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On a rainy Saturday, Maya pulled on her yellow raincoat and
red boots. She loved visiting the bird sanctuary near her home.
Today, the paths were shiny with puddles. Maya's curly hair
bounced in two puffy buns as she hurried along. She carried a
canvas satchel with a leaf patch. Inside, she had a notebook
for drawing birds.



At the sanctuary, Rosa the manager greeted Maya with a warm
smile. Rosa wore a green apron over her checked shirt. "We
have a new pigeon," she said. "His name is Pip. He can't fly,
but he's very curious." Maya's hazel eyes widened. She
followed Rosa to a quiet corner of the sanctuary, where a small
grey pigeon sat on a low perch.
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Pip had soft grey feathers and a shiny green-purple neck. One
white patch stood out on his wing, which drooped slightly. His
bright amber eyes looked at Maya. A tiny red band with a
number was on his leg. "Hello, Pip," Maya whispered. The
pigeon tilted his head to listen. Maya smiled her gap-toothed
smile. She felt a warm glow inside.
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Maya sat down on the floor, staying very still. Pip hopped
closer, one pink foot after the other. He pecked at a crumb
near her boot. "He can't fly, but he gets around fine," Rosa
said. "He's clever and bold. He just needs a safe place to
explore." Maya nodded, watching Pip's every move. She
already liked him a lot.




Just then, a tall boy with a tool belt rushed in. "Hi, I'm Ben!" he
said, almost tripping over a bucket. He had a messy fringe and
a missing front tooth. "I'm helping build stuff today." Maya
introduced herself. Pip fluttered his good wing and strutted
over to inspect Ben's sneakers. Ben laughed. "He's friendly!"
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Maya noticed that Pip couldn't hop onto the higher perches.
He tried, but his drooping wing made him wobble. "He needs
ramps," she said. "And low perches so he can rest." Rosa
nodded. "That's a great idea, Maya. Let's make this corner
cozy and safe for him." Ben pulled out his small hammer. "I can
build!" he said.



Maya opened her satchel and took out her notebook. She drew
a plan: a little ramp up to a soft box, low perches, and a quiet
corner with leaves. Ben looked at the drawing. "This is cool!"
he said. Rosa fetched some wood and screws. Maya helped
measure and hold pieces. Pip watched them work, tilting his

head and cooing softly.




Ben hammered carefully, but sometimes the nails went
crooked. "Oops!" he said, but he didn't give up. Maya held the
ramp steady while Rosa screwed it in place. Pip hopped onto
the ramp and walked up slowly. At the top, he puffed his chest
and cooed. "He likes it!" Maya cheered. Her hazel eyes
sparkled with joy.




Next, they made a quiet corner with soft hay and a little
blanket. Maya placed a bowl of water nearby. Pip explored
every inch, pecking at the hay and splashing in the water.
"He's so curious," Ben said. "Even without flying, he's full of
life." Maya nodded. She felt proud of their work. The sanctuary
felt like a true sanctuary now.




As the afternoon went on, Pip grew tired. He hopped over to
Maya and settled beside her boot. His amber eyes blinked
slowly. "He trusts you," Rosa said softly. Maya felt a warm
feeling in her chest. She gently stroked his soft grey feathers.
Pip cooed and tucked his head under his wing. Maya promised
to visit him every day.
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The next morning, Maya brought a small leafy branch for Pip's
corner. She found him already exploring the new ramp. But
when she tried to show him a higher perch, he couldn't reach
it. "We need one more step," Maya said. Rosa smiled. "You're
right. Let's build it together." Ben arrived with his tool belt,
ready to help again.




They added a small step and a gentle slope. Pip hopped up
easily. He looked around from the top, proud and happy. "He's
like a king on a castle!" Ben laughed. Maya clapped her hands.
"Now he can see everything!" Pip fluffed his feathers and
cooed loudly. The sanctuary staff gathered to watch. Everyone
smiled at the clever pigeon.




Rosa knelt beside Maya. "You saw what Pip needed," she said.
“That's a special gift." Maya looked at Pip, who was now
preening his good wing. "He's special," she said. "He can't fly,
but he's brave and curious. And he's my friend." Rosa nodded.
"Every animal deserves kindness and a safe home. You helped
make that happen."




\.)-’

From that day on, Maya visited Pip every Saturday. Sometimes
Ben came too, and they would bring new things for Pip to
explore. Pip would hop onto Maya's boot and settle beside her.
Their friendship grew stronger each week. Maya learned that
Pip didn't need wings to be amazing. He was perfect just as he

was.




One rainy day, Maya sat with Pip in the cozy corner. "You know,
Pip," she said, "you're the best friend I've ever had." Pip tilted
his head and cooed, as if he understood. Rosa and Ben
watched from the doorway. "He's lucky to have you," Rosa
said. Maya smiled. "I'm lucky to have him." The rain pattered
softly outside.
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Maya wrote a story about Pip in her notebook. She drew him
on his ramp, his amber eyes bright. She wrote: "Pip can't fly,
but he can do anything else. He is kind and clever and brave."
She showed the story to Rosa and Ben. They loved it. And Pip,
the rescue pigeon, sat on his low perch, happy and safe.
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