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On the edge of the wetlands, where the water shines like a
mirror, lived a curious girl named Maya. She had warm brown
skin, two curly hair puffs, and a small gap between her front
teeth. Every morning she pulled on her mustard yellow rain
boots, teal overalls, and green sun hat, then tiptoed out to
watch the birds. 'Hello, feathered friends!' she whispered, her
dark brown eyes wide with wonder.
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Maya carried a canvas satchel filled with a rolled-up map and
bright markers. She loved to draw the birds she saw—ducks,
herons, and tiny sparrows. But her favorite was the tall crane
with grey and white feathers, a long slender neck, and a bright
red patch on its head. 'Where do you go when you fly away?"
she wondered aloud, tapping her freckled nose. The crane just
blinked its amber eyes and stood still in the shallow water.
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One misty morning, Maya spotted the crane stretching its wide
wings. It wore a small silver band on its leg, gleaming in the
soft light. 'Are you leaving?' she asked. The crane lifted off, its
long legs trailing behind. Maya grabbed her map. 'I'll follow
your journey!' she declared. She ran home, spread the map on
the kitchen table, and picked up a bright orange marker. 'First
stop: our wetlands,' she said, drawing a tiny star.
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The crane flew north, and Maya traced its path on her map.
She marked a star at each wetland it visited—shallow lakes,
muddy ponds, and grassy marshes. ‘Wetlands are like stepping
stones,' her grandmother had told her. 'They help traveling
birds rest and eat.' Maya's eyes grew wide. 'So the crane hops
from one wetland to the next!' She drew a dotted line
connecting the stars, her curly puffs bouncing with
excitement.




Each week, Maya checked the sky and listened for news from
birdwatchers. A letter arrived from a town far away: "Your
crane was seen here!' Maya marked another star. She learned
that the crane stopped at a big wetland with tall reeds. 'That's
a perfect resting spot,' she said, coloring the star bright
yellow. Her map was becoming a story, and every star was a

chapter of the crane's amazing trip.
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Maya wondered how the crane knew where to go. She read
books and asked questions. 'Birds use the sun, stars, and even
Earth's magnetic field,"' her teacher explained. Maya nodded,
her round cheeks glowing. 'So the crane is a brave explorer!"
She added tiny arrows to her map, showing the direction of
the journey. 'I wish I could fly too,' she sighed, but she knew
her job was to watch and remember.
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One day, a storm blew in. Maya worried about the crane. "Will

it find shelter?' she asked. She marked a star at a wetland
where the crane had waited out bad weather. 'Wetlands are
safe havens,' she wrote in her notebook. The storm passed,
and a letter arrived: 'The crane is safe!' Maya cheered, her
gap-toothed smile bright. She drew a little heart next to that
star.
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As months passed, the crane traveled farther than Maya had
ever imagined. It crossed hills and valleys, following rivers and
marshes. Maya's map filled with stars—some near, some very
far. 'Each wetland is a link in a chain,' she realized. 'They

connect distant regions like a necklace of water.' She traced
the chain with her finger, feeling proud of the crane's long,
brave journey.



Maya decided to share her map with her friends. She invited
them over and unrolled the big paper on the grass. Two friends
leaned in—one in a blue jacket and green cap, the other in an
orange sweater and purple scarf. 'Wow!' they gasped. 'Did the
crane really go all that way?' Maya nodded. 'And every star is
a wetland where it stopped to rest.'
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Her friends had questions. 'How did you know where it went?"
asked the friend in the blue jacket. 'l watched, listened, and
marked every clue,' Maya said. 'And other birdwatchers
helped.' The friend in the orange sweater pointed to a star
near the edge of the map. 'What's this one?' 'That's a faraway
wetland,' Maya explained. 'The crane flew there before turning
back.'
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Maya showed them how the stars connected. 'Look,' she said,
'the wetlands are like stepping stones across a big river. The
crane hops from one to the next.' Her friends traced the dotted
lines with their fingers. 'So all these places are connected?’
asked the friend in the blue jacket. 'Yes,' Maya said. 'By the
same water and sky. The wetlands link distant regions

together.'
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The friend in the orange sweater had an idea. 'Let's make our
own map!' So they drew a big wetland in the middle and added
stars for the crane's stops. They used bright markers—green,
pink, and blue. Maya smiled. 'Every wetland matters,' she said.
'Even the small ones are important for birds.' Her friends
nodded, their bright eyes shining with understanding.
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Together, they decided to protect the wetlands. They picked up
litter and told others about the crane's journey. 'If we keep the
wetlands clean, the birds will always have a place to rest,'
Maya said. Her friends agreed. They made a poster with a big
crane and the words "Wetlands Connect Us All.' Maya felt
warm inside, knowing she had made a difference.
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That evening, Maya sat by the wetlands and watched the sky.
The crane had returned! It stood tall in the shallow water; its
red crown glowing in the sunset. 'Welcome back,' she
whispered. The crane dipped its long beak, as if to say thank
you. Maya unrolled her map, now full of stars, and added one
more—right where she sat. 'This is where the journey begins
and ends,' she said.
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Maya shared her map with everyone at school. She told the
story of the crane's journey, pointing to each star. 'Wetlands
are stepping stones,' she said. 'They connect distant regions,
and we can help keep them safe.' Her friends clapped, and her
teacher smiled. Maya felt proud. Her map was more than
paper—it was a story of water, sky, and the amazing trip of one
tall crane.
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From that day on, Maya kept watching the birds. She knew
that every wetland, big or small, was a link in a giant chain.
And she knew that she, a small girl with a big map, could help
tell the crane's story. 'The world is connected,' she said, 'by the
same water and sky.' She smiled, her gap-toothed grin bright,
and rolled up her map for the next adventure.
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