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Maya skipped along the dusty path, her red sneakers kicking

up little puffs of earth. Her yellow shirt with the green leaf

print flapped in the warm wind. Today was special: she was

visiting the prairie with Ranger Hall. She carried her canvas

satchel, ready to collect treasures. The prairie stretched out

like a golden sea, full of waving grass and buzzing insects.

1



Ranger Hall waited by the trailhead, tall and a little stooped,

his tan uniform crisp and his wide-brimmed hat shading his

kind face. "Welcome to the prairie, Maya," he said, his hazel

eyes twinkling behind thin-rimmed glasses. "This is a special

place full of surprises." Maya grinned, showing the gap

between her front teeth, and nodded eagerly.
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They walked through the tall grass, and Maya noticed how the

plants grew in clumps. Some had bright purple flowers, others

had silvery leaves. "Why are there so many different plants?"

Maya asked, touching a fuzzy leaf. Ranger Hall smiled. "That's

because of the bison," he said. "They help the prairie stay

healthy." Maya's dark brown eyes widened with curiosity.
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Just then, a small reddish-brown calf trotted out from behind a

clump of grass. It was knee-high to Maya, with a shaggy coat,

tiny nub horns, and big dark eyes. Around its neck was a

braided grass collar with a small wooden tag. "Oh!" Maya

gasped. "Who's this?" The calf blinked at her and let out a soft,

friendly grunt.
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Ranger Hall chuckled. "That's Little Bison. He's a young calf,

full of curiosity, just like you." Maya knelt down, and Little

Bison sniffed her outstretched hand. His nose was warm and

velvety. "He's so cute!" Maya whispered. Little Bison nibbled at

a tuft of grass, then took a few wobbly steps, his short sturdy

legs carrying him forward.
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"Watch what he does," Ranger Hall said softly. Little Bison

munched on the grass, tearing off mouthfuls. Then he walked

around, his small hooves pressing the ground. Maya watched

closely. "He's eating and stepping on the plants," she observed.

"Doesn't that hurt them?" Ranger Hall shook his head.

"Actually, it helps them grow stronger."
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Maya tilted her head, puzzled. "How can eating and walking

help?" she asked. Ranger Hall explained, "When bison eat the

tall grass, they let sunlight reach smaller plants. Their hooves

press seeds into the soil, and their droppings feed the earth.

They're like gardeners of the prairie!" Maya's mouth dropped

open. "Wow! Big animals really shape the land!"
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Maya pulled out her notebook and drew a quick sketch of

Little Bison. She wrote down: Bison eat grass, walk on ground,

help plants grow. Then she looked around. "So the prairie

needs bison?" she asked. "Yes," Ranger Hall said. "Without

them, the grassland would change. Many plants and animals

depend on the bison's work." Maya felt a warm glow of

discovery.
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On the way home, Maya's mind buzzed with ideas. She wanted

to show her best friend Priya what she had learned. But how?

She thought about Little Bison and the plants. Then an idea

popped into her head: she would build a model of the prairie!

She could use clay for bison and real grass and twigs for

plants.
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At home, Maya gathered supplies: a big cardboard box,

modeling clay, small twigs, and real grass from the yard. She

shaped a shaggy bison from brown clay, adding tiny horns and

a grass collar. She made a smaller calf too, just like Little

Bison. Then she arranged plants in the box, some tall and

some short, just like on the prairie.
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Maya placed the bison in the model, positioning them as if

they were eating and walking. She showed how their hooves

pressed seeds into the soil and how their droppings made little

dark spots. She added a tiny Ranger Hall figure and a mini

Maya with a satchel. The model looked just like the prairie she

had visited.

11



The next day, Maya brought her model to school. Priya's green

eyes sparkled with curiosity. "What's that?" she asked, her long

black braid swinging as she leaned in. Maya explained, "It's a

prairie model. See, the bison eat grass and walk on it, and that

helps new plants grow. Big animals shape the land!" Priya

listened, her freckled nose wrinkling with interest.
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Maya showed Priya how the bison's actions helped plants. She

moved the clay bison around the model, and Priya nodded. "So

the bison are like gardeners?" Priya asked. "Exactly!" Maya

said, beaming. She felt proud that her friend understood. Then

Priya said, "We should show the whole class!" Maya's heart

swelled with excitement and a little nervousness.
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When Maya presented her model to the class, her voice

trembled at first. But as she explained how bison eat, walk,

and help plants grow, she grew more confident. She pointed to

the grass collar and said, "This is Little Bison. He showed me

how it works." Her classmates leaned in, fascinated. Priya

helped by holding up the model for everyone to see.
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After the presentation, the class clapped. Maya's teacher said,

"What a wonderful way to show how large herbivores influence

ecosystems!" Maya smiled, her gap-toothed grin wide. Ranger

Hall, who had come to watch, gave her a thumbs-up. Maya felt

a warm sense of accomplishment. She had shared her

discovery and helped her friends see how big animals shape

the land.

15



That evening, Maya placed her model on her shelf. She looked

at the little clay bison and remembered the real Little Bison on

the prairie. She knew that even small creatures like her could

make a big difference by sharing what they learn. With a

happy sigh, she whispered, "Thank you, Little Bison." And she

drifted off to sleep, dreaming of prairies and bison.

16


