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Oliver found a forgotten garden behind a tumbledown wall.

Weeds grew tall, and an old spade leaned against a shed. He

pushed open the creaky gate and peeked inside. His red

wellington boots squelched on the damp earth. In his satchel,

he carried a trowel and a packet of seeds. Something rustled

in the bushes. Oliver smiled. This garden needed a friend.
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The next morning, Oliver met Mrs Penny, who lived next door.

She had silver hair in a bun and kind eyes behind round

glasses. 'I used to garden here,' she said, handing him a paper

packet. 'These flowers will bring butterflies and bees.' Oliver

took the seeds carefully. He liked Mrs Penny's warm smile. 'I'm

going to make this a home for wildlife,' he said. Mrs Penny

nodded. 'Start small,' she said.
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Oliver pulled on his gardening gloves and got to work. He dug

up weeds and planted the seeds in neat rows. He watered

them every day, even when it was drizzly. He watched and

waited. Then, one morning, tiny green shoots appeared. Oliver

cheered. He opened his satchel and took out a small notebook.

On the first page, he wrote: 'Day one of the wildlife garden.'
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A few days later, a robin landed on the handle of Oliver's

spade. The bird had a bright orange breast and a shiny silver

ring on its leg. It cocked its head and chirped. 'Hello, Pip,'

Oliver said, though he didn't know why he chose that name.

The robin hopped closer, bold as anything. Oliver grinned. He

had a feeling they would be friends.
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Oliver used odd bits of wood to build a bird feeder. He hung it

from the old apple tree and filled it with seeds. Pip the robin

was the first to arrive. Soon, blue tits and finches fluttered

down too. They pecked and twittered, making the garden busy.

Oliver sat quietly on an upturned bucket and watched. His

small notebook filled with wobbly drawings of birds.
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One evening, Oliver saw a prickly visitor snuffling under the

hedge. It was a hedgehog, about the size of a grapefruit, with

a little leaf stuck to its spines. 'You need a house,' Oliver said.

He collected bricks and leaves and built a snug hedgehog

house in a quiet corner. He lined it with dry grass. 'There you

go, Hazel,' he whispered. The hedgehog disappeared inside.
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Weeks passed, and the garden changed. Seeds grew into tall

stems and bright flowers. Butterflies danced from bloom to

bloom. Bees buzzed lazily in the sunshine. Oliver added a small

pond made from an old washing-up bowl sunk into the ground.

He put stones around the edge so creatures could climb out.

The garden was becoming a home for many animals.
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Mrs Penny came to visit, leaning on her garden fork. Her eyes

twinkled behind her glasses. 'You've done wonders,' she said.

'But a wildlife garden needs a little mess.' She showed Oliver

how to make a log pile for beetles and a bundle of hollow

canes for bees. Oliver wrote it all down. He liked learning from

Mrs Penny. She knew so much about nature.
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One Saturday, Oliver's friends came to play. They were amazed

by the busy garden. 'Look at all the birds!' cried Sam. 'And

there's a hedgehog!' said Aisha. They helped Oliver spread

wildflower seeds along the path. Everyone wanted to help.

Oliver felt proud. His small garden was helping many

creatures. He showed them his notebook, full of drawings and

notes.
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Then something sad happened. A cold wind blew, and the

flowers drooped. The birds seemed to hide. Oliver worried. 'Is

my garden broken?' he asked Mrs Penny. She smiled gently.

'Nature rests sometimes,' she said. 'Keep putting out food and

water. The animals will come back.' Oliver did as she said,

even when it was chilly. He didn't give up.
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A few days later, Oliver heard a familiar chirp. Pip the robin

sat on the feeder, fluffing up its feathers. Then more birds

arrived, and butterflies appeared again. Oliver laughed with

relief. He had kept going, and the garden was still full of life.

Mrs Penny popped her head over the fence. 'I told you,' she

said. 'Nature is patient, and so are you.'
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Mrs Penny started making her own wildlife patch. She planted

lavender and put up a small birdhouse. Other neighbours

noticed. Soon, gardens all along the street had flowers and

feeders. People chatted over the fences about bees and

hedgehogs. Oliver's garden had started something big. The

whole neighbourhood was becoming a haven for wildlife.
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Oliver and Mrs Penny made a plan. They would invite everyone

to a garden party. On the day, neighbours arrived with seeds

and plants to share. Children painted pebbles for the pond.

Adults built bug hotels from old wood. The garden buzzed with

laughter and chatter. Pip the robin hopped among them,

curious and bold. Everyone felt happy and connected.
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By the end of the summer, Oliver's garden was bursting with

life. Hazel the hedgehog had grown plump, and Pip the robin

brought a friend. Butterflies floated like petals, and bees

hummed in the flowers. Oliver sat on his bucket and smiled.

He had learned that helping nature was fun and that one small

garden could help many creatures. His heart felt full.
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Mrs Penny sat beside him, sipping tea from a flask. 'You see,

Oliver?' she said. 'Every little bit helps.' Oliver nodded. He

looked at the busy garden and the happy neighbours. He knew

that caring for nature brought everyone together. His small act

had grown into something wonderful. He picked up his trowel.

There was always more to do.
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Oliver opened his notebook to a fresh page. He drew a picture

of the garden with all its animals and people. Underneath, he

wrote: 'My wildlife garden – a home for many.' He closed the

book and put it in his satchel. Tomorrow, he would plant more

seeds. For now, he watched the sun set over the garden,

feeling proud and happy.
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