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Emma pulled on her yellow rain boots and checked her canvas
satchel one more time. Today was her first day helping at the
owl sanctuary, and her stomach fluttered with excitement. The
path to the sanctuary wound between tall trees, and Emma
could already hear soft hoots in the distance. She hurried
along, her green cargo trousers swishing as she walked.
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At the gate, a tall woman with silver glasses and a calm smile
waved hello. "You must be Emma," she said. "I'm Dr. Priya
Nair, the head veterinarian here." Her olive-green field shirt
had rolled sleeves, and a lanyard with her ID badge swung

gently as she walked. Emma nodded, her hazel eyes wide with
wonder.




Dr. Nair led Emma past rows of quiet enclosures. "Owls come
here when they are hurt or sick," she explained. "Our job is to
help them heal and keep them safe and calm." Emma peeked
inside one enclosure and saw a great horned owl with mottled
brown and grey feathers. His golden-yellow eyes blinked at
her, and one wing was held stiffly.
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"This is Barnaby," Dr. Nair said softly. "He hurt his wing a long
time ago, and he wears a soft leather strap on his leg while he
recovers." Emma noticed the strap and the owl's tufted ear
feathers. Barnaby shuffled nervously on his perch. "He needs
quiet voices and gentle hands," Dr. Nair whispered. Emma
nodded and tiptoed closer.




A cheerful young man in blue work overalls came around the
corner carrying a bucket. "You must be our new helper!" he
said with a crooked grin. "I'm Tom. I look after the cleaning
and feeding around here." His red hair stuck up in a friendly
way, and heavy work gloves hung from his belt beside a small
tool pouch.



Tom showed Emma how to prepare the owls' food. "Experts
weigh every piece," he said, "so each owl gets just the right
amount." Emma watched carefully and wrote notes in a little
notebook from her satchel. Tom lifted a heavy bag of supplies
as if it were light. "Ready to feed Barnaby?" he asked. Emma's
freckled nose crinkled with a smile.
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Dr. Nair handed Emma a long glove. "Feeding takes practice,"
she said. "Hold still and let Barnaby come to the food." Emma
held her breath as the owl leaned forward, golden eyes fixed
on the piece of food. He took it gently, then fluffed his feathers.
"You did well," Dr. Nair said. "Being calm helps him feel safe."
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Next came cleaning. Tom gave Emma a small brush and
showed her how to sweep the enclosure floor without making
loud noises. "Owls rest during the day," he explained, "so we
clean quietly and never rush them." Emma scrubbed and
swept, her red shirt getting dusty. Barnaby watched her from
his perch and slowly stopped trembling.
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Every morning, Emma returned to the sanctuary. She fed the
owls, cleaned their enclosures, and watched Dr. Nair check
Barnaby's wing with gentle hands. "Healing takes time," Dr.
Nair said. "We watch for small signs." Emma learned to read
the owls' moods and to keep her voice low. Day by day,
Barnaby grew a little stronger.
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One afternoon, Barnaby stretched his stiff wing farther than
before. Emma gasped with delight. "He's improving!" she
cried, then clapped a hand over her mouth. Tom laughed
kindly. "That's the best sound I've heard all week," he said. Dr.
Nair smiled her calm smile and marked Barnaby's progress in
her notebook.




Dr. Nair sat with Emma beside Barnaby's enclosure. "Wildlife
care takes real knowledge," she said. "We must understand
each owl's habitat and habits before we help." She explained
how the team studies what owls eat, where they nest, and how
much space they need to fly. Emma listened, her hazel eyes
thoughtful.
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"So helping isn't just being kind?" Emma asked. "It's being
kind and knowing how," Dr. Nair said. "That's why we learn
from experts and practice every day." Emma looked at
Barnaby, who was now perched tall and steady. She felt proud
that her quiet care had helped him grow stronger. She wanted
to learn even more.




The big day came when Dr. Nair said Barnaby was ready to go
home. Tom loaded a soft travel box into the truck, and Emma
climbed in beside it. They drove to a wide meadow edged with
tall trees. "This is a good habitat," Dr. Nair said, "with trees
and space to fly." Emma's heart beat fast with excitement.

13




Tom opened the box gently. Barnaby hopped to the edge and
looked around, his tufted ears tall. Then he spread his broad
wings and lifted into the air. Emma watched him glide to a
branch and settle there, golden eyes shining in the sunlight.
"He made it," she whispered happily.
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Back at the sanctuary, Emma helped clean the empty
enclosure. "You were a wonderful volunteer," Dr. Nair said.
"You learned to feed, to clean, and to stay calm, and you
helped Barnaby get strong." Emma smiled so wide her freckles
stretched. She felt happy knowing she had helped the owls,

and she knew exactly what she wanted to do next.
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"Can I come back next week?" Emma asked, hugging her
canvas satchel. Tom grinned and Dr. Nair nodded. "We would
love that," she said. Emma looked at the trees beyond the
sanctuary, thinking of Barnaby flying free. Helping wildlife
takes knowledge and care, and Emma wanted to keep learning
every single day.
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