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In the heart of the jungle, where the trees grow tall and the

flowers bloom bright, lived a cheerful parrot named Paco. Paco

had bright green feathers, a red head, and blue wing tips. He

loved to fly through the leaves and play hide-and-seek with the

butterflies. Every day was a new adventure for him, full of

sunshine and laughter.
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One sunny morning, as Paco flew over a little stream,

something shiny caught his eye. It was a golden feather,

glowing like a tiny sunbeam on the soft green moss. Paco

swooped down and picked it up gently with his curved grey

beak. "Wow!" he chirped. "I've never seen anything so

beautiful!" The feather sparkled in the light, and Paco's round

black eyes opened wide with wonder.

2



Paco held the golden feather up to the sky. It shimmered and

shone, and he felt very special. "I could keep it," he thought. "I

could put it in my nest and look at it every day." He imagined

how pretty it would be, and his yellow chest puffed up with

pride. But then he wondered, "Where did this feather come

from? Does it belong to someone?"
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As Paco was thinking, he heard a soft, sad sound. "Oh dear, oh

dear," someone sighed. Paco looked up and saw a toucan with

a big orange beak and a little blue cap on his head. The

toucan's eyes were droopy, and his white chest looked puffed

out with worry. "What's wrong?" asked Paco kindly, tilting his

head to one side.
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The toucan perched on a branch nearby. "I lost my special

golden feather," he said sadly. "It's the most precious thing I

have. It was a gift from my grandmother, and now it's gone."

He looked down at his black feathers and sighed again. "I've

looked everywhere, but I can't find it." Paco felt a little flutter

in his chest. He looked at the golden feather in his wing.
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Paco's heart beat fast. He wanted to keep the shiny feather. It

was so pretty! But then he looked at the toucan's sad face.

"This feather might be his," Paco thought. "But if I give it back,

I won't have it anymore." He shuffled his feet and looked at the

ground. The toucan didn't notice the feather in Paco's wing.

He just looked very, very sad.
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Paco thought about how happy the feather made him feel. But

then he thought about how sad the toucan was. "Being honest

is important," he remembered his mother saying. "Even when

it's hard." Paco took a deep breath. He looked at the toucan

and said, "Excuse me, is this your feather?" He held out the

golden feather. The toucan's eyes went wide with surprise.
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The toucan gasped. "Oh! My golden feather! You found it!" He

fluttered his wings with joy. "Thank you, thank you! I thought I

would never see it again." Paco felt a warm glow inside. It felt

even better than keeping the feather. "I'm glad I could help,"

Paco said with a smile. The toucan carefully took the feather

and tucked it under his wing.
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The toucan's name was Tito. "You are very kind," Tito said.

"Most birds would have kept such a beautiful feather." Paco's

red head bobbed happily. "I wanted to keep it," Paco admitted.

"But it wasn't mine, and you were so sad." Tito smiled. "You

are a good friend," he said. "Would you like to play with me?"

Paco nodded eagerly, and they flew off together.
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Paco and Tito played all afternoon. They chased each other

through the trees and swung on vines. Tito showed Paco his

favorite hiding spots. They laughed and chirped and had so

much fun. "I'm glad we met," said Tito. "Me too," said Paco.

"And I'm glad you got your feather back," said Paco. "It's the

most beautiful feather in the jungle." Tito beamed with pride.
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When the sun began to set, Tito said, "I want to give you

something to say thank you." He plucked a small, soft feather

from his own chest. It was black and white and very pretty.

"For you," said Tito. "So you remember our friendship." Paco

took the feather gently. "I will keep it forever," he said. "Thank

you, Tito." They smiled at each other.
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From that day on, Paco and Tito were best friends. They met

every morning by the stream and played until the stars came

out. Paco learned that being honest and kind feels better than

keeping something that isn't yours. And every time he looked

at the little black and white feather, he remembered the day he

made a true friend by doing the right thing.
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One day, Paco found another shiny object in the jungle. It was

a bright blue stone. "I wonder who this belongs to," he said.

Tito looked at it closely. "I think I saw a beetle with a blue shell

yesterday," he said. "Let's find him!" So they flew off together

to return the stone. It felt good to be honest again, and they

laughed as they searched.
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They found the beetle near a mushroom. "Thank you!" said the

beetle. "That's my lucky stone!" Paco and Tito smiled. "Helping

others makes us happy," said Paco. "And being honest makes

us good friends," said Tito. They spent the rest of the day

playing with the beetle and his friends. The jungle was full of

kindness, and Paco felt lucky to be part of it.
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That night, Paco sat in his nest with the little black and white

feather beside him. He thought about how glad he was that he

had returned the golden feather. If he had kept it, he would

have missed out on a wonderful friend. "Honesty really does

matter," he whispered to the moon. He fell asleep with a smile

on his beak, dreaming of tomorrow's adventures with Tito.

15



And so, in the heart of the jungle, a colorful parrot and a kind

toucan became the best of friends. They played together every

day, and they always helped each other. Paco never forgot the

lesson he learned: being honest and kind is the best feeling in

the world. And whenever he saw a golden feather, he would

smile and remember the day he chose to do the right thing.
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