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The Boy and the
Birdhouse

Jane MEADOW



In a sunny garden filled with flowers, a boy named Leo
watched the birds flit from bush to bush. He had light brown
skin, short wavy dark brown hair, and freckles across his nose.
His mustard yellow t-shirt and blue denim overalls were his
favorite play clothes. In his pocket, a small green notebook
held all his important ideas. Leo loved watching the birds, but
he wished they would stay close.
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Leo's grandfather, who was tall with a slight stoop, came out to
the garden with a warm smile. His white moustache twitched
as he said, 'What are you thinking about, Leo?' Leo pointed at
the birds. 'l want to build them a birdhouse so they have a
home here,' he said. His grandfather's crinkly grey-blue eyes
sparkled. 'That is a wonderful idea,' he said. 'But first, we need
to learn what kind of home they need.'
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Leo pulled out his green notebook and wrote 'Birdhouse
Project' at the top. His grandfather put on his round glasses
and sat beside him on the garden bench. "We should find out
which birds visit our garden,' he said. Leo nodded. 'And what
kind of birdhouse each bird likes,' he added. They decided to
research together. Leo's gap-toothed smile showed his
excitement. This was going to be a big adventure.
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Inside the house, Leo and his grandfather looked at books
about garden birds. They read about blue tits with their blue
caps and yellow bellies, and robins with red breasts. Leo wrote
in his notebook: 'Blue tit: small, likes small holes.' His
grandfather pointed to a picture. 'Different birds need
different homes,' he said. 'A birdhouse with a big hole might
let in bigger birds that scare the small ones.' Leo wrote that
down too.



The next day, they sat in the garden with a pair of binoculars.
Leo's grandfather wore his worn leather work gloves, even
though he was only watching. 'Look,' whispered Leo, 'there's a
blue tit!' The little bird had a blue cap, white cheeks, and a
bright yellow belly with a dark stripe. It perched on a branch
and looked around cautiously. Leo sketched the bird in his
notebook and wrote: 'Blue tit visits our garden.'
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They watched the blue tit for a long time. It flew to a bush,
then to a fence, then back to the branch. Leo's grandfather
said, 'Blue tits like to nest in small holes. They need a safe
place away from cats and big birds.' Leo nodded and wrote:
'‘Small hole, high up.' "We should also put the birdhouse where
we can watch it,' said his grandfather. 'That way we can learn
even more.'




Back at the kitchen table, Leo and his grandfather looked at
their notes. They learned that blue tits need a birdhouse with a
hole about three centimeters wide. That keeps bigger birds
out. They also learned that the birdhouse should be made of
wood, not painted inside, and should have a little door for
cleaning. Leo drew a plan in his notebook. "We can build this,"

he said proudly.




In the workshop, Leo's grandfather laid out the wooden pieces.
He wore his round glasses and measured carefully. Leo helped
by holding the wood steady. 'Always measure twice and cut
once,' said his grandfather, his white moustache twitching.
Leo's freckled face was serious with concentration. They
sawed and sanded the pieces until they were smooth. The
wood smelled fresh and clean.




They nailed the pieces together. Leo's grandfather showed him
how to hammer gently so the wood wouldn't split. Leo's small
hands were careful, and he only hit his thumb once. 'Ouch!' he
said, but then he laughed. The birdhouse had a small round
hole, a slanted roof, and a little door on the side. It was perfect
for a blue tit. Leo's gap-toothed smile was wide as he looked at
their work.




They took the birdhouse into the garden. Leo's grandfather
carried the ladder, and Leo carried the birdhouse. They chose
a quiet spot on a tree, away from the birdbath where cats
might hide. Leo's grandfather climbed the ladder and screwed
the birdhouse to the trunk. Leo watched from below, holding
his green notebook. '"This is the right height,' said his
grandfather. 'Not too high, not too low.'
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For days, Leo waited and watched. He sat on the garden bench
with his notebook open. A robin hopped by, but it didn't go to
the birdhouse. A sparrow peeked in, then flew away. 'Maybe
they don't like it,' said Leo, feeling a little sad. His grandfather
sat beside him. 'Patience,' he said gently. 'The birds need time
to find it.' Leo nodded and kept watching.
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Then one morning, Leo saw a blue tit land on the birdhouse
roof. It had a blue cap, white cheeks, and a yellow belly. It
looked around with its bright black eyes. Leo held his breath.
The blue tit hopped to the hole and peeked inside. Then it flew
away. Leo's heart sank. But a few minutes later, it came back
with another blue tit! They both inspected the birdhouse.
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The two blue tits took turns going inside. They brought tiny
twigs and soft moss. Leo's grandfather came out and stood
quietly beside him. 'They're building a nest,' he whispered.
Leo's freckled face lit up with joy. He wrote in his notebook:
'‘Blue tits moved in!' His grandfather smiled, his crinkly eyes
full of pride. 'You did it, Leo,' he said. 'You gave them a home.'
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All spring, Leo watched the blue tits. They flew in and out of
the birdhouse, bringing food to their babies. Leo drew pictures
in his notebook of the blue cap, the yellow belly, and the white
cheeks. He learned that the babies ate insects and that the
parents worked very hard. Leo felt proud. He had helped these
little birds, not just by building a birdhouse, but by learning
what they needed.
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One evening, Leo and his grandfather sat on the bench. 'You
know,' said his grandfather, 'helping wildlife starts with
learning. You asked questions, did research, and built the right
home. That is how we truly help.' Leo nodded. He looked at his
green notebook, full of sketches and notes. He felt happy and
proud. 'I want to build more birdhouses,' he said. 'For other
birds, too.'
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Leo's grandfather put his arm around him. ‘We can do that,' he
said. 'There is always more to learn.' The blue tit flew to the
birdhouse and disappeared inside. Leo smiled his gap-toothed
smile. He knew that caring for wildlife took knowledge and
patience. And he knew he would keep learning, one birdhouse
at a time. In his pocket, the green notebook was ready for the

next adventure.
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