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The Girl and the
Foxglove Meadow

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Maya loved the wildflower meadow at the edge of town. Every
morning, she pulled on her mustard yellow rain boots and
packed her red satchel. Inside were a small notebook and a
magnifying glass. She skipped down the path, her curly black
hair bouncing in two puffy buns. The meadow was full of tall
foxgloves, pink and purple and white, nodding in the breeze.
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Bees buzzed from flower to flower, and butterflies danced on
the wind. Maya sat very still and watched them with her big
dark brown eyes. She wrote in her notebook: '‘Bumblebees love
foxgloves.' A plump bumblebee with fuzzy black and yellow
stripes landed right on her sleeve. 'Hello, Bumble,' she
whispered. The bee wiggled its antennae as if to say hello
back.



Maya's favorite spot was a patch of foxgloves near the old oak
tree. She called it the foxglove meadow. 'These flowers are like
little towers for the bees,' she said. She drew a picture of a
foxglove in her notebook. Then she noticed something strange.
Some of the flowers looked droopy. Their petals were pale and
falling. 'Why do you look sad?' she asked.
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The next day, Maya hurried back to the meadow. She put on
her red satchel and carried her magnifying glass. The
foxgloves were even more faded. Some stems were bent, and
the leaves were dry. '‘Where are all the bees?' she wondered.
She saw only one bumblebee. It was Bumble, and he looked
tired. 'Bzzz,' he said softly, landing on her hand.
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Bumble flew slowly to a foxglove that still had a little nectar.
Maya followed. "You're showing me where to find food,' she
said. She watched him crawl into a bell-shaped flower. Then
she looked around. Many flowers were gone. The bees had
fewer places to visit. 'The pollinators need help,' Maya said.
She felt a little worried, but also determined.
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Maya opened her notebook and made a list. 'What do
pollinators need?' she wrote. 'Flowers for food. Leaves for
shelter. Water.' She looked at the fading foxgloves. 'These
plants are sick,' she said. ‘Maybe they need more space and
care.' She decided to help. She would plant new wildflowers
and look after the meadow. 'I can do this,' she said.
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At home, Maya found packets of wildflower seeds in the shed.
She chose foxglove seeds and bee-friendly flowers like
lavender and poppies. She filled her red satchel with seeds and
a small trowel. 'I'm going to make the meadow healthy again,'
she told her mom. Her mom smiled. 'That's a wonderful idea,
Maya. Healthy plants support wildlife.' Maya nodded and ran
outside.




In the meadow, Maya found a bare patch of soil near the old
oak. She dug little holes with her trowel and dropped in seeds.
‘One for the bees,' she said. 'One for the butterflies.' She
planted rows of lavender and poppies too. Her mustard yellow
rain boots got muddy, but she didn't mind. Bumble buzzed
around her. 'Bzzz,' he said, as if to cheer her on.
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Every day after school, Maya visited the meadow. She watered
the seeds with a small watering can. She pulled weeds that
crowded the little sprouts. Sometimes she just sat and
watched. 'Grow, little seeds,' she whispered. Bumble often
kept her company. He showed her which flowers had the most
nectar. Maya wrote everything in her notebook. She felt like a

real scientist.



One afternoon, Maya saw a tiny green shoot push through the
soil. 'It's working!' she cheered. She told Bumble, who did a
happy little wiggle. Maya kept watering and weeding. She
even asked her friends to help. They planted more seeds and
built a small pile of stones for shelter. The meadow began to
look greener. But Maya knew they had to wait.

10



Weeks passed. The new plants grew taller. Buds appeared on
the stems. Then one morning, Maya saw the first foxglove
bloom. It was pink and tall. 'You did it!" she said. Bumble
buzzed around the flower. Then, from over the hill, a butterfly
fluttered closer. Its orange wings had black veins and white
spots. It landed gently on the foxglove. 'Flit!' Maya gasped.
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Flit the butterfly opened and closed its wings. 'You came back,'
Maya said softly. She remembered seeing Flit last summer.
Now the butterfly was here again. 'Healthy plants bring
butterflies back,' she said. She watched Flit visit flower after
flower, sipping nectar. Bumble danced in the air nearby. The
meadow was coming alive. Maya felt happy and proud.

12



More pollinators arrived. Bees of all sizes buzzed from bloom
to bloom. Butterflies fluttered in the sunshine. Maya sat very
still and watched. She wrote in her notebook: 'Pollinators need
healthy flowers.' She drew a picture of Bumble and Flit
together. 'Thank you for showing me,' she whispered. The
meadow hummed with life. It was a happy home for wildlife.
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Maya invited her friends and family to see the meadow. 'Look
at all the pollinators!' she said. Everyone smiled at the buzzing
bees and fluttering butterflies. Maya's mom said, 'You took
care of the plants, and the wildlife came back.' Maya nodded.
'Healthy plants give food and shelter,' she said. "We all need
each other.' The meadow was a busy, cheerful place.
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Now Maya visits the foxglove meadow every day. She still
brings her notebook and magnifying glass. Bumble and Flit are
always there to greet her. She waters the flowers and pulls a
weed or two. Sometimes she just sits and listens to the happy
hum. 'This is our meadow,' she says. 'And we take care of it
together.'

15



| Y __ P

Maya learned that even small hands can help nature. The
foxgloves stand tall, and the pollinators visit every bloom. Her
red satchel holds new notes and drawings. Her mustard yellow
rain boots are always ready for the meadow. And every time
she sees a bee or a butterfly, she smiles. 'A healthy meadow is
a happy home,' she says.
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