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In a small house at the end of a winding lane lived a little girl

named Lila. She was seven years old, with warm brown skin

and curly black hair tied in two puffy buns. Her favorite place

in the whole world was her garden, full of tall sunflowers and

buzzing bees. Every morning, she pulled on her red rain boots

and ran outside to see what was new.
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Lila wore a yellow dress with white polka dots and carried a

small green satchel across her shoulder. Inside the satchel

were a notebook and a pencil, just in case she found something

special to draw. She loved to sit on the old wooden bench and

listen to the garden. The leaves whispered, the bees hummed,

and the flowers nodded in the breeze.
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One sunny morning, a tiny bird landed on the fence right next

to Lila. It was a little finch, no bigger than her palm. Its back

was soft brown with pale streaks, its belly creamy white, and

its face was bright orange-red like a tiny sunset. The finch

cocked its head, opened its small grey beak, and sang a happy

tune.
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"Oh!" Lila whispered, her dark brown eyes wide. "You have a

lovely song, little finch." The finch sang again, a cheerful chirp-

chirp-chee! Lila smiled so big that her gap-toothed grin

showed. She reached into her green satchel and pulled out her

notebook. "I will write down your song so I never forget it,"

she said. She drew a little bird and wrote the sounds she

heard.
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The next day, Lila waited on the bench with her notebook

open. The finch returned and sang a different tune, a sweet

tweet-tweet-twee! Lila listened closely and wrote it down.

"That is your second song," she said. "You are a little

musician." The finch hopped along the fence, proud and perky,

its tiny dark eyes sparkling.

5



Every morning after that, Lila brought her notebook to the

garden. She called it her sound journal. She wrote down the

finch's songs with little squiggles and dots. Sometimes she

hummed the tunes to herself. Her mother asked, "What are

you writing, Lila?" and Lila answered, "The music of the

garden, Mama. The finch is teaching me."
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One day, a new bird flew into the garden. It was a bluebird, a

little bigger than the finch, with a sky-blue head and back, and

a rusty orange breast. It landed on a branch and sang a song

that was bright and clear, like a ringing bell. Lila gasped. "You

have a different song!" she cried. She quickly added it to her

journal.
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The bluebird sang again, and the finch answered from the

fence. It was like a conversation of tweets and trills. Lila

laughed and clapped her hands. "You are talking to each

other!" she said. She wrote down every note, her pencil flying

across the page. The garden was filling up with music, and she

wanted to catch it all.
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Soon Lila noticed more birds. A robin sang from the apple

tree, and a sparrow chirped near the birdbath. Each one had

its own special tune. The robin's song was slow and sweet, the

sparrow's was quick and jolly. Lila listened carefully and wrote

them all down. "Every bird is a different musician," she said.

"And every song is a gift."
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Lila began to wake up early, just to hear the dawn chorus. The

birds sang before the sun was fully up, a happy noise that

made her heart feel light. She would sit on the bench in her

yellow polka-dot dress, her red boots tapping the grass, and

write and write. Her sound journal was getting full of

wonderful songs.
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Then one morning, the garden was quiet. Too quiet. Lila

waited and waited, but the finch did not come. The bluebird

did not sing. Even the sparrows were silent. Lila felt a little

worried. "Where are you, little friends?" she whispered. She

looked at her journal and missed their music. She decided to

wait patiently.
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Lila sat very still on the bench, her notebook open on her lap.

She closed her eyes and listened with all her might. Then she

heard it—a tiny chirp from high in the oak tree. The finch was

there, hiding among the leaves! It had been building a nest.

Lila smiled. "You were busy, little finch," she said softly. "I am

glad you are safe."
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The finch flew down and sang a new song, and this time the

bluebird joined in. Soon the whole garden was full of bird

songs again. Lila wrote down the new tunes, her heart full of

joy. She realized that the music had never really stopped; she

just had to listen more closely. Nature was always making

music, even in the quiet moments.
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From that day on, Lila's garden was the happiest place in the

neighborhood. Birds came from everywhere to sing, and Lila

was always there to listen. She shared her sound journal with

her friends at school, and they started their own journals too.

"Nature is full of music," Lila told them. "You just have to open

your ears and your heart."
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The little finch still visits Lila every morning, perching on the

fence with its bright orange-red face and perky posture. Lila

has filled many notebooks now, each one full of tweets and

chirps and trills. She loves every moment in her garden,

surrounded by songs. And she knows that as long as she

listens, the music will never end.
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Lila learned that music is everywhere in nature—in the wind,

the bees, and every bird's song. Her garden is a joyful place

filled with melodies, and she is grateful for each one. She

hopes you will listen too, wherever you are. Maybe you will

hear a little finch singing just for you. And maybe you will start

your own sound journal, too.

16


