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Maya lived on Maple Street, where the playground swings

squeaked and the sidewalks wore a litter of leaves. She had

warm brown skin, black hair in two puffy braids, and a small

clipboard she carried everywhere. One sunny morning, Maya

wrote a big idea on her clipboard: Start a club that helps. She

couldn't wait to share it with her friends.
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Leo lived next door. He had wavy ginger hair, freckles across

his nose, and a tool belt that jingled when he walked. He loved

to fix things. Priya lived two houses down, tall and calm, with

long black hair and a canvas tote bag full of supplies. Sam

lived across the street, small and speedy, with a backward blue

cap and a wide grin.
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Maya called a meeting under the big oak tree. 'Let's start the

Little Helper's Club,' she said. 'One kind task every week.' Leo

nodded. 'I can fix things,' he said. Priya opened her notebook.

'I'll write our plans.' Sam bounced on his toes. 'I'll invite

everyone!' They all high-fived. The Little Helper's Club was

born.
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For their first task, the club chose the old playground. It was

dusty and dotted with crumpled paper. Maya made a checklist

on her clipboard. Leo brought a big trash bag. Priya carried a

broom, and Sam wore his lucky cap. They picked up litter,

swept the slides, and wiped the swings. By noon, the

playground sparkled like new.

4



A little girl named Emma came to play. 'Wow!' she said. 'It's so

clean!' The club members smiled. Maya wrote 'Playground:

done!' on her clipboard. Leo tightened a loose bolt on the

swing set. Priya added a note: 'Next week: birdhouses.' Sam

ran around, inviting kids to join. Two children said yes. The

club was growing.
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The next week, the club met at the park's edge, where three

birdhouses hung crooked and cracked. Leo pulled out his

hammer and screwdriver. 'We can fix these,' he said. Priya

wrote down what they needed: nails, wood glue, and paint.

Maya knocked on a neighbor's door to ask for supplies. Sam

carried the paint can, careful not to spill.
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Mrs. Chen, who lived nearby, gave them nails and a smile. 'You

kids are wonderful,' she said. Leo hammered and glued. Priya

painted the birdhouses bright blue. Maya held the ladder

steady. Sam handed up the tools. When they finished, three

happy birdhouses stood straight and strong. A robin landed on

one and sang a sweet song.
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The club's third task was helping elderly neighbors. Priya

made a list of people who might need a hand. They visited Mr.

Gomez, who had a sore knee. Sam swept his porch. Maya

watered his plants. Leo fixed a squeaky gate. Priya wrote a

grocery list and read it aloud. Mr. Gomez beamed. 'You've

made my whole week,' he said.
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Word spread about the Little Helper's Club. More kids wanted

to join. Maya's clipboard filled with ideas: clean the community

garden, paint a bench, collect books for the library. 'These are

big projects,' said Priya. 'We need a plan.' Leo nodded. 'And

maybe some grown-up help.' Sam raised his hand. 'I'll ask my

mom!'
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The club decided to paint a mural on the community center

wall. It was a huge job. Maya rushed ahead and started

drawing a giant sun. But the paint dripped, and the sun looked

wobbly. 'This is harder than I thought,' she sighed. Leo said,

'Let's finish one part before we start another.' Priya opened

her notebook. 'We need a schedule.'
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The friends made a plan. Priya wrote down each step. Leo

checked the wall for cracks and fixed them. Maya asked the

community center director, Ms. Rivera, for guidance. 'You

should sketch first, then paint,' Ms. Rivera said. Sam invited

more kids to help. They practiced on paper. Slowly, the mural

began to take shape, one careful square at a time.
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On painting day, everyone worked together. Maya drew the

outline. Leo mixed colors. Priya kept everyone on schedule.

Sam handed out brushes and kept the group laughing.

Neighbors brought lemonade. Even Mr. Gomez came to watch.

When the mural was done, it showed children helping each

other under a bright sun. Everyone clapped and cheered.
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The Little Helper's Club had changed the playground, the

birdhouses, and many hearts. Maya looked at her clipboard

and smiled. 'We did it,' she said. 'But we couldn't have done it

without planning and asking for help.' Leo high-fived her. Priya

closed her notebook. Sam yelled, 'Best club ever!' They all

agreed.
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Other children in town heard about the club. They started

their own helper clubs. There was a club on Pine Street that

cleaned the library. Another on Oak Avenue that planted

flowers. Maya's club visited them and shared tips. 'One task a

week,' Maya said. 'And always ask for help when you need it.'

The town sparkled with kindness.
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The mayor heard about the helper clubs and invited them to a

town meeting. She gave each club a certificate. 'You've shown

us that small actions make a big difference,' she said. Maya

held her certificate proudly. Leo, Priya, and Sam stood beside

her. The whole room clapped. The Little Helper's Club had

started something wonderful.
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That night, Maya sat under the oak tree and wrote in her

clipboard: 'Kindness grows when you share it.' She thought

about the playground, the birdhouses, and the mural. She

thought about her friends and all the new helpers. They had

learned that teamwork and planning made big dreams

possible. And the Little Helper's Club would keep helping, one

small task at a time.
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