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On a bright Saturday morning, Maya pulled on her yellow

raincoat and green rubber boots. She tucked her red canvas

satchel over her shoulder and smiled a gap-toothed smile.

Today was special. She was visiting the farm sanctuary with

her mom. Maya loved animals more than anything in the

world, and she could hardly wait to see them.
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At the sanctuary, a tall woman in green overalls waved hello.

"I'm Rosa," she said, her warm hazel eyes crinkling. "I take

care of the animals here." Maya looked around at the big red

barn, the muddy pond, and the fluffy sheep. "Is there a baby

animal?" Maya asked. Rosa laughed. "Follow me," she said.

2



Rosa led Maya to a soft, straw-filled pen. Inside stood a small

calf with cream and brown patches. The calf had big dark eyes

with long lashes and floppy ears. Around its neck was a red

collar with a little brass bell. "This is Pip," Rosa said. "He was

rescued last month. He's only three months old."
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Pip peeked out from behind a wooden post. He was shy at first,

his thin tail flicking. Maya knelt down slowly and held out her

hand. "Hello, Pip," she said softly. The calf took one wobbly

step, then another. His pink nose sniffed Maya's fingers. Then

he licked her hand with a warm, rough tongue. Maya giggled.
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Maya visited Pip every week after that. She brought him fresh

hay and helped Rosa fill his water bucket. Pip's bell jingled

whenever he trotted over to greet her. "He knows your voice,"

Rosa said. Maya beamed. But one afternoon, she noticed

something. Pip stood alone in the corner, nudging an old

bucket with his nose. He looked bored.
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"Rosa," Maya said, "Pip needs fun things to do. He's a baby,

and babies need to play!" Rosa nodded. "You're right. Young

animals need enrichment—safe games and toys to keep their

minds busy." She showed Maya a shed full of supplies: soft

cloth, rope, and big smooth balls. "Want to help me make

some?" Maya's eyes lit up. "Yes!"
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First, they made a soft toy. Maya stuffed a cloth sack with

clean rags and tied it tight with rope. "No sharp bits," Rosa

reminded her. "Everything must be gentle for a little calf."

Maya checked every knot. Then she hung the toy from a beam

so Pip could nudge it. It swung gently, like a little punching

bag made of pillows.
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Next, they made a safe ball. Maya rolled a big smooth ball into

Pip's pen. Pip stared at it with wide eyes. He sniffed it. He

nudged it with his nose. The ball rolled away, and Pip jumped

back, surprised. Then he trotted after it, his bell jingling. Maya

clapped her hands. "He likes it!"
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They made more games. Rosa showed Maya how to fill a

sturdy plastic bottle with pebbles and screw the lid on tight. "A

shaker toy," Rosa said. Pip loved to push it around and listen to

the rattle. Maya also hid apple slices in a shallow box for Pip to

find. He snuffled through the hay, munching happily.
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Pip grew playful and curious. He chased his ball around the

pen and tossed his soft toy in the air. When Maya arrived each

week, he would bellow a happy little moo and gallop to the

gate. His cream and brown coat grew shiny and soft. "He's

getting strong," Rosa said. "Good food, good friends, and good

fun—that's what a calf needs."
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One rainy day, Maya found Pip lying in the corner, not

interested in his toys. His nose felt warm. "Rosa!" she called.

Rosa came quickly and checked him over. "He's just a bit

under the weather," she said. "Sometimes young animals need

extra care." Maya stayed close, speaking softly and stroking

his fuzzy head. She didn't leave his side.
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Maya helped Rosa make a cozy bed of fresh straw and warm

blankets. She sat with Pip and told him stories. "You'll feel

better soon," she whispered. Rosa brought warm water and a

special mash. Pip ate a little, then rested. By the next morning,

his bell jingled again as he wobbled to his feet. Maya cheered.

"You did it, Pip!"
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Rosa put her arm around Maya. "You know," she said, "you

made a big difference. Pip was lonely and bored before you

came. You noticed what he needed and helped him feel happy

and strong." Maya looked at Pip, who was nuzzling his soft toy.

"I just wanted him to be happy," she said. "That's the best

reason," Rosa smiled.
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Weeks passed, and Pip grew bigger and stronger every day. He

still loved his ball and his shaker toy. Maya visited every

weekend, and they played together in the sunshine. Sometimes

Pip rested his head on her shoulder, his bell softly chiming.

Maya felt warm and proud. She had helped a little calf grow

up happy.
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Maya learned something important. Young animals need more

than food and water. They need gentle care, safe games, and

good friends. Small acts of kindness—like making a toy or

sitting with a sick calf—can make a big difference. Maya

decided she would always notice what animals need and help

however she could.
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On her last visit of the summer, Maya hugged Pip goodbye. His

red collar jingled, and his dark eyes blinked at her. "I'll come

back soon," she promised. Rosa waved from the barn door. As

Maya walked home in her yellow raincoat, she smiled. The

sanctuary was a place of kindness, and she was part of it now.

16


