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The Girl and the
Wildlife Club

Cinar BIBER



Maya found a tiny brown sparrow splashing in a puddle
outside her window one sunny morning. She watched it fluff its
feathers and shake water drops into the air. "You are the best
thing I have seen all day," she whispered, and the sparrow
cocked its head as if it heard her. Maya decided right then that
she wanted to share such wonderful moments with her friends.
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At school, Maya told her friends about the sparrow. Theo's
hazel eyes went wide, and he pushed his floppy blond fringe
out of his face. "I love birds! I already know six kinds," he said
proudly. Priya adjusted her round glasses and smiled. "I love
planting things," she said. "Plants bring birds, you know."
Maya grinned. "Then let's start a wildlife club!" she said.
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That afternoon, Maya wrote WILDLIFE CLUB on a big sheet of
paper with a green crayon. She drew a bird, a bee, and a tiny
fox around the words. Theo brought his binoculars on a strap,
and Priya arrived with a tool belt full of seed packets. Maya's
grandfather, Grandpa Lee, set three chairs in a circle under
the old oak tree. The club had officially begun.
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Grandpa Lee wore his wide straw hat and green flannel shirt.
"First rule of wildlife watching," he said, tapping his pocket,
"is quiet feet and kind eyes. We look, we learn, and we never
chase or grab." Theo nodded so hard his binoculars bounced.
Maya opened her green canvas satchel and pulled out a brand-

new nature journal. "We can write down every animal we see!"
she said.




Priya unrolled a drawing of a garden filled with flowers. "Bird

garden," she announced. "Sunflowers for seeds, purple
coneflowers for butterflies, and a little water dish for
drinking." Maya clapped her hands. "It will be beautiful!" Theo
pointed at a bush. "Birds hide in there to feel safe," he said.
Grandpa Lee smiled. "You are already thinking like wildlife
helpers. Now let us plant."




The children dug small holes with Priya's trowel and dropped
in seeds. Priya showed them how to pat the soil gently. "Not
too deep, not too tight," she said, her long braid swinging as
she leaned over. Theo, tall and lanky, tripped over a watering
can and splashed his orange hoodie, but he laughed and kept
planting. Maya's blue shorts were soon dusty, and she did not
mind one bit.




Every day after school, the friends visited their garden. Theo
spotted a blue jay first and wrote its name in his journal with a
little sketch. Maya drew a fat bumblebee buzzing near a
flower. Priya measured a seedling with a tiny ruler. "It grew a
whole finger taller!" she cheered. Grandpa Lee carved a small
wooden sign that said QUIET PLEASE, GROWING FRIENDS.
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One morning, Theo saw a cat creeping toward the bird garden.
"Shoo!" he shouted, and it ran off. But Grandpa Lee shook his
head gently. "Shouting scares the birds too," he said. "We can
build a safe fence of sticks instead." The children gathered
thin branches and wove them into a low, wobbly wall. It was
not perfect, but it made the garden feel like a cozy little home.
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Next, the club made a display board for the school hallway.
Grandpa Lee built the wooden frame, and the children painted
it bright green. Maya wrote big letters: HELP OUR ANIMAL
NEIGHBORS. Theo drew a bird with careful wings, and Priya
added a small fox under a bush. They taped their journal pages
beside the drawings so everyone could read their notes.
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Children stopped to look at the display board. "What do blue
jays eat?" asked a boy. "Seeds and insects," Theo answered, his
gap-toothed smile wide. "And peanuts!" A little girl pointed at
Priya's garden drawing. "Can I plant one at my house?" Priya
handed her a seed packet. "Start small, water gently, and
watch." Maya felt her heart grow warm and big.
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That afternoon, someone left a cardboard box by the fence
with two baby birds inside. The club gathered around,
speaking softly. "They are too young to fly," Theo whispered.
"Their mother is probably nearby," Grandpa Lee said. "We
should leave them where they are and watch from far away."
Maya nodded. "Kind eyes, remember? We help best by not
touching."
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The children sat far off and waited. In a few minutes, a mother
robin flew down with a worm in her beak. The babies opened
their mouths wide, and everyone gasped with delight. "She
found them!" Priya whispered. Maya wrote in her nature
journal: Leaving wild babies alone is a way of caring. Theo
sketched the robin, and Grandpa Lee gave a quiet, happy nod.
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The next week, more children joined the wildlife club. They
made their own nature journals and planted tiny gardens in
paper cups. Theo taught everyone to spot birds, and Priya
taught careful planting. Maya reminded each new member to
watch wildlife without disturbing it. "We learn," she said, "so
we can help, not hurt." The club table was full of busy, happy
hands.




Soon the school had bird gardens by three windows and
display boards in the hallway. A sign read WILDLIFE CLUB:
WE CARE. Grandpa Lee brought lemonade, and the children
sat under the oak tree, writing and drawing and whispering
about the animals they had seen. Maya looked at her friends
and felt proud. Her small idea had grown into something
wonderful and green.




One evening, Maya opened her nature journal on her porch
and read aloud to Grandpa Lee. She had filled page after page
with sparrows, bees, and careful notes. "You know," she said
softly, "learning about animals made me want to take care of
them." Grandpa Lee smiled under his straw hat. "That is the
best kind of learning, Maya," he said. "It grows into action."
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The wildlife club still meets every week, full of learning and
fun. Theo spots new birds, Priya plants new flowers, and Maya
writes everything down. The bird gardens buzz and chirp with
happy visitors. Maya knows that every creature deserves care,
from the tiniest ant to the loudest blue jay. And she knows that
a small idea, shared with friends, can grow and grow.
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