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The Girl and the Little
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Maya loved wide open places. One sunny morning, she put on
her yellow t-shirt, blue overall shorts, and red sneakers. She
packed her small green backpack with a notebook and a snack.
Her grandma, Rosa, wore a lavender cardigan and a canvas
sun hat. They were going to visit a big grassland. Maya's dark
brown eyes sparkled with curiosity.
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The grassland stretched like a golden sea. Tall grass waved in
the breeze, and the sky was huge and blue. Grandma Rosa
said, "This is a special place. Many animals live here." Maya
ran her fingers over the soft grass. She saw a tiny path in the
grass and wondered where it led. Her curly black hair bounced
as she walked.



Suddenly, Maya spotted something small and sandy brown
near a mound of dirt. It had large round yellow eyes and long
thin legs. It held a tiny grass blade in its beak. "Grandma,
look!" Maya whispered. Grandma Rosa smiled. "That's a
burrowing owl. They live in holes in the ground called
burrows." Maya's freckles seemed to dance as she grinned.
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The little owl tilted its head. Maya sat very still. The owl
hopped closer, then dashed into its burrow. "It's shy," Grandma
Rosa said. "But curious too." Maya waited. Soon, two round
yellow eyes peeked out. The owl blinked. Maya blinked back.
She felt a warm feeling inside. She wanted to be friends with
this little owl.



The next day, Maya returned to the grassland alone, but
Grandma Rosa watched from a distance. She brought a
notebook to draw the owl. She called him Pip. Pip came out of
his burrow and did a little dance, hopping from one long leg to
the other. Maya giggled. "You're funny, Pip!" she said. Pip
seemed to smile.




Pip showed Maya how he hides. He flattened his sandy brown
feathers and stood very still. He looked just like a lump of
earth. "Wow, you're good at hiding!" Maya said. Then Pip ran
fast through the grass, his long legs like tiny stilts. Maya tried
to keep up, but Pip was too quick. She laughed and flopped
onto the soft ground.




Pip led Maya to another burrow. "Is this your friend's home?"
she asked. Pip chirped. Maya saw a second owl peek out. It
had the same round eyes. "There are more owls here!" she
said. Grandma Rosa had told her that burrowing owls live in
groups. Maya felt lucky to see them. She drew a picture of
both owls in her notebook.



Maya noticed something. A big machine was parked near the
edge of the grassland. It looked like it could dig up the ground.
She frowned. "Will it hurt your home, Pip?" she asked. Pip
tilted his head and blinked. Maya felt worried. She ran to
Grandma Rosa. "Grandma, what if they dig up the burrows?"
she asked.
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Grandma Rosa knelt beside Maya. "Many people don't know
that burrowing owls live here," she said gently. "They might
not understand that these grassy homes are special." Maya
looked at the wide grassland. She thought of Pip's round eyes
and his funny dance. "We have to protect them," she said. Her
voice was small but determined.
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Maya had an idea. She would tell everyone about the owls. She
drew a big poster with a picture of Pip and the words "Protect
Our Burrowing Owls!" She wrote: "These owls live in holes in
the ground. Please don't dig here." She showed it to Grandma
Rosa, who smiled. "That's a wonderful start," she said.
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Maya took her poster to school. She stood in front of her class
and told them about Pip. She showed them her drawings.
"Burrowing owls need open grasslands," she said. "We can
help by keeping the land safe." Her friends asked questions.
Maya answered them all. She felt proud. Her teacher said, "We
can make more posters together."
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Maya's friends helped. They made posters and hung them
around the town. They told their families. Maya's mom and
dad listened. They called the town office to ask about the
grassland. The town decided to put up a sign to protect the
owls. Maya was happy. She had made a difference with
kindness and teamwork.
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Maya went back to the grassland with Grandma Rosa. She
brought her friends. They stood quietly and watched the owls.
Pip came out and did his happy dance. Maya's friends clapped
softly. "He's so cute!" they whispered. Maya smiled. She knew
that the burrows were safe for now. She promised Pip she
would always help.
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Grandma Rosa explained that burrowing owls are unusual
because they live underground. "Most owls live in trees," she
said. "But these little ones need open fields." Maya nodded.
She understood that every home is important, even if it's a
hole in the ground. She looked at Pip and felt a warm
friendship.
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Maya and Pip became the best of friends. She visited him
often. Sometimes she brought her notebook and drew him.
Sometimes she just sat and watched. Pip would bring her a
tiny grass blade and drop it at her feet. Maya would laugh and
give him a gentle pat on the head. They understood each other
without words.
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Maya promised to help other owls too. She told everyone she
met about the burrowing owls and their special homes. She
knew that even small actions can make a big difference. The
wide grassland stayed safe, and Pip's round yellow eyes shone
with happiness. Maya's heart was full. She had learned that
unusual habitats deserve protection, and friendship can grow
in the most surprising places.
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