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The Girl and the Little
Wallaby

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Maya skipped up the path to the wildlife sanctuary, her red
backpack bouncing. Her yellow t-shirt with leaf prints felt
bright in the sunshine. She loved animals more than anything.
Today, she would see wallabies up close! A tall ranger with
silver hair and a wide-brim hat waved from the gate.
"Welcome, Maya! I'm Ranger Dot. Ready for an adventure?"
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Ranger Dot led Maya past leafy enclosures. "Our sanctuary
rescues and cares for hurt or orphaned animals," she said.
Maya's dark brown eyes grew wide. They stopped at a quiet
pen. Inside, a little wallaby with soft grey-brown fur and a
cream belly peeked out. Its long tail wobbled. "This joey was
found alone," Dot said gently. "We're helping it grow strong."

2



The little wallaby wore a soft blue fabric pouch sling around its
middle. It hopped closer, sniffing the air. Maya knelt down,
patient and still. "It's about the size of a house cat!" she
whispered. The joey's big dark eyes watched her. Its small
rounded ears twitched. "Can I help care for it?" Maya asked.
Dot smiled. "I have just the job for you."
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Ranger Dot showed Maya a row of empty display boards near
the visitor center. "These will teach people how we rescue and
care for wallabies," Dot explained. "Would you like to help
prepare them?" Maya nodded eagerly, her curly black hair
puffs bobbing. "Yes, please! But I don't know much about
wallaby care yet." "That's why we'll learn together," Dot said.
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First, Dot taught Maya about feeding. "Joeys need special milk,
warm and just right," she said, showing a bottle. "Too hot or
too cold can hurt their tummies." Maya practiced holding the
bottle at the correct angle. "Slow and steady," Dot reminded.
Maya drew a careful picture of a bottle for the display. "I didn't
know feeding was so precise!" she said.
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Next came gentle handling. Ranger Dot put on soft gloves and
showed Maya how to support the joey's back and tail. "Always
be calm and quiet," Dot said. The little wallaby relaxed in her
hands, its wobbly stance steady. Maya tried with Dot's help.
Her warm brown hands were steady too. "It trusts you," Dot

said. Maya beamed, the gap between her front teeth showing.
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Then Dot explained rehabilitation. "Rehab means helping
animals get strong enough to go back to the wild," she said.
They looked at a chart of exercises and checkups. "We record
everything—food, weight, and how the joey moves." Maya
added colorful stickers to the display. "So caring for wildlife
takes real knowledge and skill," she said thoughtfully. Dot
nodded. "Exactly."



Maya worked on the displays all morning. She glued photos of
the joey in its blue pouch sling. She wrote simple facts:
“Wallabies need quiet spaces." "Feed slowly." "Handle gently."
Her green sneakers tapped happily as she worked. Other
visitors stopped to watch. "What are you making?" a boy
asked. "Displays to teach people about wallaby rescue!" Maya
said proudly.




At lunch, Maya sat with Ranger Dot and shared her sandwich.
"T used to think helping animals just meant being kind," Maya
said. "But it's also about knowing the right way." Dot smiled.
"Kindness starts it. Knowledge keeps them safe." The little
wallaby hopped over and sniffed Maya's shoe. Maya giggled. "I
think it likes me!" Dot winked. "It likes your calm voice."
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Maya finished the last display board. It showed the joey's
journey: rescue, care, and release. She added a drawing of
herself helping, with her red backpack and leaf-print shirt.
“"Now visitors will understand how much work goes into caring
for wallabies," she said. Dot hung the board proudly. "You've
taught them well, Maya." Maya's round face glowed with
pride.
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That afternoon, a family stopped at the displays. Maya heard a
girl ask, "Why does the wallaby wear a blue pouch?" Maya
stepped forward. "It's a sling to keep the joey safe and warm,
like a mother's pouch," she explained. "And we feed it special
milk and handle it gently so it can go back to the wild." The
family listened, impressed. Dot gave Maya a thumbs-up.
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Ranger Dot brought out the little wallaby for a short visit. It
hopped around Maya's feet, its long tail dragging. "You've
learned so much," Dot said. "You helped rescue this joey by
teaching others." Maya gently stroked its soft fur. "I want to be
a wildlife carer when I grow up," she said. "Then you'll need
lots of knowledge and skill," Dot said. "And you're already on
your way."




As the sun began to set, Maya helped Dot clean the feeding
bottles and tidy the pen. "Remember," Dot said, "wild animals
are not pets. They need expert care." Maya nodded. "I'll tell
everyone at school what I learned." She packed her red
backpack with a pamphlet about the sanctuary. "Thank you for
teaching me, Ranger Dot." Dot hugged her. "Thank you for
helping."




On the bus home, Maya thought about the little wallaby. She
remembered its big dark eyes and wobbly hop. She
remembered Dot's calm voice and steady hands. "Wildlife care
is a big job," she said to herself. "But I can start by sharing
what I know." She pulled out a notebook and began to write a
list of wallaby facts to share.




The next day at school, Maya stood before her class. She held
up drawings of the joey and its blue pouch sling. "Wallabies
need special milk, gentle handling, and quiet spaces," she said.
"And they need expert carers to help them go back to the
wild." Her classmates asked questions, and Maya answered
with confidence. Her teacher smiled. "You've learned a lot,
Maya."
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Maya smiled, the gap between her front teeth showing. She
felt proud and happy. She had helped the sanctuary by making
displays and sharing her knowledge. She had learned that
caring for wildlife takes real expertise. And she knew this was
just the beginning. "Maybe one day," she thought, "I'll be a
ranger too, teaching others to care for wallabies."
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