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Sophie skipped down the garden path in her yellow rain boots,

her green satchel bouncing at her side. The morning was fresh

and bright, and she loved the smell of wet leaves. Suddenly,

she heard a tiny, sad chirp coming from a bush. She pushed

aside the branches and gasped. There sat a little bird, no

bigger than her palm.
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The bird had bright lemon-yellow feathers and soft white wing

tips. One wing looked bare, with a pale patch where feathers

were just starting to grow. Its tiny black eyes blinked up at

Sophie, and its small orange beak let out another weak chirp.

Sophie's heart melted. 'You poor little thing,' she whispered.

'What happened to you?'
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Sophie carefully scooped up the bird and hurried inside. Her

mum looked up from the kitchen table, her warm dark eyes full

of concern. 'A canary!' Mum said softly. 'It must be a rescued

bird that escaped or was let go. We need to help it.' Sophie

nodded, her hazel eyes wide. 'Can we keep it safe, Mum?

Please?'

3



Mum smiled and put down her cloth bag of birdseed. 'First, we

must learn what a canary needs,' she said. 'A bird is a big

responsibility.' She fetched a round wicker cage from the shed

and a soft blue cloth to cover it. Sophie watched as Mum set

up a wooden perch and a small water dish. 'This will be its

home for now,' Mum said.
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Sophie named the canary Pip because of its tiny, pip-pip chirp.

She placed the cage on a low table near the window, where the

morning sun would warm it. 'There you go, Pip,' she said

gently. 'This is your new home.' But Pip just huddled on the

perch, its feathers puffed up, and made no sound. Sophie

frowned. 'Why won't it sing?'
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Mum sat beside Sophie and opened a library book about

canaries. 'Birds need quiet and routine,' she explained. 'They

like to know what happens each day. And soft music can help

them feel safe.' Sophie listened carefully, her side braid falling

over her shoulder. 'I can do that!' she said. 'I'll make Pip a

schedule and play gentle music.'
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The next morning, Sophie woke early. She tiptoed to the cage

and softly said, 'Good morning, Pip.' Then she filled the water

dish and sprinkled fresh seeds. She covered the cage with the

blue cloth at night and uncovered it each morning. Pip

watched her with tiny black eyes, still quiet but a little less

afraid.

7



Sophie found a small radio in her room and tuned it to a soft

music station. She placed it near the cage and turned the

volume low. 'Maybe this will help,' she whispered. At first, Pip

just tilted its head. But after a while, its feathers smoothed

down, and it hopped closer to the radio. Sophie smiled. 'You

like that, don't you?'
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Each day, Sophie followed her routine. She cleaned the cage,

changed the water, and gave Pip fresh seeds. She talked to Pip

in a soft voice, telling stories about her day. 'You're safe now,'

she would say. Pip began to hop around more and even took a

tiny bath in its water dish. Sophie laughed with delight.
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One afternoon, Sophie sat by the cage, humming a lullaby her

mum used to sing. Suddenly, a tiny, sweet melody joined her

humming. Sophie froze. Pip was singing! It was a soft,

warbling song, like a little flute. Sophie's eyes filled with happy

tears. 'Mum! Mum! Pip is singing!' she called.
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Mum came quickly and smiled warmly. 'You did it, Sophie,' she

said. 'You learned what Pip needed and gave it patience and

care.' Sophie beamed. 'I couldn't have done it without your

help,' she said. 'And the music.' Mum nodded. 'Responsible

care takes learning and love,' she said. 'You've shown both.'
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From that day on, Pip sang every morning. Sophie kept up her

routine, and Pip grew stronger. The pale patch on its wing

began to fill with new feathers. Sophie even taught Pip to

perch on her finger. 'You're my best friend,' she whispered. Pip

chirped in agreement and fluffed its bright yellow feathers.
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Sophie decided to share what she had learned. She made a

little poster about canary care and put it up in her room. 'Birds

need quiet, routine, and soft music,' she wrote. Her mum

praised her. 'You're a real bird expert now,' she said. Sophie

felt proud. She had learned that caring for a pet takes time

and patience.
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One day, Sophie and Mum drove to a bird sanctuary to ask

about Pip's future. The kind woman there said Pip could live

with them forever if they promised to keep caring for it.

Sophie promised with all her heart. Pip sang all the way home,

as if to say thank you. Sophie knew she would always take

good care of her little friend.
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Sophie's days were now filled with birdseed, water, and soft

music. She loved watching Pip splash in its bath and hop from

perch to perch. Pip's song welcomed the morning, and its quiet

chirps said goodnight. Sophie learned that small routines

make a big difference. And every day, she felt grateful for the

little canary that taught her so much.
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As the sun set, Sophie covered Pip's cage with the blue cloth.

'Goodnight, Pip,' she whispered. Pip gave a sleepy chirp.

Sophie smiled, thinking about how far they had come. She had

found a frightened little bird and helped it sing again. And she

knew that with patience and learning, she could care for Pip

for many happy years to come.
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