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On a bright Saturday morning, Maya stood at her front gate

with her green backpack bouncing on her shoulders. Her

yellow t-shirt had a parrot printed right on the front. She loved

that shirt more than any other. Today, Aunt Rosa was taking

her somewhere special. "Ready for a surprise?" Aunt Rosa

asked, her silver bird necklace catching the sunlight. Maya

nodded so fast her curly buns wiggled.
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They drove past tall trees and little shops until they reached a

green sign shaped like a feather. "Welcome to the Parrot

Sanctuary," Aunt Rosa said with a dimpled smile. Maya's big

dark brown eyes grew wide. She could hear squawks and

whistles and cheerful chirps floating over the fence. "Real

parrots?" Maya whispered. "Hundreds of them," Aunt Rosa

laughed. "And every one is different."
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A tall man in a khaki shirt and green cap met them at the gate.

His glasses flashed in the sun, and he carried a clipboard full

of notes. "I'm Mr. Dev," he said warmly. "I take care of all our

parrot friends here." Maya shook his hand politely. "Do parrots

really talk?" she asked. Mr. Dev smiled. "Some do. But wait

until you see what else they can do."
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Mr. Dev led Maya and Aunt Rosa down a winding path lined

with leafy bushes. All around them, parrots perched on

branches, flapping bright wings and chattering. Red, blue,

yellow, and green feathers sparkled like confetti. "Parrots are

some of the cleverest birds in the world," Mr. Dev explained.

"Their brains need lots of exercise, just like our muscles do."

Maya listened carefully, her freckled nose crinkling with

thought.
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At the last cage, a small green parrot hopped right up to the

wire. He had a red patch on his forehead, an orange beak, and

round amber eyes. A tiny blue band circled one leg, and one

white feather stood out on his left wing. "This is Pip," said Mr.

Dev. "He's our cleverest little fellow." Pip tipped his head

sideways and looked straight at Maya. "Hello," Maya said

softly. Pip whistled back.
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Mr. Dev opened the cage, and Pip stepped onto his finger.

Then he held out a small wooden puzzle box with little doors

and sliding pieces. Pip wiggled his grey feet, leaned down, and

pulled a tiny latch with his beak. Click! The first door swung

open. Maya gasped. Then Pip peeked, twisted, and tugged

until every door was open. "He did it!" Maya cheered. Pip

fluffed his feathers proudly.

6



"Parrots solve puzzles for fun," Mr. Dev said. "Pip gets bored if

his clever mind has nothing to do. A bored parrot can get sad

and even sick." Maya frowned, thinking hard. She watched Pip

tap the empty box with his beak, as if asking for another turn.

"So puzzles keep him happy and healthy?" she asked.

"Exactly," said Mr. Dev. "We call it enrichment." Aunt Rosa

nodded encouragingly.
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Maya pulled a little notebook from her green backpack. "Could

I help make new puzzles?" she asked. Mr. Dev's warm dark

eyes lit up behind his glasses. "We would love that," he said.

He showed her the workshop, a sunny room full of wood,

string, beads, and cardboard tubes. Aunt Rosa clapped her

hands. "My curious niece, the puzzle designer!" she said. Maya

grinned and opened her notebook to a fresh page.
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Maya drew a puzzle with little drawers that hid tasty seeds.

She drew another with beads to slide along a string. Pip

watched from Mr. Dev's shoulder, bobbing and whistling.

"What do parrots like best?" Maya asked. "Colors, treats, and a

good challenge," Mr. Dev said. Maya sketched a spinning

wheel with bright paper cups. "Let's build this one first," she

decided, tapping her pencil on the page.
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Mr. Dev found a cardboard tube, a wooden stick, and five

paper cups. Maya painted the cups red, blue, yellow, green,

and orange. Aunt Rosa cut small holes and tied the string.

Together they poked the stick through the tube so it could

spin. "A treat goes under one cup," Maya explained. "Pip has

to remember which one." Mr. Dev smiled. "That's called a

memory puzzle. He will love it."
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They set the spinning wheel inside Pip's cage. Pip hopped over

at once, amber eyes shining. He spun the wheel with his beak.

Then he lifted the blue cup. Nothing. He lifted the red cup. A

sunflower seed! Pip crunched it happily and spun again. "He

remembered!" Maya laughed. Pip lifted the exact same cup

and found another seed. Mr. Dev wrote on his clipboard. "Best

puzzle ever," he said.
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Next, Maya made a foraging box full of shredded paper and

hidden nuts. Pip dug through it like a tiny green explorer,

tossing paper left and right. Then came a bead maze and a

little bell to ring for a treat. Pip rang the bell so much that

Aunt Rosa covered her ears and giggled. "He's showing off,"

Mr. Dev laughed. "A busy parrot is a happy parrot, and Pip is

very busy."
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Mr. Dev showed Maya the other parrots with their own

puzzles. One slid blocks along a wire. Another opened tiny

doors. "These puzzles keep every bird busy, so they stay

cheerful and strong," he said. Maya watched a blue parrot

solve a knot puzzle in seconds. "They're all so smart!" she said.

"And so are you," said Aunt Rosa, squeezing her hand. Maya

beamed.
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By afternoon, Maya's notebook was full of ideas. "Can I come

back and build more?" she asked. "Any time," Mr. Dev

promised. He clipped a small paper badge to her shirt that

said Junior Puzzle Helper. Pip climbed onto Maya's wrist and

gave a happy squawk. "You taught me that parrots are clever,"

Maya told him. "And you taught me that caring means

listening to what animals need."

14



On the drive home, Maya watched the clouds and smiled. "I

learned something today," she said. "Parrots need more than

food and water. They need puzzles and games to keep their

amazing minds busy." Aunt Rosa nodded. "That's called

enrichment," she said. "And it helps animals stay happy and

healthy. You figured that out all by yourself." Maya hugged her

notebook close to her chest.
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That night, Maya drew one more picture: a little green parrot

with a red forehead and one white feather. Under it she wrote,

"Pip, the cleverest parrot." She hung it above her bed next to

her yellow parrot shirt. Then she whispered, "Goodnight, Pip."

Far away at the sanctuary, Pip rang his little bell. And Maya

fell asleep smiling, dreaming of puzzles, parrots, and a friend

with bright green wings.
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