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Ellie stood in the warm morning light, her yellow scarf fluttering softly in the breeze. From far away, faint drumbeats rolled through the jungle, promising the excitement of the parade. Tiko, the dusty-blue elephant, waved from under a mango tree. “Big day, Ellie!” he called, his green bandana bright against the leaves.

Ellie tried to smile, but her feet felt heavy and strange, as if they had forgotten how to move. Around them, long vines swayed gently, whispering secrets to the breeze that seemed to slip past her without carrying her along.

Saffy, the tawny squirrel, scampered down the rough trunk of the mango tree. His blue vest caught flickers of sunlight as he landed lightly beside Ellie. “What’s wrong?” he asked, tilting his head at her slow, uneven steps.

The air was rich with the scent of ripe fruit, sweet and inviting. Yet Ellie’s heart thumped in uneven beats, like a drum missing its own rhythm. She glanced at the ground, wishing her feet would find the steady pulse they once knew.

A rustle above made Ellie look up just as Momo swung down from a sturdy branch. His pale-peach fur glowed in the morning light, and his red vest flashed against the deep green leaves. “We’ll help you find your rhythm,” he said with a grin, landing lightly beside her.

Around them, a chorus of cicadas filled the air with steady buzzing. Their sound rose and fell like a distant crowd cheering, and Ellie wondered if the jungle itself might hold the beat she had lost.

Rusty’s bronze hide gleamed as he lumbered toward them, his orange scarf glowing warmly in the sun. He stopped beside Ellie, his eyes kind. “First, listen,” he said, pointing his trunk toward the swaying palm fronds.

The fronds whispered together, brushing against each other with a steady hush. The sound was soft yet sure, like footsteps along a hidden path no one could see. Ellie tilted her ears toward it, hoping the quiet rhythm would sink into her heart.

Willow, the cream owl, glided down from the branches above. Her green scarf trailed like a ribbon caught in the wind. She landed gently, blinking her bright eyes at Ellie. “The jungle sings all day if you hear closely,” she hooted.

Above them, the canopy shimmered with dappled gold as sunlight spilled through moving leaves. The air carried layers of sound—far-off water, stirring branches, and the faint hum of wings—each waiting for someone to notice.

Pippa, the pink elephant with a lavender sash, approached with a gentle smile. Her steps were slow but certain, and she stopped beside Ellie. “We can make our own music,” she said, tapping her foot against the firm earth.

The ground answered with a deep, friendly thud. The sound seemed to rise through Ellie’s feet, warm and solid. She closed her eyes for a moment, listening to the way the earth spoke back with each tap.
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