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Every morning, Sam raced to the shore before school. He wore
his red bucket hat and carried a small notebook. The
sandpipers were always there, racing along the wet sand on
quick little legs. They looked like tiny clockwork toys, winding
down and then springing forward again. Sam loved to watch
them. He wrote in his notebook: 'Sandpipers are the fastest
birds I know.'



One sandpiper had a tiny silver band on its right leg. Sam
called it Pip. Pip had mottled brown and white feathers and a
pale belly. It raced with the others, then rested on the quiet
beach. Sam noticed how Pip's long thin legs carried it so fast.
He drew a picture of Pip in his notebook and smiled. 'You're
my favorite,' he whispered.



At school, Sam's teacher, Mrs. Lee, wore a green cardigan and
round glasses. She had a bird-shaped pin on her lanyard.
‘Today we'll learn about birds that travel far,' she said. Sam sat
up straight. He thought of Pip and the other sandpipers. Mrs.
Lee smiled at the class. 'Some birds fly thousands of miles
every year. They need special places to rest and eat.'
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Mrs. Lee pointed to a map with a long stick. '‘Sandpipers fly
from the far north all the way to the south,' she said. 'They
stop at beaches along the way. But many beaches are busy
with people and dogs. The birds can't rest.' Sam thought about
his shore. It was quiet in the morning, but sometimes crowded
later. He raised his hand. 'l see sandpipers every day,' he said.
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The class leaned in as Sam told them about Pip. He showed his
notebook with the drawing of the tiny bird. 'Pip races on the
wet sand,' Sam said. 'And rests on the quiet part of the beach.'
Maya, who sat next to him, grinned. '"Your drawing is great!"
she said. Mrs. Lee nodded. 'Sam's sightings are important. We
can help sandpipers by protecting their resting places.'
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Mrs. Lee explained migration. 'Sandpipers need safe, quiet
beaches to rest and eat during their long journey,' she said.
‘When a beach is too crowded, the birds use up energy and
can't finish their trip.' The class was silent, thinking. Sam
imagined Pip flying for days, looking for a calm place to land.
He wanted to help. '‘What can we do?' he asked.
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Mrs. Lee smiled. 'We can create a display to teach others
about safe coastal resting places,' she said. The class buzzed
with ideas. Maya raised her hand. 'I can paint the backdrop!
she said. Sam thought of his notebook. 'I can share my
sightings,' he said. Mrs. Lee gave each student a job. Sam felt
proud. His small notebook was going to help.
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Maya painted a big blue sky and a golden beach. She added
tiny sandpipers with quick legs. Sam cut out paper sandpipers
and colored them brown and white. He made sure one had a
silver band on its leg. 'That's Pip,' he told Maya. She laughed
and painted a silver dot on the leg. The display began to look
bright and lively.



Mrs. Lee helped the class write facts for the display.
‘Sandpipers fly thousands of miles,' she read. "They need quiet
beaches to rest and eat.' Sam added a sign: 'Please keep
beaches clean and quiet for our tiny travelers.' Maya painted a
big heart around it. The class worked together, cutting,
painting, and writing. The display grew more colorful and fun.
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When the display was finished, Mrs. Lee hung it in the school
hallway. It showed a sandy shore with sandpipers racing and
resting. There was a big map with an arrow showing the
migration route. Sam stood back and looked at it. He felt
happy. 'Pip would be proud,' he said. Maya nodded. 'I think so
too,"' she said.
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The next day, other classes came to see the display. Sam and
Maya took turns explaining it. 'Sandpipers need our help,' Sam
told a group of younger children. 'They need quiet beaches to
rest.' The children listened with wide eyes. Sam felt brave and
proud. He was sharing something important. Maya handed out
small paper sandpipers to everyone.
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Mrs. Lee smiled at Sam. 'You've taught us all something
important,' she said. "Your observations made a difference.’
Sam looked at his notebook. He thought of Pip, racing on the
shore. 'I hope Pip has a safe trip,' he said. Mrs. Lee nodded.
"Thanks to you and your class, more people will know how to
help.' Sam felt warm inside.
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That afternoon, Sam went back to the shore. The sandpipers
were there, racing on their quick legs. Pip was there too, with
its silver band shining in the sun. Sam sat quietly and watched.
He didn't run or shout. He let the birds rest and eat. '‘Safe
travels, Pip,' he whispered. The little bird seemed to look at
him before racing off again.
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Sam opened his notebook and drew a picture of Pip with a big
smile. He wrote: 'Sandpipers are tiny but brave. They fly very
far. We can help them by keeping beaches quiet and clean.' He
closed the notebook and watched the sun sparkle on the water.
He felt happy and peaceful. The shore was a special place for
birds and people.
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At school the next week, Mrs. Lee announced, 'Our display
helped many people learn about sandpipers.' The class
cheered. Maya high-fived Sam. 'We did it!' she said. Sam
smiled his quick bright smile. He knew that even small actions
could make a big difference. The sandpipers would have safer
journeys because of their class.
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Sam still watches the sandpipers every morning. He carries his
notebook and wears his red bucket hat. He knows that the tiny
birds travel a very long way. And he knows that people can
help them by protecting quiet beaches. He writes in his
notebook: 'Sandpipers need safe places to rest. Let's keep our
shores quiet and kind.' He smiles, ready for another day.
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