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Maya pulled on her yellow rain boots and grabbed her canvas
satchel. She loved low tide, when the ocean pulled back to
show its secrets. Today, the tide pools sparkled like little
mirrors under the morning sun. Maya's curly black hair
bounced in two puffy buns as she skipped along the wet sand.
She was eight years old, and exploring was her favorite thing
in the whole world.



At the biggest tide pool, Maya knelt down and peered into the
clear water. Bright green seagrass swayed gently, and tiny fish
darted between the blades. Then something caught her eye—a
little curl of gold, no bigger than her thumb. It was a seahorse!
Its golden-orange body was covered in tiny white speckles, and
it wore a strand of green seagrass around its neck like a scarf.
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The seahorse's big amber eyes blinked at Maya. Its delicate
fins fluttered like tiny fans. 'Hello,' Maya whispered. 'I'm
Maya. What's your name?' The little seahorse tilted its long
snout. 'Pip,' it said in a tiny, bubbly voice. 'I'm Pip. This is my
meadow.' Maya's dark brown eyes grew wide. 'Your meadow?’
she asked. 'But this is the ocean!’
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Pip curled its tail around a blade of seagrass. 'Underwater
meadows are like gardens,' Pip explained. 'The seagrass gives
us food and hiding places. My brothers and sisters live here
too.' Maya leaned closer. "Where are they?' she asked. Pip's
fins drooped. 'Some swam away. Our meadow is getting
smaller. It's hard to find clean water and healthy grass.'
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Pip pointed a tiny fin toward a patch of brown, slimy seagrass.
‘See that?' Pip said. 'That's where trash piled up last summer.
The grass got sick and died. We need healthy meadows to
grow and hide our babies.' Maya felt a tug at her heart. 'That's
terrible,' she said. 'Can't you just move?' Pip shook its head.
'‘Seahorses are slow swimmers. We need help.'
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Maya looked around the tide pool. She saw a plastic bottle
tangled in the seagrass, and a crumpled wrapper floating
nearby. 'Oh no,' she said. 'That's pollution.' Pip nodded. 'It
makes the water dirty. And when the meadow is damaged, we
have nowhere to go.' Maya's round cheeks flushed with
determination. 'l want to help,' she said. 'But I'm just one girl.'
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Pip swam closer and looked up at Maya with trusting amber
eyes. 'You can tell others,' Pip said. 'People listen to kids.'
Maya nodded slowly. 'My teacher, Ms. Linden, says we can
make a difference if we work together.' She carefully scooped
the plastic bottle out of the pool. 'I'll start by cleaning this up.
And I'll learn everything I can about underwater meadows.'
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Back at school the next day, Maya found Ms. Linden in the
classroom. Ms. Linden's round glasses gleamed as she listened
to Maya's story about Pip. 'A seahorse in a tide pool!' Ms.
Linden said. 'What a discovery! And you want to help?' Maya
nodded. 'I want to teach everyone about seahorses and how to
protect their meadows.' Ms. Linden smiled. 'Let's make an
exhibition!'



Maya and Ms. Linden spent the afternoon researching. They
read books about seagrass and seahorses. Maya learned that
underwater meadows are like busy cities for sea creatures.
They provide food, shelter, and clean water. But pollution,
trash, and careless boat anchors can damage them. 'So many
little creatures depend on the meadow,' Maya said. 'We have to

protect it.'



At home, Maya drew pictures of Pip and the meadow. She
painted bright green seagrass and a golden seahorse with a
green scarf. She wrote simple facts on colorful cards:
‘Seahorses need healthy meadows!' and 'Keep the ocean
clean!' Her best friend Leo came over to help. Leo's sandy
blond hair stuck up as he cut out paper fish. 'This is going to
be awesome!' he said.
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The day of the exhibition arrived. Maya set up her display in
the school hall. She hung her paintings and arranged shells
and seagrass samples on a table. A big sign read 'Underwater
Meadows: Homes for Seahorses.' Maya felt nervous, but Ms.
Linden gave her a thumbs-up. 'You're ready,' she said. Leo
stood beside Maya, wearing his orange fish t-shirt. 'I'll help
explain,' he promised.
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When the class walked in, Maya took a deep breath. 'This is
Pip,' she said, pointing to her painting. 'Pip is a little seahorse
who lives in an underwater meadow. But pollution and trash
make it hard for seahorses to survive.' She showed a jar of
clean water and a jar with a plastic bottle. "We can help by
keeping the ocean clean and not littering.'
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Leo raised his hand. 'What can we do at school?' he asked.
Maya smiled. "‘We can use reusable water bottles and bags. We
can pick up trash at the beach. And we can tell others about
underwater meadows.' She pointed to a poster. 'Even small
actions make a big difference.' The class clapped. Ms. Linden
beamed with pride. 'Wonderful job, Maya!"
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After the exhibition, Maya's friends crowded around. 'I want to
help clean the beach!' said Leo. 'Me too!' said another friend.
Maya felt warm inside. ‘We can start this weekend,' she said.
'‘And we can make more posters to put around school.' Ms.
Linden handed out small seagrass seedlings in pots. 'We can
plant these in the tide pool at low tide,' she said. 'Every bit
helps.'




That weekend, Maya and her friends met at the beach. They
wore gloves and carried bags. They picked up plastic bottles,
wrappers, and even an old shoe. Leo found a tangled fishing
line and carefully pulled it out of the seagrass. 'This is fun!' he
said. Maya laughed. 'And it helps Pip!' They worked together
until the tide pool was clean and the seagrass could breathe
again.
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Maya returned to the tide pool the next day. She peered into
the clear water. There was Pip, swimming happily among the
green blades! Pip's amber eyes sparkled. 'You did it!' Pip said.
'The meadow is clean again.' Maya smiled her gap-toothed
smile. '‘We all did it," she said. 'And we'll keep helping. Because
even small creatures need healthy places to live.' Pip curled its
tail around a seagrass blade, safe and happy.
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