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Chapter I – An Unexpected Fall
One Tiger and One Monkey in the Same Pit

[image: ]


The rain began suddenly over the Malaysian jungle, strong and noisy, as if the sky had tipped over a giant bucket of water. Big green leaves bent and shook. Small paths disappeared under streams that rushed and swirled.

Sharab, the tiger, was running between the trees when the ground beneath him gave way. For a moment, it felt as if the world had vanished under his paws. Then he slid down through soft, wet earth and tangled roots until he landed at the bottom of a deep pit.

He stood up quickly, surprised but unhurt. Above him, the circle of sky looked small and far away.

On the other side of the jungle, little Malia the monkey was trying to escape the rushing water. She held onto a branch, then to a vine, but everything was slippery. With a small cry, she lost her grip and tumbled down. She landed in the same pit Sharab had fallen in earlier.

Rain continued to fall inside, making the clay walls shiny and smooth. Mud gathered around their feet.

Sharab tried to jump out. His claws scratched the walls, but he slid back down. He tried again and again. Each time, he landed back at the bottom.  Only then did he notice her.

In one corner, Malia stood very still. She knew who he was.  He was a big tiger, and she was only a small monkey.

For a moment, neither of them moved.

Sharab looked up at the sky again and let out a long breath. He was tired from the storm and from trying to climb.
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Malia watched carefully.

The tiger did not growl at her. He did not step closer.  He sat down.

The rain slowly became lighter. The jungle sounds returned, one by one.

When night came, the pit grew quiet and cool. Above them, the sky turned dark.

Two unexpected companions remained in the same place, and there in the darkness, something unusual was about to begin.
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Chapter II – Two Voices in the Dark
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The darkness inside the pit was not complete. Between the thick roots above, a thin ribbon of bluish light slipped down, just enough to draw quiet shadows on the walls.

Malia was the first to speak. “I know who you are,” she said softly. “You are Sharab, the tiger.”

Sharab made a low sound in his throat.  “Yes. I am Sharab.”

“And tigers eat monkeys,” she added carefully.

Sharab was silent for a moment. Then, calmly,  he said, “Yes. That is true.”

Malia swallowed. “Are you going to eat me?”

Sharab looked up at the small circle of sky above them. Rainwater still dripped from the roots. “No,” he said at last. “Not today.”

“Why?” she asked.

He let out a long breath. “Because I am tired. Because we are both trapped. And because climbing that wall is more important right now.”

Malia blinked. That was not the answer she expected.

Just then, something fell from above. Thump. A ripe papaya dropped straight onto Sharab’s head and rolled across the mud.

For a moment, there was complete silence.

Then Malia burst into laughter.

Sharab slowly looked down at the fruit.  “Yes, very funny,” he said. “The jungle has a strange sense of humor.”

Malia tried to stop laughing but couldn’t. “Maybe it’s a sign that you should try a papaya,” she said. They’re very sweet.”
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Sharab narrowed his eyes.  “I tried one once,” he said with dignity. “It made my stomach very unhappy.”

Malia giggled again. “So the great Sharab was defeated by a fruit?”

Sharab pushed the papaya gently toward her with his paw. “You eat it,” he said. “You look hungrier than I am.”

Malia hesitated, then picked it up. “Thank you,” she said sincerely.  As she ate, she glanced at him from time to time. He was very close. Close enough to frighten her. But he was not staring at her the way she had feared. He seemed thoughtful and almost... lonely.

Slowly, the rain stopped. The jungle sounds returned. Night began to settle.  The air in the pit grew colder.

Malia began to shiver.

Sharab noticed immediately. “Come closer,” he said quietly. “It is warmer here.”

Malia looked at him. If he had wanted to hurt her, he would have already. Carefully, she moved closer and curled up against his thick fur.

Sharab placed one large paw gently around her.

The pit was still deep. The walls were still too high. Still, for the first time since the storm, neither of them felt alone.

That night, in a dark pit in the jungle, a tiger and a monkey slept side by side.

Together.
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Chapter III – A New Day, A New Plan
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Morning found them sleeping side by side at the bottom of the pit. Soft light slipped through the roots above, painting gentle patterns over Sharab’s striped fur and Malia’s gray coat.

Malia woke first. Carefully, she reached out and touched Sharab’s warm cheek. “Good morning, tiger who didn’t eat a monkey yesterday,” she whispered with a smile.

Sharab opened one eye, then the other.  “Good morning, monkey who laughs at tigers with papayas on their heads.”

They both laughed.  The pit did not seem quite so deep anymore.

Sharab stood up and studied the walls again. “This is a dangerous place,” he said thoughtfully. “If someone passes by, they might find us.”

“You mean hunters?” Malia asked.

Sharab nodded.  “They could catch us.”

Malia felt a small chill but quickly straightened her back. “We won’t let that happen.”

Sharab looked at her carefully.

“You could escape,” he said. “I can lift you to that root. From there, you can climb out.”

Malia followed the path with her eyes. It was possible, but she shook her head.  “And leave you here alone? Who would I laugh with?”

Sharab blinked.

“I’m not leaving,” she continued firmly. “We’ll get out together.”

Sharab smiled and gently touched the top of her head.
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“Thank you, Malia. It would be very quiet down here without you.”

Just then, Malia noticed something near the bottom of the pit.

“Look!” she called. “There’s a crack in the ground. That’s where the rainwater drained yesterday.”

Sharab leaned closer. “And?”

“If it rains again,” Malia said, glancing at the dark clouds gathering above, “the pit will fill with water. You know how to swim. The water will lift you high enough to climb out.”

Sharab thought for a moment. Then his eyes brightened. “That is a clever idea,” he said proudly. He looked at her curiously. “Do you know how to swim, Malia?”

“No,” she admitted honestly. “But I’ll jump from root to root and climb out.”

Sharab shook his head.  “That’s too risky. If your hand slips, you’ll fall into the water. You’ll stay behind my neck.  That way, we get out together.”

“Thank you, my friend,” Malia said without thinking. Then she froze and quickly covered her mouth.

Sharab noticed and smiled. “I don’t mind being called your friend,” he said gently. “I’m honored.”

They laughed together. A tiger and a monkey. Friends.

“Now,” Sharab added, “let’s seal that crack.”

“With mud!” Malia said eagerly.

They worked side by side, pressing wet clay into the opening until it disappeared.

By midday, thunder rolled above the jungle.

Then the rain began again. Heavy. Strong. Rainwater poured into the pit.

Slowly, steadily, the level began to rise.

Sharab and Malia exchanged a look. Their plan was working.
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