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Leo loved the hour before sunset, when the sky turned soft and
pink. He would stand at his bedroom window with his
sketchbook tucked under his arm, watching and waiting. His
binoculars hung around his neck, ready. Then, like a whisper,
they came: a flock of starlings, swirling and swooping. Their
glossy black feathers sparkled with green and purple as they
flew. Leo smiled his gap-toothed smile. This was his favorite
show.



Leo hurried outside and climbed his favorite hill, his dark
brown hair blowing in the breeze. The starlings swooped and
swirled above him, their speckled white tips flickering like tiny
stars. He opened his sketchbook and drew quickly, his pencil
dancing across the page. The birds moved as one, twisting and
turning like a giant ribbon in the sky. Leo whispered, 'How do
they know where to go?"



At school the next morning, Leo showed his drawings to Mrs.
Hayes. She wore her silver bird brooch and smiled warmly.
‘The starlings are amazing,' Leo said, his hazel eyes wide.
‘They make patterns together, like a team.' Mrs. Hayes
nodded. 'That gives me an idea,' she said. 'What if our class
made a mural of starlings?' Leo's eyes lit up. 'Yes! Each of us
could paint one bird!"



Back at home, Leo watched the starlings again. He noticed
how they never bumped into each other. When one turned, the
others turned too, as if they shared one mind. He sketched the
swirling shapes: a wave, a spiral, a heart. He wrote in his
notebook: 'Teamwork makes patterns.' The next day, he
brought his notebook to class. 'We can arrange our birds like
this,' he told Mrs. Hayes, pointing to the spirals.
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Mrs. Hayes clapped her hands. '‘Class, we have a special art
project!' she announced. 'Leo will show us how starlings work
together, and we'll make a giant mural.' The children cheered.
Pip, a girl with ginger braids, jumped up. 'l want to paint the
biggest bird!"' she said. Leo smiled. 'We all paint one bird,' he
said. 'Then we put them together.' Mrs. Hayes nodded. 'Just
like the starlings.'



The next day, the classroom smelled of paint and excitement.
Mrs. Hayes spread a huge sheet of paper on the floor. 'First,
we each paint one starling,' she said. 'Then we arrange them
into patterns.' Pip grabbed a brush and started painting fast.
'‘Mine will be the best!' she said. Leo painted carefully, his
tongue sticking out. He drew a bird with speckled tips and a
yellow beak. Around him, children painted and chattered.
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When the birds were dry, Mrs. Hayes said, 'Now for the tricky
part: arranging them.' Leo pointed to his sketch. 'We can make
a spiral, like the starlings do.' The children tried to place their
birds, but they bumped and jostled. Pip rushed ahead and put
her bird in the middle. 'It's too crowded!' said a boy named
Sam. Leo sighed. 'Maybe we should plan first.' Mrs. Hayes
smiled gently. 'Teamwork takes practice.'
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Pip felt her cheeks turn pink. 'l just wanted it to be perfect,’
she said. Leo looked at her. 'Me too,' he said. 'But the starlings
don't rush. They watch each other.' He showed the class how
the flock turned together, like a wave. 'Let's try again,' said
Mrs. Hayes. 'This time, we'll work as a team.' The children
nodded. Pip picked up her bird. "Where should it go?' she
asked. Leo pointed. 'Let's start from the outside and work in.'
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The children tried again. This time, they moved slowly and
talked to each other. 'A little higher,' said Pip. 'Can you pass
the glue?' asked Sam. Leo watched the pattern grow. It wasn't
perfect yet, but it was starting to look like a starling swirl.
Mrs. Hayes walked around, helping and encouraging. 'You're
working together beautifully,' she said. The children smiled.
They were learning to move as one, just like the starlings.

9



Then, a problem: two birds ended up on top of each other. 'Oh
no!' cried Pip. 'Let's fix it,' said Leo. He remembered how the
starlings adjusted their path when they got too close. "We can
move this one here,' he said gently. The children helped, and
soon the birds were flying in a graceful curve. 'It's like a
dance,' said Sam. Leo nodded. 'A team dance.' They all
laughed and kept arranging.
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At last, the mural was finished. The children stepped back and
gasped. A huge swirl of starlings filled the paper, each bird
unique but part of a beautiful pattern. '‘We did it!' shouted Pip,
jumping up and down. Mrs. Hayes clapped. 'You worked as a
team,' she said. 'Just like the starlings.' Leo looked at the
mural, his hazel eyes shining. 'It's better than I imagined,' he
said. 'Because we made it together.'
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That evening, Leo stood on his hill again. The real starlings
swooped and swirled, and he smiled. He thought of the mural
and his friends. He realized that the starlings weren't just
making shapes; they were showing how cooperation can
create something remarkable. He opened his sketchbook and
drew a new picture: a flock of starlings, and below it, a group
of children holding paintbrushes. He wrote: 'Teamwork makes
magic.'
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The next day, Mrs. Hayes hung the mural in the school hallway.
Children from other classes stopped to look. "Wow!" they said.
'How did you make that?' Pip proudly said, 'We worked
together, like starlings.' Leo stood nearby, his sketchbook
under his arm. He felt warm inside. He had learned that when
everyone adds their own piece, the picture becomes something
wonderful. Mrs. Hayes gave him a thumbs-up, her silver bird
brooch glinting.
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At the end of the week, the class had a celebration. They ate
biscuits and looked at their mural. Pip came over to Leo. 'I'm
sorry I rushed at first,' she said. 'l learned that teamwork is
better.' Leo grinned his gap-toothed grin. ‘Me too,"' he said.
‘And your bird is great.' They both looked at the swirling
pattern. It reminded them of the starlings, moving as one,
making something beautiful together.
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Leo kept watching the starlings every evening. He noticed new
patterns: a figure eight, a ribbon, a heart. Each time, he
remembered the mural and his friends. He knew that
cooperation was like a flock: when everyone listens and
shares, amazing things happen. He added more drawings to
his sketchbook, each one a reminder of the lesson he had
learned. The starlings still swirled, and Leo still smiled.
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One day, Mrs. Hayes asked Leo to explain the mural to a
younger class. He stood proudly and said, 'We each painted
one bird, and then we arranged them together. It was hard at
first, but we learned to work as a team.' The little children
listened with wide eyes. Leo pointed to the swirl. 'Just like
starlings,"' he said. 'Teamwork creates remarkable patterns.'
Mrs. Hayes beamed. Leo knew he would never forget this
lesson.
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