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Maya skipped down the sunny sidewalk in her yellow raincoat-
style jacket, red sneakers tapping a happy beat. Her canvas
satchel bounced against her hip, the little leaf patch flapping.
She loved exploring the park after school, where every bush
and branch held a surprise. Today, a strange chirp led her off
the path and into the quiet shade of a big oak tree.
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Under the oak, a small parrot sat on a low branch. Its bright
green and yellow feathers were patchy, with bare grey spots
on its wings and chest. One tail feather looked ragged, and a
tiny bandage wrapped one wing. The parrot blinked amber
eyes at Maya and let out a soft, worried squeak. Maya's heart

gave a little squeeze.




Maya stepped closer, slow and gentle. 'Hey, little guy,' she
whispered. 'What happened to your feathers?' The parrot tilted
its head but didn't fly away. A blue leg band caught the light.
Maya wanted to scoop it up and fix everything right then. But
the parrot looked scared, so she just sat quietly on the grass
and waited.




After a moment, the parrot hopped down to a lower branch.
Maya saw a chipped beak tip and a chest with more bare
patches. 'You can't fly well, can you?' she said softly. The
parrot let out a tiny squawk, as if to say, 'No.' Maya knew she
needed help—someone who understood birds. She
remembered the wildlife center at the edge of the park.
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Maya hurried to the center, her satchel bumping. Inside, a tall
woman with round glasses and silver-streaked hair looked up
from a cage. Her badge was shaped like a bird. 'Hello, I'm Dr.
Okafor,' she said with a calm smile. 'What brings you here?"
Maya told her about the parrot with damaged feathers. 'Show
me,' said the expert, grabbing a soft towel.
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Yy

Back at the oak, Dr. Okafor knelt and spoke in a low, soothing
voice. The parrot watched her with wary amber eyes. 'This is
Pico,' she said, reading the leg band. 'He's had a rough time.

His feathers are damaged, and he needs rest and gentle care.
Healing takes time—you can't rush it.' Maya nodded, but her

fingers twitched with impatience.
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‘Can we take him to the center?' Maya asked. Dr. Okafor
nodded. 'Yes, but we must be calm and quiet.' She wrapped
Pico gently in the towel and carried him to a cozy cage. Maya
walked beside them, her red sneakers scuffing softly. She
wanted to help, but she didn't know how. "What can I do?' she
asked. 'Start with calm,' said Dr. Okafor.
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At the center, Dr. Okafor showed Maya a corner with soft
blankets and quiet toys. 'Pico needs enrichment—things to
keep his mind busy without stress,' she explained. 'We can
make gentle toys and simple puzzles.' Maya's eyes lit up. 'l can
do that!' She sat down and began to fold a soft cloth into a
small, chewable knot.




Maya worked carefully, her curly puffs bobbing as she
concentrated. She made a little puzzle box with a hidden treat
and a soft rope toy for Pico to nibble. Dr. Okafor checked each
one. 'Good job,' she said. 'Now we hang them in his cage and
let him explore at his own pace.' Pico watched from his perch,
curious but cautious. Maya smiled, proud of her calm
creations.



The next day, Maya hurried back. Pico was hopping around his
cage, eyeing the puzzle box. He took a step closer, then
another. Maya held her breath. Finally, Pico pecked at the box
and found a seed. 'He did it!" Maya whispered. Dr. Okafor
smiled. 'See? Patience pays off. But healing isn't just about
toys. It's about rest and good food, too.'
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Days passed. Maya visited every afternoon, bringing new calm
toys and quiet puzzles. She learned to move slowly and speak
softly. Pico stopped startling when she came near. One day, he
took a piece of apple from her fingers. 'You're doing great,'
said Dr. Okafor. 'His feathers are starting to grow back. But
remember, it takes time.' Maya nodded, feeling a warm glow
inside.
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Weeks later, Pico's bare patches were filling in with bright
green feathers. His tail feather was still ragged, but new
growth was coming. He chirped happily and fluttered from
perch to perch. Maya laughed as he played with a soft toy
she'd made. 'Look at him go!' she said. Dr. Okafor smiled. 'He's
strong because you helped him heal with care.'
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One sunny morning, Dr. Okafor said, 'Pico is ready to try flying
outside.' She carried his cage to the garden. Maya stood
quietly as the expert opened the door. Pico hopped to the edge,
stretched his wings, and took off. He flew in a wobbly circle,
then landed on Maya's shoulder. She giggled as his soft
feathers brushed her cheek.




From that day on, Pico was Maya's best friend. He perched on
her shoulder as she walked home, his blue leg band glinting.
Maya learned that healing takes patience, kindness, and
expert care. She still visited Dr. Okafor, who taught her more
about birds. 'You have a gift,' said Dr. Okafor. Maya smiled, her
gap-toothed grin wide. 'I just listened.'
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Now, Maya and Pico spend every afternoon together in the
park. Pico flies in short, happy loops while Maya watches from
a bench. She brings calm toys and quiet puzzles for him to play
with. Sometimes, Dr. Okafor joins them, and they all share
stories. Maya knows that helping a friend takes time, and
that's okay. Because some things are worth waiting for.
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Maya learned that you can't rush healing. With patience,
kindness, and good care, even a damaged parrot can fly again.
And sometimes, the best reward is a friend who trusts you
completely. Pico squawks happily on her shoulder, and Maya
smiles. She knows that every day is a gift when you share it
with a friend.




