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The Girl and the
Wildlife Theater

Ebru Mina TOMURCUK



Maya loved animals more than anything. She watched birds
splash in puddles and beetles climb tall grass. In her green
canvas satchel, she kept drawings of every creature she met.
Her curly black hair bounced as she ran to tell Grandpa Joseph
about a family of rabbits behind the shed. He smiled, his gray
beard crinkling, and said, 'Every animal has a story, Maya.'
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That afternoon, Maya found an old wooden box in the garage.
‘A puppet theater!" she cried. She dragged it to the backyard
and painted a sign: WILDLIFE THEATER. Her dark brown eyes
sparkled. She couldn't wait to share it with her friends Leo and
Priya. Maya imagined lions, elephants, and turtles dancing
across the little stage.
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The next day, Maya invited Leo and Priya to see her theater.
Leo pushed his round glasses up and grinned, a gap showing
in his teeth. 'l can write funny scripts!' he said, pencil behind
his ear. Priya, her long black braid swinging, pulled out a
measuring tape. 'And I can sew animal puppets,' she added.
Maya clapped her hands. '"We'll make stories about endangered
animals!'



Maya showed her friends a list of animals that needed help.
‘These creatures are losing their homes,' she said. Leo
grabbed his clipboard. 'Let's make puppets of a tiger, a sea
turtle, and a red panda!' Priya nodded. 'I'll need fabric and
thread,' she said, measuring tape around her neck. They ran to
Grandpa Joseph for advice.



Grandpa Joseph sat on his porch, his green cardigan buttoned
up. 'Endangered animals need friends,' he said, tapping his
wooden walking stick. He told them how tigers hunt in the
forest and how sea turtles swim across oceans. The children
listened closely. "Your puppets can teach people to protect
them,' Grandpa said. Maya felt a warm glow. She knew their
stories could make a difference.

5




Back in Maya's backyard, Priya cut orange felt for the tiger
puppet. She sewed black stripes carefully, her dark eyes
focused. Leo wrote a funny script about a tiger who lost his
roar. 'Then he finds it by helping a friend!' Leo laughed. Maya
painted a cardboard sea turtle with green spots. They worked
all afternoon, surrounded by scraps of fabric.
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Maya's little brother peeked over the fence. 'Can I help?' he
asked. Maya handed him a paintbrush. 'You can make seaweed
for the sea turtle's stage,' she said. Soon, other friends joined.
They painted a blue ocean backdrop and a green forest. The
theater grew brighter and more colorful. Everyone wanted to
be part of the Wildlife Theater.




Grandpa Joseph helped build a sturdy stage from wooden
crates. 'Make it strong so the puppets can jump and dance,' he
said, his eyes twinkling. Maya's red sneakers tapped with
excitement as she arranged the puppets backstage. Priya
organized the props. 'Tiger first, then sea turtle, then red
panda,' she said, holding her measuring tape like a conductor's
baton.




On show day, the backyard filled with neighbors and friends.
Maya's heart thumped. Leo peeked through the curtain.
'Ready?' he whispered. Maya nodded. She lifted the tiger
puppet onto the stage. The show began! The tiger roared—or
tried to. The audience giggled. Leo's silly voice made the tiger
sound like a squeaky toy. Maya forgot her nerves.
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The tiger puppet met a wise old turtle who taught him to be
brave. 'Your roar comes from your heart,' said the turtle. The
tiger helped a lost rabbit find its way home, and suddenly—
ROAR! The audience cheered. Maya beamed. Priya made the
sea turtle swim gracefully across the stage, dodging plastic
trash. "We must keep the ocean clean,' said the turtle puppet.
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After the show, Grandpa Joseph stood up. 'These animals need
our help,' he said. 'What can we do?' The children shouted
ideas: 'Pick up litter!" 'Plant trees!"' "Tell others!' Maya felt
proud. Her small theater had started something big. Leo took
off his glasses and wiped them, smiling. Priya hugged her
measuring tape. They had done it together.
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Maya stepped forward. 'Every story can protect nature,' she
said. "When we share stories, we share kindness.' The
audience clapped. Some kids asked if they could join the next
show. Maya's dark brown eyes sparkled. 'Of course!' she said.
She looked at Leo and Priya. They nodded. The Wildlife
Theater would keep growing, one story at a time.
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That evening, Maya sat with Grandpa Joseph under the stars.
‘You inspired them,"' he said, his gray beard catching the
moonlight. Maya smiled. "We inspired them,' she corrected.
She thought of the tiger, the turtle, and the red panda. Their
stories had made people care. And caring was the first step to
protecting.




The next week, the children performed at the community
center. More kids joined, making puppets of bees, frogs, and
elephants. Leo wrote new scripts, his pencil flying. Priya
sewed late into the evening, her braid pinned up. Maya
organized everything in her green satchel. The shows were a
hit. Each one ended with a cheer and a promise to help
animals.
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Maya realized that storytelling brought friends together. Her
backyard was always full of laughter and paint splatters. Priya
taught others to sew. Leo made everyone giggle with his silly
voices. Grandpa Joseph shared animal facts. The theater
wasn't just about puppets—it was about teamwork and hope.
Maya felt happy. She knew they were making a difference.
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One day, Maya found a note in her satchel. It said, "Your stories
made me want to protect animals.' She smiled and tucked it
away. The Wildlife Theater would continue, one show at a time.
Maya looked at her friends and Grandpa Joseph. 'Let's tell
another story,' she said. And they did, because every animal
deserves a voice, and every voice can inspire change.
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