


The Girl and the Rescue
Hedgehog

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Maya loved helping. She wore her yellow rain boots
everywhere, even when the sun shone. Her curly black hair
bounced in two puffy buns as she checked every corner of the
garden. If a plant drooped, she watered it. If a snail crossed
the path, she moved it gently. Today, she hoped something new
would need her help.



Under the big bush, something moved. Maya knelt down, her
red dungarees brushing the leaves. A small hedgehog sat
curled up, its brown and cream quills trembling. One tiny paw
was hurt and wrapped in nothing at all. Maya's dark brown
eyes grew wide. "Oh, little one," she whispered, "I'll fix you

right up."




Maya ran inside and found a box, a soft towel, and a cookie.
She was sure a cookie would make the hedgehog feel better.
But when she reached for it, the hedgehog rolled into a spiky
ball. Maya frowned. She wanted to help right away, but she
didn't know how. "Maybe I need a different plan," she said, her
gap-toothed smile fading.



Maya's next-door neighbor, Mr Okafor, was watering his roses.
He wore his brown cardigan and glasses on a cord. Maya told
him about the hedgehog. He listened kindly, then shook his
head. "A hurt animal needs more than a cookie," he said. "You
need expert help. I know a wildlife center that can help. Shall
we call them?"




Maya nodded. Mr Okafor helped her phone the wildlife center.
Soon a tall woman arrived. She wore a green polo shirt and
round glasses. "I'm Dr Fern," she said with a crinkly smile. She
knelt down and looked at the hedgehog gently. "A hurt paw,"
she said. "Good thing you called. We'll take good care of her."

5




Dr Fern showed Maya how to pick up the hedgehog safely with
gardening gloves. Maya's small hands were careful. The
hedgehog, Hazel, stopped trembling. Dr Fern wrapped the
hurt paw in a little white bandage. "You've got a good heart,"
she told Maya. "But kindness works best with good advice.
Remember that." Maya nodded, watching Hazel's tiny black

nose twitch.




At home, Maya couldn't stop thinking about Hazel. She wanted
to help more animals, but she didn't know what to do. Then
she had an idea. She would make posters! She found paper
and crayons and wrote down what she had learned. She drew
a picture of Hazel curled up, with a little leaf stuck in her
quills, and added a big word: "HELP!"
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Maya worked all afternoon. Her posters said: "If an animal
looks hurt, don't touch it. Call a grown-up or the wildlife
center. Keep pets away. Be calm and quiet." She drew bright
green leaves and yellow boots just like hers. She rolled the
posters under her arm and set off to share them with the
neighborhood, her curly buns bouncing.
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Mr Okafor was first. He read the poster carefully, his glasses
on the end of his nose. "This is wonderful, Maya," he said. "I'll
put one in my window." The next day, Mr Okafor saw a stunned
bird on his path. He remembered Maya's poster. He called the
wildlife center, just like it said. The bird was soon safe and
flying again.



Word spread. Neighbors put posters in windows and on gates.
Maya's teacher asked for a copy for the school. Each poster
taught the same lesson: kindness works best with expert help.
Maya felt proud. Her posters were helping, and she hadn't had
to do it all alone. She smiled her gap-toothed smile and high-
fived Mr Okafor.




Weeks later, a letter arrived from Dr Fern. "Hazel is ready to
go home," it said. Maya ran to the garden with Mr Okafor. Dr
Fern brought a small box. Inside, Hazel looked round and
healthy. Her paw was healed. The little green leaf was still
stuck in her quills. "Thank you for calling us," Dr Fern said.
"You saved her."




Dr Fern set Hazel down. At first, Hazel didn't move. Then she
sniffed the air and waddled into the bushes. She turned once
and looked at Maya with her small dark eyes. Maya thought
she saw a tiny hedgehog smile. "She remembers you," Dr Fern
said. "And she's healthy because you got her the right help."
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Maya looked at her posters fluttering in the breeze. She had
wanted to fix everything herself, but she had learned
something better. "Kindness is like a garden," she told Mr
Okafor. "It grows best when you share it with others." He
nodded and twirled his grey moustache. "And when you ask for
a little expert advice," he added with a wink.
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That evening, Maya sat in the garden. Hazel rustled under the
big bush, safe and sound. Maya wore her yellow rain boots and
her red dungarees. She thought about her posters and the
neighbourhood that now knew how to help. She felt a warm
glow inside. One small hedgehog, one big lesson, and a whole
street of helpers.
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The next morning, Maya made a new poster. It said: "Kindness
works best with good advice. Thank you, neighbours!" She
drew Hazel with a leaf in her quills and a little white bandage.
Mr Okafor put it in his window. Dr Fern framed one for the
centre. And Maya smiled her gap-toothed smile, ready for the
next small garden adventure.




From that day on, Maya knew: helping doesn't mean doing
everything alone. It means caring enough to find the right
people, and brave enough to ask. Hazel taught her that, and
the posters helped everyone remember. The girl and the
hedgehog had made their little corner of the world a kinder
place, one careful, well-advised step at a time.
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