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The Girl and the
Wildlife Festival

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Maya skipped down the sunny sidewalk, her curly black hair in
two puffy buns bouncing with each step. Her yellow overalls
had a pocket full of animal drawings, and her canvas satchel
bulged with more. She loved animals more than anything—
birds, bugs, foxes, frogs. Today, she had a big idea. "I'll plan a
wildlife festival!" she said to a passing butterfly. "Everyone will
learn about our animal neighbors!"
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Maya hurried to Grandpa Leo's house, where he sat on the
porch with his binoculars around his neck. His white
moustache twitched as he smiled. "A wildlife festival? What a
wonderful idea!" he said, his crinkly blue eyes sparkling. Maya
pulled out her drawings. "We can share stories about local
animals and teach people how to protect their habitats!"
Grandpa Leo nodded. "Knowledge inspires compassion, Maya.
Count me in."




At home, Maya made a list: games, masks, snacks, and a story
circle. She drew a big poster with a robin, a fox, and a
butterfly. Her little neighbor Tommy knocked on the door,
wearing green frog rain boots. "What are you doing?" he
asked, his round green eyes wide. "Planning a wildlife
festival!" Maya said. "Want to help?" Tommy giggled and
nodded. "I can make masks!"
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The next day, Maya and Tommy walked to the town park. They
picked up litter and set up tables for the festival. Maya hung
her poster on a tree. "We need a mascot," she said. Just then, a
plump robin with an orange breast hopped onto the poster. It
had a tiny white feather on its head. "Pip!" Maya laughed.
"You're perfect!" The robin tilted its head and chirped.
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Maya and Tommy made a tiny red ribbon for Pip's leg and tied
it gently. Pip hopped around the park, bold and curious. "Look
how he watches us," Maya said. "We should watch wildlife
gently, without disturbing them." Tommy nodded. "Like a
secret spy!" He practiced moving quietly, his frog boots
squishing on the grass. Pip followed them everywhere, as if he
knew he was the festival mascot.
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Word spread around town. Families started bringing old
photos of owls, foxes, and deer. Grandpa Leo set up a story
circle with cushions and his walking stick. "I remember when a
family of foxes lived near the old oak tree," he told Maya.
"“They need safe places to raise their babies." Maya wrote
down every story, her hazel eyes shining. "We'll share these at
the festival!"



On festival day, the park was bustling with families. Maya wore
her leaf-shaped hair clips and her brightest gap-toothed smile.
Tommy wore his cardboard fox mask, which he had painted
himself. Pip hopped among the children, showing off his red
ribbon. Grandpa Leo opened the story circle. "Welcome,
everyone! Today we celebrate our wildlife neighbors."
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In the story circle, Grandpa Leo told tales of local owls and
foxes. "When I was a boy, a great horned owl nested in that
oak," he said, pointing with his walking stick. "We kept our
distance and never touched the nest." Maya showed her
drawings and shared fun facts. "Did you know foxes use their
tails for balance?" she asked. The children gasped and giggled.
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Then Maya led the games. "Habitat Hop!" she called out. "Find
a safe home for your animal!" Kids hopped from mat to mat—
forest, pond, meadow—matching animals to their habitats.
Tommy's fox mask bounced as he hopped. "I'm a fox, and I
need a den!" he shouted. Pip hopped along too, chirping
encouragement. Everyone laughed and learned.
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Next, the children made animal masks from paper plates and
string. Tommy adjusted his fox mask and helped a little girl
make a butterfly. Maya showed how to cut out ear shapes.
"Remember," she said, "we can watch animals, but we must
never chase or hurt them." Grandpa Leo smiled from his chair.
"Knowledge inspires compassion," he said softly.
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At the habitat pledge tree, Maya handed out paper leaves.
"Write one kind act you promise to do for wildlife," she said.
Families wrote pledges: "I will keep my cat indoors," "I will
plant flowers for bees," "I will not litter." Tommy wrote
carefully: "I will help wildlife every day." He hung his leaf high.
Pip chirped loudly, as if approving.
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Grandpa Leo stood and raised his walking stick. "These
pledges are seeds," he said. "Small acts of kindness grow into
big changes." Maya looked around at the smiling faces and felt
warm inside. "We can all protect animal habitats," she said.
"Every day, not just today." The crowd clapped, and Pip
fluttered onto Maya's shoulder.
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As the sun began to set, families gathered for one last story.
Grandpa Leo told of a fox that returned every spring to the
same den. "Because people respected its home," he said.
"Kindness makes a difference." The children promised to help
wildlife every day. Maya's heart felt full. "Same time next
year?" someone called. "Yes!" everyone cheered.
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The festival became a happy yearly tradition. Each spring,
families returned to share new stories and learn more about
local animals. Maya grew older but never stopped caring.
Tommy, now a little taller, still wore his fox mask. Pip returned
each year, his red ribbon a bit faded but his orange breast
bright as ever. The town understood that learning about
animals helps us care for them.
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Maya stood under the old oak tree, her satchel full of new
drawings. "Knowledge inspires compassion," she said to Pip,
who chirped from a branch. Grandpa Leo rested his hand on
her shoulder. "You started something wonderful," he said. "The
animals are lucky to have you." Maya smiled, her gap-toothed
grin as bright as the spring sunshine.
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That evening, Maya sat on her porch and watched the birds
settle in the trees. She thought about all the promises made at
the festival and the kindness that would grow from them. The
world felt a little safer for wildlife, one small act at a time.
"Same time next year, Pip," she whispered. And she knew it
would be.
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