

Sophie nodded. She knew she would never forget this day.
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On the walk home, Sophie thought about the fox cub. She had

wanted to help, and she had—by being smart and kind. Her

yellow raincoat swished, and her red boots splashed, but now

the sound felt like a happy song. She couldn't wait to tell her

friends: wild animals need our care, but they also need our

knowledge.
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That night, Sophie drew a picture of the fox family in her

notebook. Under it, she wrote: 'The kindest help is often the

smartest help too.' She knew she would always remember the

tiny cub with the big dark eyes, and how she had helped it find

its way back home.
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