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Zoe peeped inside the crate. She could just make out a fluffy black and white bundle. The bundle wriggled – and Zoe grinned in delight.There were two adorable creatures, cuddled up asleep together!
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Chapter One


A Treat for Daisy





Zoe Parker grinned as she raced down the path. It was Saturday morning at the Rescue Zoo and Zoe was on her way to visit some of her favourite animals. Halfway down the path she stopped at a wooden gate and reached for the pretty silver paw-print charm on her necklace.


This was no ordinary necklace – it opened the door to every single enclosure in the Rescue Zoo! It had been a present from her Great-Uncle Horace, who had built the zoo, and Zoe never took it off. She held the charm against a small panel on the gate and with a quiet click it swung open.


Zoe walked into a warm, wide plain, covered in tall grass and lush trees. Just beyond the gate was the house where the giraffes slept, a tall red-brick building with a high arched doorway. Zoe shaded her eyes from the sunshine and saw the herd gathered at the other end of the enclosure, drinking from a sparkling stream. By the gate stood a wheelbarrow full of fresh straw, and a large garden fork. The giraffe keeper, Frankie, had promised Zoe she could help out this morning, and everything she needed was ready for her!


Zoe grabbed the wheelbarrow and pushed it into the giraffe house. She picked up the fork and began lifting the straw out, spreading it carefully on the ground so that the giraffes would have clean, comfortable bedding that night.
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She hummed happily as she worked, enjoying the warm breeze and wondering where her best friend had got to. He had dashed off along the path in front of her that morning, too excited to slow down!


Suddenly the straw in the wheelbarrow started to wriggle. Zoe watched curiously as it shook from side to side. Then a furry little head popped out and a pair of huge, golden eyes blinked cheekily at her.
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“Meep!” laughed Zoe. “There you are, you naughty thing!”


With a cheerful chirp, the tiny creature  sprang out of the wheelbarrow and climbed up on to Zoe’s shoulder, sending bits of straw everywhere. Meep was a grey mouse lemur. He was very small with a long, curling tail and soft, delicate ears that stuck up in the air. He’d come to the zoo when he was just a baby, and lived with Zoe and her mum in their cottage.


“I wondered where you’d disappeared to, Meep. You’re supposed to be helping me tidy the giraffe enclosure, not making a mess!” Zoe shook her head but couldn’t help smiling. The little lemur was so cute that she could never really tell him off.


As she finished spreading out the straw, Zoe heard a gentle bray behind her and turned around. The youngest member of the giraffe herd, Daisy, had come over to greet them. She was just a few months old but she was still more than twice as tall as Zoe!


“Morning, Daisy!” called Zoe. The graceful giraffe trotted over and Zoe put down her fork and reached up to stroke her long, slender neck. Every giraffe had a different pattern of special markings that helped Zoe tell them apart. She knew this was Daisy from the pretty star shape on her forehead.


“Wow, Mum! Look!” cried an excited voice from the path. “A baby giraffe – and there’s a girl stroking her!”


The zoo gates must have opened to the public while Zoe was working, because a family of visitors had walked up to the fence. A lady was pushing a bright-blue buggy with a toddler sitting inside, clapping his little hands happily. Next to them was a red-haired girl a bit younger than Zoe, wearing a giraffe T-shirt and holding her dad’s hand. She was gazing in amazement at Zoe and Daisy. Zoe smiled at her, and Meep chattered a friendly greeting.
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The girl smiled back shyly, her eyes wide. “Are you a zookeeper?” she asked Zoe.


Zoe giggled. “Maybe one day!” she said. “I’m Zoe, and this is Meep. My Great-Uncle Horace is the owner of the Rescue Zoo.”


“Oh, you mean Horace Higgins! I’ve heard of him,” said the girl’s mum.


“He’s a famous explorer, isn’t he?” her dad added.


Zoe nodded. “He met so many hurt, lost or frightened animals on his adventures that he decided to build the Rescue Zoo. Now it’s a safe place for any creature that needs a home,” she explained. “Great-Uncle Horace still travels round the world looking for animals to help. Sometimes he’s away for months, and we never know when he’s going to come back.


“My mum’s the Rescue Zoo vet. We live in a little cottage here in the zoo, so she can treat any animal whenever they need her. And I spend as much time with the animals as I can, especially at the weekends!”


“I can’t believe you live here,” the girl said wistfully. “You’re so lucky.”


“I know,” said Zoe, beaming. She was very proud of her special home!


“And are the giraffes your favourites?” the girl’s mum asked. “Amy here loves giraffes. She was so excited about seeing them, so this is the first enclosure we came to.”


Zoe smiled. “Would you like to feed Daisy?” she asked. “She’s already had lots of acacia leaves for breakfast but I have an apple here that you can give her as a treat.”


Amy’s mouth dropped open. “Really?” she breathed. “I would love to!”


Zoe reached into her pocket and passed a shiny green apple over the fence. Amy clutched it, looking nervous. “Just hold your arm out straight and keep your hand flat. She won’t bite. She’s really gentle,” Zoe promised, smiling at Daisy.


Amy’s dad pulled out his camera and started taking pictures as Amy held the apple out. Very carefully, Daisy bent down her long neck and sniffed the little girl’s hand. Then she picked up the apple in one bite and started crunching it happily. Amy gasped. “Her nose is so soft!” she whispered.
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“Did she come from somewhere in Africa?” Amy’s dad asked.


Zoe shook her head. “Daisy’s mum, Dolly, was rescued from Kenya. But Daisy was born here in the zoo, in the middle of the night. I was the first person to see her! Meep and I came to give Dolly her breakfast in the morning and there was Daisy – already walking around!”


When Amy had finished giving Daisy her treat, her dad ruffled her hair. “We’d better go and visit some of the other animals now, love. We’ve still got lots to see,” he told her. “How about the hippos next?”


“We’ll come back to see Daisy before we leave,” her mum added.


Amy grinned at Zoe. “Thank you so much for letting me feed her. I loved it,” she said, her cheeks pink with happiness.


The family walked off down the path, chatting excitedly. Zoe waited until they were out of sight, and sighed. “That was close!” she said to Daisy. “I didn’t hear them walking up to the fence. It’s lucky we weren’t talking!”


Daisy nodded, and Meep squeaked in agreement. “They might have guessed our secret, Zoe!” the little lemur chirped.


Zoe grinned. Most people thought her life was amazing because she lived at the Rescue Zoo. But there was something else unusual about her – only this was a secret. On her sixth birthday Zoe had found out that animals talk to people all the time! Most people just hear squeaks, grunts, roars and other animal noises. But some people can understand everything they say. Lucky, special people – like Zoe!
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