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	 Chapter 1: The Baby in the Jungle
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	Once upon a time, deep in the heart of the Indian jungle, the moon lit up the trees and the stars whispered secrets to the leaves. It was a quiet night, but 

	
 

	something unusual was about to happen.

	 

	Not far from the wolf den, a small bundle lay under a bush. It moved. It giggled. It cried.

	 

	“What is that sound?” asked Mother Wolf, raising her ears.

	 

	Father Wolf stepped outside and sniffed the air. “It smells... like a man-cub!”

	 

	Mother Wolf gasped. “A man-cub? Here, in our jungle?”

	
 

	 

	They both walked carefully toward the bush. Under the leaves, wrapped in a soft cloth, lay a tiny human baby. His eyes were wide and bright, and he smiled up at the wolves.

	 

	“He’s not afraid,” said Father Wolf, surprised.

	 

	“He’s so small and alone,” whispered Mother Wolf. “We can’t leave him here.”

	 

	Just then, a shadow crept 

	
 

	through the trees. It was Shere Khan—the tiger with burning eyes and a roar like thunder.

	 

	“That man-cub is mine,” growled Shere Khan. “Hand him over, wolves!”

	 

	But Mother Wolf stood tall and brave.

	 

	“He came to us for safety,” she said calmly. “He will stay with us. He is ours now.”

	 

	Shere Khan roared angrily but 

	
 

	left with a swish of his tail.

	 

	The wolves looked at the baby once more.

	 

	“What shall we call him?” asked Father Wolf.

	 

	Mother Wolf smiled. “Mowgli,” she said. “We will call him Mowgli.”

	 

	And so, the little man-cub found a new family in the jungle.

	 

	That night, under the stars, 

	
 

	Mowgli fell asleep, curled up beside his new wolf mother, warm and safe.

	
 

	Chapter 2: Mowgli’s Jungle Family
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	The sun rose gently over the jungle. Birds sang sweet songs, and the trees swayed softly in the breeze. Inside the warm, cozy wolf den, little Mowgli stretched and yawned.

	 

	“Good morning, Mother,” he said in a sleepy voice.

	 

	“Good morning, my little Mowgli,” replied Mother Wolf, licking his hair gently. “Did you sleep well?”

	 

	“Yes,” Mowgli said, smiling. “I dreamed I was running with the 

	
 

	wolves!”

	 

	Mother Wolf laughed. “That’s because you are one of us now.”

	 

	Outside, the wolf pack was gathering. They had to decide if Mowgli could stay in the jungle. Every cub needed the pack’s approval.

	 

	Father Wolf led Mowgli to the Council Rock, where the wise old wolf, Akela, stood tall and proud.

	 

	“This is the man-cub we found,” 

	
 

	said Father Wolf. “We wish to raise him as our own.”

	 

	Some of the wolves whispered among themselves. A man-cub in the jungle? That had never happened before.

	 

	Just then, a soft voice came from the trees.

	 

	“I speak for the man-cub,” said Baloo, the big, gentle bear. “I will teach him the Law of the Jungle.”

	 

	“And I will protect him,” said 

	
 

	Bagheera, the sleek black panther, stepping into the light. “I give a fresh kill to the pack, as payment.”

	 

	Akela nodded slowly. “Then it is settled,” he said. “The man-cub may stay.”

	 

	Mowgli clapped his hands with joy. “I get to stay! Thank you, Akela! Thank you, Baloo and Bagheera!”

	 

	Bagheera smiled. “Stay close to us, little one. The jungle is full of 
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