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On a warm summer evening, Maya and her family arrived at
the sandy nesting beach. Maya wore her favorite yellow t-shirt
with a green turtle print. Her curly black hair bounced in two
puffs as she ran toward the shore. She carried a small canvas
tote bag filled with a water bottle and a snack. The sky glowed
orange and pink. Maya could not wait to see what the beach
held.



Near the dunes, Maya saw a group of people wearing bright
vests and polo shirts. One woman with a wide sun hat and a
friendly smile waved at her. Her green polo shirt had a small
turtle logo. 'Welcome! I'm Rosa, a sea turtle volunteer,' she
said. Rosa held a clipboard covered in turtle stickers. "Would
you like to learn about the sea turtles that nest here?' Maya
nodded eagerly, her big dark brown eyes shining.
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Rosa introduced Maya to Tom, a gentle volunteer with round
glasses and an orange vest. Tom showed Maya strange marks
in the sand. 'These are turtle tracks,' he explained. 'Mother sea
turtles crawl up the beach at night to lay their eggs.' Maya
looked closely at the marks. She imagined a huge turtle slowly
making her way from the ocean. "Wow,' she whispered. 'This

beach is a nesting beach!



Rosa led Maya to a safe distance from a turtle nest. 'Mother
turtles dig a deep hole with their back flippers and lay about a
hundred eggs,' she said. 'Then they cover the nest with sand
and return to the sea.' Maya's eyes grew wide. 'A hundred
eggs!' she gasped. Rosa nodded. 'But the eggs need our help
to stay safe. That's why we volunteers are here.'
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Tom knelt down and pointed to a tiny screen on his clipboard.
‘We mark each nest so we can protect it,' he said. 'But there

are dangers. Bright lights confuse baby turtles. They think the
lights are the moon and crawl the wrong way.' Maya frowned.
‘That's terrible,' she said. 'How can we help?' Tom smiled. 'We
teach visitors to keep their distance and turn off bright lights."
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Just then, a family with flashlights walked toward the water.
Maya saw them shining the lights right at a nest. 'Oh no!' she
said. 'They might scare the turtles!' Rosa handed Maya a small
sign that said 'Please keep your distance.' "Would you like to
help me teach them?' she asked. Maya nodded bravely. She felt
a little nervous but also excited to help.
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Maya walked up to the family with Rosa. 'Excuse me,' she said
politely. 'Bright lights can confuse baby sea turtles. Could you
please turn them off?' The family looked surprised but smiled.
‘We didn't know,' said the mother. 'Thank you for telling us.'
They turned off their flashlights. Maya felt a warm glow inside.
‘That was easy!' she thought. 'I can help protect the turtles.’
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Rosa gave Maya a special job. "You can be our junior
volunteer,' she said. 'Help us remind visitors to stay back and
dim their lights.' Maya put on a small volunteer sticker. She
stood tall and proud. When new visitors arrived, she greeted
them with a smile. 'Please keep your distance from the nests,'
she said. 'And remember to turn off bright lights.' The visitors
listened and thanked her.




As the sky grew darker, Maya and the volunteers walked along
the beach. Tom's flashlight beam was red, which is safe for
turtles. Suddenly, Maya spotted something tiny moving in the
sand. 'Look!"' she cried. A baby sea turtle was crawling toward
the ocean. Its shell was green and brown, and its flippers had
pale spots. It had a small numbered tag on one flipper.




The little turtle paused and looked up at Maya with shiny black
eyes. 'It's a hatchling!' Rosa whispered. 'It's heading to the
sea.' Maya watched in awe as the tiny turtle flapped its
flippers. 'Go, little turtle, go!' she cheered softly. The turtle
seemed to hear her and crawled faster. Maya felt a special
connection to the tiny creature. She knew she would never
forget this moment.




Sl

More hatchlings began to pop out of the sand. They scrambled
toward the water, drawn by the moonlight. Maya remembered
what Tom said about bright lights. She looked around and saw
a distant building with bright lights shining toward the beach.
‘We need to turn those off,' she said. Rosa nodded. 'Let's tell
the volunteers. They can ask the building manager to use
turtle-friendly lights."




Maya helped the volunteers spread the word. She told visitors
about the hatchlings and why dark beaches are important.
People turned off their flashlights and covered their phone
screens. The beach became dark and peaceful. The baby
turtles crawled safely to the ocean. Maya watched them
disappear into the waves. She felt proud and happy. "We did it!"
she said. 'The turtles are safe.’
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Rosa praised Maya. 'You were a wonderful helper,' she said.
'‘Because you spoke up, many visitors learned how to protect
the turtles.' Tom gave Maya a high-five. '‘Conservation requires
responsibility,’ he said. 'And you showed great responsibility
today.' Maya beamed. She looked at her yellow turtle t-shirt
and smiled. 'I want to help sea turtles forever,' she said.
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As Maya and her family walked back to their car, she thought
about the little turtle with the numbered tag. She hoped it
would grow big and strong. 'l learned so much,' she told her
parents. 'Mother turtles lay eggs in the sand, and baby turtles
need dark beaches to find the sea.' Her parents smiled proudly.

‘You were a great volunteer,' they said. Maya hugged her
canvas tote bag.




Maya promised herself to always keep beaches clean and dark.
She knew that even small actions make a big difference.
'Maybe I can teach my friends at school,' she thought. 'We can
all help protect nature.' She waved goodbye to Rosa and Tom.
'‘See you next summer!' she called. Rosa waved back. 'We'll be
here, and the turtles will too!' Maya felt happy and hopeful.
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On the ride home, Maya fell asleep dreaming of sea turtles.
She saw the little hatchling growing bigger, swimming in the
deep blue sea. She knew she had made a difference. The
nesting beach was safer because of her help. And she would
always remember: conservation requires responsibility, and

even kids can make a difference. The end.
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