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On a bright Saturday morning, Maya pulled on her yellow
raincoat and red rubber boots. She tucked her bird sketchbook
into her canvas satchel. Today was special: she was visiting the
bird sanctuary for the very first time. Maya loved birds more
than anything, and she could not wait to see them up close.
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At the sanctuary gate, a tall keeper with a low ponytail and a
calm smile waved hello. Her name was Hazel, and her green
polo shirt had a little badge that said Sanctuary Keeper.
‘Welcome, Maya!' Hazel said. 'T hear you're a bird expert.'
Maya grinned, her gap-toothed smile wide. 'I'm still learning,’
she said, 'but I brought my sketchbook!"
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Hazel led Maya along a winding path lined with tall reeds and
quiet ponds. Ducks paddled, and small birds flitted in the
bushes. Maya's dark brown eyes grew wide. 'Every bird here
was rescued,' Hazel explained. 'Some were hurt, some lost
their homes. Now they live safely.' Maya nodded, already
sketching in her book. She wanted to remember everything.
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They stopped at a large, leafy enclosure. Inside, a magnificent
pheasant strutted slowly, his copper and gold feathers
gleaming in the sun. One pale wing feather stood out, and a
bright blue band circled his leg. 'This is Pip,' Hazel said softly.
'He came to us with an injured wing. Now he's strong again.'
Maya gasped. 'He's beautiful!




Pip tilted his head, his amber eye alert. He seemed curious but
cautious. Maya crouched low and stayed very still. 'Can I feed
him?' she whispered. Hazel shook her head. 'Wild birds need
special food, not bread or crumbs. We give Pip a mix of seeds,
grains, and fresh greens. The wrong food can make him sick.'
Maya wrote that down carefully.
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Hazel showed Maya Pip's enclosure. 'A safe home is
important,' she said. 'Pip needs space to walk, places to hide,
and clean water every day. We also keep the area quiet so he
doesn't get scared.' Maya peeked at the cozy shelter and the
shallow water dish. 'It's like a little hotel for birds!' she said.
Hazel laughed. 'Exactly!




Back in the visitor center, Maya saw a small display about wild
birds. 'It's good,' she said, 'but it could be more fun.' Hazel
raised an eyebrow. ‘Would you like to help make a new one?'
Maya's eyes sparkled. 'Yes! I can draw pictures and write
facts!"' They shook hands. 'Perfect,' Hazel said. "We'll work on it
together.'




Maya spent the next days sketching Pip and writing notes. She
drew the special seed mix, the safe enclosure, and the gentle
way to watch birds without scaring them. She added bright
colors and big letters. 'People need to know,' she told Hazel,
'that wild birds are not pets. They need expert care.' Hazel
nodded. 'You're right. Let's make it clear.'
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They built the display on a low table near the entrance. Maya
painted a big picture of Pip, with his copper feathers and long
tail. She wrote: 'Feed the right food. Keep a safe home. Watch
gently.' Hazel added a tray of real seeds and a small model of a
bird hide. 'This will teach visitors,' she said. Maya felt proud.
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The next morning, the display was ready. Maya stood beside it,
her heart thumping. Visitors stopped to look. A boy pointed at
Pip's picture. 'Why does he have a blue band?' he asked. Maya
took a deep breath. 'That shows he was rescued,' she
explained. 'The sanctuary helps him, and we can all help wild
birds by learning their needs.'
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Hazel brought Pip out in a special carrier so visitors could see
him safely. Pip stood tall, his amber eye bright. Maya told
everyone how Pip needed the right food, a quiet home, and
gentle care. 'If you find a hurt bird,' she said, 'call the experts.
Don't try to keep it as a pet.' The visitors listened carefully.
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After the crowd left, Hazel smiled at Maya. 'You did a
wonderful job. Because of your display, more people will
understand how to help wild birds.' Maya looked at Pip, who
was pecking calmly at his seeds. '"He seems happy,' she said.
'He is,' Hazel replied. 'Thanks to you and everyone who cares.'
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Maya felt a warm glow inside. She had learned so much about
rescued birds, and she had shared it with others. 'l want to
keep helping,' she said. Hazel gave her a small badge that said
'Tunior Helper.' 'You've earned it,' she said. Maya pinned it to
her raincoat and smiled her gap-toothed smile.
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On the way home, Maya opened her sketchbook. She drew Pip
one more time, with his long tail and bright red face.
Underneath, she wrote: 'Wild birds need special care.' She
thought about the visitors who had listened and the questions
they asked. Maybe they would tell others, too. Maya hoped so.
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At school on Monday, Maya told her class about Pip and the
sanctuary. She showed her sketches and explained how wild
birds need the right food, safe homes, and gentle care. Her
teacher asked her to make a small display for the classroom.
Maya beamed. 'I can do that!"' she said. 'l have lots of ideas.'
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That evening, Maya sat by her window and watched the birds
in her garden. They hopped and fluttered, free and happy. She
knew now that wild birds needed people to understand them.
And she was proud to be one of those people. She couldn't
wait to visit Pip again and learn even more.
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