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Maya skipped down the dusty farm path, her yellow rain boots

kicking up little puffs of dirt. She wore green overalls over her

striped red shirt and carried a canvas satchel with a notebook

and pencil inside. Today was special. She was going to spend

the whole day at Keeper Tom's farm. 'I can't wait to see the

animals!' she said, her curly black hair puffs bouncing with

each step.
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Keeper Tom met her at the gate. He was tall and broad, with a

straw hat and a warm, crinkly smile. 'Welcome, Maya!' he said.

'I've got a treat for you today. We have a new flock of guinea

fowl.' Maya's dark brown eyes widened. 'Guinea fowl?' she

asked. 'What are they like?' Tom chuckled. 'You'll hear them

before you see them,' he said. 'They're the noisiest birds on the

farm!'
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Tom led Maya to a grassy yard behind the barn. Suddenly, a

loud chorus of sounds filled the air: 'Buck-wheat! Buck-wheat!

Chi-chi-chi!' Maya clapped her hands over her ears. 'Wow!' she

laughed. 'They are noisy!' A flock of plump birds with dark

grey speckled feathers and white polka dots bustled around.

Their bare blue-grey heads had bright red-orange wattles, and

their small round bodies moved quickly. 'They look like they're

wearing polka-dot coats!' Maya said.
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Maya pulled out her notebook and pencil. 'I'm going to write

down every sound they make,' she told Tom. He nodded. 'Good

idea. Listen closely.' Maya sat on a hay bale and watched. At

first, the guinea fowl seemed to make random noises. They

scratched the dirt and chattered: 'Chi-chi-chi! Buck-wheat!'

Maya wrote: Sound one: chi-chi-chi. Sound two: buck-wheat.

But what did they mean?
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Just then, a shadow passed overhead. A hawk! The guinea fowl

erupted in a sharp, rapid call: 'Kek-kek-kek-kek!' All at once,

the flock froze, then dashed under the bushes. The chicks, tiny

balls of brown and cream fluff, scampered after them. Maya's

pencil flew across the page. 'That's a warning call!' she

whispered. 'They all hid when they heard it.'
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When the hawk flew away, the guinea fowl crept out. One

mother hen, larger than the rest, made a soft, clucking sound:

'Cluck-cluck-cluck.' The chicks came running from all

directions, peeping and tumbling over each other. Maya

smiled. 'That's the chick call!' she said. 'She's telling them it's

safe.' She wrote: Warning = kek-kek-kek. Chick call = cluck-

cluck-cluck.
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Later, Maya noticed the guinea fowl making a low, murmuring

sound as they pecked at seeds. 'Buck-wheat, buck-wheat,' they

said, but softer and slower. They weren't hiding or running.

They just seemed to be talking. Maya wrote: Chatting = soft

buck-wheat. 'They have a sound for everything!' she said. Tom

leaned on the fence. 'You're catching on,' he said. 'Most people

just hear noise. You're hearing words.'

7



Maya decided to test her discovery. She waited until the flock

was calm, then clapped her hands loudly. Immediately, the

guinea fowl gave the sharp 'kek-kek-kek' warning and dashed

for cover. 'It works!' Maya giggled. 'They think I'm a hawk!'

She wrote in her notebook: Warning call makes them hide.

Then she tried a soft cluck. The chicks tilted their tiny heads

but stayed put. 'They know I'm not their mother,' she said.
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Tom showed Maya how the guinea fowl also had a special call

for food. When he scattered grain, one bird gave a loud,

rhythmic 'Buck-wheat! Buck-wheat!' and the whole flock came

running. 'That's the dinner bell,' Tom said. Maya added it to

her list: Food call = loud buck-wheat. She felt like a detective

solving a mystery.
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As the afternoon went on, Maya noticed more sounds. A low,

growling 'grrrr' meant 'stay away from my spot.' A quick 'chi-

chi' meant 'I'm here.' She wrote each one down, her notebook

filling with squiggles and notes. Tom brought her a glass of

lemonade. 'You've been listening for hours,' he said. 'What

have you learned?' Maya looked up, her gap-toothed smile

wide. 'They're not just noisy,' she said. 'They're talking!'
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Maya closed her notebook and thought about everything she

had heard. The guinea fowl had warned each other of danger,

called their chicks, announced food, and chatted just for fun.

'It's like a secret language,' she said. 'And I'm learning it!' She

felt a warm glow of pride. She had been patient and curious,

and it had paid off. Animal communication was full of

surprises.
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Tom nodded. 'You know, most folks never notice,' he said. 'They

hear noise and move on. But you stopped and listened. That's a

special skill.' Maya beamed. 'I want to teach others,' she said.

'Maybe I'll write a book about guinea fowl calls.' Tom laughed.

'I'd read it!' He tipped his straw hat. 'You're a real listener,

Maya.'
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As the sun began to set, the guinea fowl settled down. They

made soft, sleepy sounds: 'Buck-wheat, buck-wheat,' low and

slow. Maya wrote one last note: Goodnight call = soft, slow

buck-wheat. She looked at her notebook, full of sounds and

meanings. 'Thank you for teaching me,' she whispered to the

birds. One guinea fowl blinked its small round eye and clucked

softly, as if to say, 'You're welcome.'
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On the walk back to the gate, Maya's yellow boots were dusty,

and her curly puffs were a little messy, but she didn't mind.

She held her notebook tight. 'I'll come back next week,' she

told Tom. 'I want to learn more.' Tom smiled. 'The guinea fowl

will be here,' he said. 'And they'll have plenty to say.'
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That night, Maya sat on her bed and read her notes. She

remembered the sharp warning call, the gentle chick call, the

excited food call, and the sleepy goodnight sounds. She

realized that animals have their own ways of talking, if only we

take the time to listen. She closed her notebook and smiled.

What a fun day of listening and learning on the farm!
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Maya fell asleep dreaming of polka-dotted birds and their

secret language. She knew she would never hear animal

sounds the same way again. Every chirp, cluck, and call might

mean something important. And she, Maya, was one step

closer to understanding. The girl and the guinea fowl had

shared a wonderful discovery, and she couldn't wait to share it

with everyone.
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