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Chapter 1


The little monkey that found its place
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Once upon a time, on a distant continent, there was a small zoo hidden among gentle mountains and green forests that were painted with a brush. It was not a noisy place or full of crowds. It was more like a quiet refuge where nature and animals coexisted peacefully, as if time moved more slowly there.

In the mornings, the fog slowly descended from the mountains like a light white blanket. It glided through the trees, wrapping the dirt roads and rocks with an almost magical softness. The leaves glistened with dewdrops that reflected the light of dawn like tiny mirrors. From the highest branches, the birds began to sing, first one, then another, until the entire forest seemed to awaken in a small orchestra of trills and whistles.

The sun, lazy at first, slowly peeked out from behind the mountains. Little by little, it painted the sky with golden and pink colors that looked as if they had been brushed on with watercolor.

Each season brought its own beauty.

In spring, the trees were filled with delicate flowers. The petals fell softly to the ground like small flakes of scented snow that covered the paths. Butterflies flew from flower to flower, and the air seemed full of new promises.

In summer, the air smelled of fresh grass and warm earth heated by the sun. Insects buzzed lazily, and animals sought shade beneath the larger trees. The nearby river murmured softly as it ran between the stones.

In autumn, the leaves changed color and danced in the wind like red, yellow, and orange butterflies. The ground was covered with a crisp blanket that rustled beneath the animals' feet.

And in winter, everything seemed to sleep in a soft, quiet silence. Frost covered the branches, and the air became clear and cold, as if the world were breathing very slowly.

In the middle of that place lived many animals.

There were peacocks that opened their feathers like large, brightly colored fans, walking proudly along the paths.

There were turtles that moved slowly, with infinite patience, as if they knew secrets of time that no one else knew.

There were elegant deer that looked as if they were made of wind. Their footsteps were so light that they were barely audible as they crossed the forest clearing.

There were also some cats that appeared and disappeared in the shadows of the garden. They liked to sleep in the sun or watch silently from the tops of the rocks.

And, of course, there was the big monkey family.

The monkeys were the loudest in the zoo. They jumped from rock to rock, from branch to branch, laughing, screaming, and playing all day long. Some ran chasing each other, others hung from the vines, and the little ones learned to climb while their mothers watched them patiently.

They never got tired.

But among all of them lived an incredibly special little monkey.

A little monkey named Punch.[image: ]

Punch was so small that he could fit in the arms of a caregiver. His body was soft and light, and his large, curious eyes looked at everything as if the world were a huge mystery waiting to be discovered.

His tiny little hands were always looking for something to hold onto.

A branch.

A leaf.

A shiny pebble.

Or anything that made him feel like he wasn’t completely alone in that big place.

But when Punch was born, something happened that changed his story.

His mother did not hug him.

The other monkeys kept jumping and playing with their own families. Mothers cared for their babies as groups moved from one side of the enclosure to the other.

Little Punch stayed there.

Sitting.

Looking at the world with his big, silent eyes.

The wind gently moved the leaves over his head, and sometimes a bird flew remarkably close. But no one noticed the little monkey who was just beginning his life.

That’s when someone incredibly special appeared.

The zookeeper.

He was a kind man who arrived early every morning while the sun was still waking up. He walked slowly through the trees, like someone who knew every corner of the place.

He greeted the animals as if they were old friends.

“Good morning, sleepyheads,” he said to the monkeys.

“Good morning, Mr. Peacock,” he murmured as one of them unfurled his feathers.

He always carried a bag full of fruits, vegetables, and seeds. The animals already knew the sound of his footsteps, and many came to see him when he arrived.

But that day, when he saw little Punch alone and trembling near a rock, his heart filled with tenderness.

He bent down slowly so as not to scare him.

“Hello, little one,” he whispered in a soft voice.

Punch raised his head.

His curious eyes met those of the caretaker.

For the first time, someone looked at him with real affection.

The man carefully stretched out his hand. Punch hesitated for a moment, as little animals do when they are still unsure of the world.

But then he came closer.

From that day on, a small routine began.

Each morning, while the other monkeys screamed and fought over food, the caretaker approached Punch first.

He spoke to him in a calm voice.

He offered him warm milk in a small container.

And he made sure that the little monkey was okay.

Sometimes Punch would cling to his shirt with his tiny little hands. Other times he would just stare at him, as if he were slowly learning that this human was someone he could trust.

But the caretaker knew something important.

Punch still needed something more.

Something soft.

Something warm.

Something he could embrace when the world felt too big.

Something he could hold when the nights were long or when the other monkeys were too busy playing.

So, one day he came back with a surprise.

That morning the sun shone especially golden among the leaves of the trees. The birds sang, and the air smelled of ripe fruit.

The caretaker walked down the path with a mysterious smile.

In his hands he carried something big, fluffy... and very orange.

It was a stuffed animal.

When Punch saw it, he opened his eyes wide.

He had never seen anything like it.

It wasn’t fruit.

It wasn’t a leaf.

It wasn’t a stone.

It looked like a small, soft animal made of cotton and cloth.

He approached slowly.

He looked at it.

He circled it curiously.

He touched it with a little hand.

The stuffed animal was warm and soft.

Punch tilted his head, as if thinking.

And suddenly... he hugged it with all his strength..

Her little arms wrapped around the orange bear as she pressed it to her chest. His little eyes shone in a new, calm way, as if something inside him had finally found a small home.
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The caretaker smiled.

From that day on, little Punch was no longer completely alone.

Because now I had something I could hug.

Something that accompanied him on quiet days and in the moments when the world seemed too big for such a small monkey.

And without anyone knowing it yet, that simple surprise would be the beginning of many adventures that were to come.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2
The monkey hugging a stuffed animal[image: ]
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From that day on, Punch was never separated from his orange stuffed animal again.

I carried it everywhere.

If he walked, they walked together.

If he sat down, the stuffed animal sat with him.

And if little Punch was afraid... I hugged him very tightly.

The stuffed animal was soft and fluffy, and when Punch pressed it to his chest he felt something calm. As if that little cloth bear could tell her, without words, that everything was fine.

The caretaker smiled every time he saw him.

"It looks like you already have a friend," he would say in a soft voice.

Punch didn't understand all the words, but he understood the affection.

That was enough for him.

Every morning, when the sun began to illuminate the mountains, the caretaker would walk along the dirt path with his bag full of fruits and vegetables. His steps were calm and familiar, and the animals already knew that breakfast would soon begin.

Birds sang from the trees.

The leaves moved with the wind.

And the monkeys of the great herd were already awake.

They jumped from branch to branch.

They ran on the rocks.

They screamed and played as if the world were a huge adventure park.

Some little ones chased each other while the older ones watched from the highest branches. Sometimes two monkeys would hang upside down just to see who could stay the longest without falling.

Everything was movement, laughter, and energy.

Punch watched them from a corner, hugging
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