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Chapter 1 – The El Bosque River – Río Majaceite Trail
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The Saturday sun was already warming the cobblestone streets of El Bosque when Marisol tied her hair back with a green ribbon.
Today wasn’t just any day — it was mission day.
In her backpack, she’d packed a water bottle, some fruit, a small magnifying glass, and six empty rubbish bags.
She ran to the corner where young Guillermo, Manuel, Diego, Presi, and Yolanda were waiting. Young Guillermo was eating a piece of toast with honey, Diego was trying to balance on the edge of the pavement, and Manuel was chasing a butterfly with his cap.

"Guardians!" Marisol called out dramatically, planting her hands on her hips.
"Guardians?" Presi laughed. "We’re just us."
"Not today," Marisol grinned. "Today we’re the Guardians of Nature. And our first mission is along the Río Majaceite Trail."

"Is that the river with the waterfall?" Yolanda asked.

"Yes, and it’s more than just a pretty place," Marisol said, starting to walk. "It’s a whole world of living things. And I’m going to show you."

The path to the river wound past whitewashed houses and out into open countryside. The air grew cooler as they entered a tunnel of trees. Sunlight danced through the leaves, making moving patterns on the dirt path. The sound of rushing water reached their ears, and soon they saw the Río Majaceite sparkling between its banks.

"Wow," young Guillermo said, leaning over the wooden bridge. Beneath them, trout flashed silver in the current.

"Those fish look fast," Manuel said. "I bet I could catch one with my hands." 

"Not unless you can swim like a torpedo," Diego teased.

Marisol knelt down beside the bank.
"These are trout, and they need cold, clean water to live. If the water gets too warm or too dirty, they die. And then animals like kingfishers lose their food."
"Kingfishers?" Presi tilted her head.

Just then, as if on cue, a small bird zipped past in a blur of turquoise and orange.
"Like that one!" Marisol pointed.
"It’s so shiny!" Yolanda whispered.

"That colour isn’t for decoration," Marisol explained. "It helps the bird blend in with the water when seen from above, and with the sky when seen from below. Nature’s clever like that."

They walked further, the path twisting between moss-covered rocks and ferns. In the dappled shade, tiny insects hovered like floating beads of glass.

"What are those?" Young Guillermo asked, pointing to a bug with shimmering wings.

"Mayflies," Marisol said. "They only live for about a day as adults. They’re food for fish, frogs, and birds. Even the smallest insect has an important job here."

Manuel suddenly stopped. "Hey, what’s that smell?"

They rounded a bend and found the source — a clump of reeds tangled with plastic bottles and old crisp packets.

"Yuck," Presi said.

Marisol frowned. "This is what happens when rubbish ends up in the river. Animals can get trapped in it, or mistake it for food. And plastics never really go away — they just break into smaller and smaller pieces called microplastics."

"Even the fish eat it?" Yolanda asked, eyes wide.

"Yes," Marisol nodded. "And if we eat the fish, it ends up inside us too."

The children stared at the mess for a moment. Then young Guillermo stepped forward.
"Well, let’s not just stand here. Where are those rubbish bags you brought?"
They worked as a team — Diego fished bottles out with a long stick, Presi held open the bags, Yolanda untangled a plastic bag from the reeds, and young Guillermo pretended to be “Rubbish Inspector General,” making sure nothing was left behind.

"Inspector General approves this removal," he said, saluting as he dropped a soggy wrapper into the bag.

Marisol laughed but didn’t stop working until the last scrap was gone. When they finished, the river flowed clear and free again, and sunlight sparkled on the water’s surface.

"It’s like the river’s smiling at us," Manuel said.

"That’s because it’s saying thank you," Marisol replied. "Remember — a healthy river means healthy animals, healthy plants, and healthy people."

As they headed back, young Guillermo asked, "So what’s our next mission?"

Marisol grinned mysteriously. "You’ll see. But I hope you like animals, because we’re going to meet a few.”
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The El Bosque River – Río Majaceite Trail
Through tunnels of trees where the trout flash bright.
We cleaned up the river till the water shone light.
A kingfisher zipped by in turquoise and flame.
Its colours were clever, a camouflage game.
Mayflies danced softly, their whole lives in a day.
We saved them from rubbish that drifted their way.
Now the river runs happy, its sparkle restored.
And the Guardians of Nature all nodded, “We scored!”

––––––––
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Nature Fact Box – Río Majaceite

	The Río Majaceite is home to trout, kingfishers, and freshwater crabs.

	Rivers are part of a “watershed,” meaning everything that happens on the land around it affects the water.

	Plastic pollution in rivers can travel all the way to the ocean.
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Chapter 2 – Los Tamayos Country Farm
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The sun was high by the time Marisol led her friends down a dusty track lined with wild rosemary and almond trees. In the distance, they could see white farm buildings and hear the faint whinny of horses.

"This is where you live?" Yolanda asked, eyes wide.

"Not exactly," Marisol replied. "It’s my family’s farm — Los Tamayos. We come here most weekends to help my parents look after the animals and trees."

Young Guillermo squinted. "I smell... hay. And something else."

"That’s Chispas," Marisol said with a grin. "You’ll meet him in a second."

As they entered the courtyard, her father, old Guillermo, waved from where he was mending a fence.
"Welcome, Guardians!" he called. "Ready to work?"
Before anyone could answer, a large brown pig trotted up to them, sniffing their shoes.

"This is Chispas," Marisol said. "He’s very friendly, but don’t let him near your lunch."

"Too late!" Presi laughed as Chispas gently tugged on young Guillermo’s sandwich bag.

"Hey, that’s my chorizo!" Young Guillermo cried, pulling it away. Chispas gave an offended grunt and waddled off toward the chicken coop.

They followed grandad Guillermo into an olive grove. The silvery leaves rustled gently, and the ground beneath was covered in dry, cracked soil.

"These olive trees are over a hundred years old," Marisol explained. "Some trees in Spain are over a thousand years old. They can live so long because they’re adapted to hot, dry weather — their leaves are small and covered in wax to stop water loss."

Manuel touched one of the leaves. "It’s rough — not soft like other leaves."

"Exactly," Marisol nodded. "It’s like nature’s sunscreen."

They helped grandad Guillermo gather almonds, using long sticks to knock the nuts from the branches.
"Why don’t we just pick them?" Yolanda asked.
"Because the husks are hard to reach," grandad Guillermo said. "And shaking the tree doesn’t hurt it — it’s how farmers have harvested almonds for centuries."

As they worked, chickens scratched in the dirt nearby. Diego pointed at one. "Why do they keep pecking the ground?"

"They’re looking for seeds and insects," Marisol explained. "Chickens help keep pests down, and in return we give them food and water. Farming is all about partnerships."

After the almond harvest, they visited the compost heap behind the barn. It looked like a pile of leaves and vegetable scraps, but when grandad Guillermo turned it with a fork, steam rose from inside.

"Is it... cooking?" Young Guillermo asked, stepping back.

"Kind of," Marisol said. "The heat comes from tiny organisms breaking everything down. In a few months, this will be rich soil full of nutrients for our trees."

"So even rubbish can turn into something good?" Presi asked.

"Organic rubbish, yes," Marisol replied. "That’s why composting is so important."

Before they left, María brought out bread, cheese, and fresh figs for everyone. Chispas appeared again, hopeful, but young Guillermo held his sandwich






	Olive trees can live for hundreds of years and have leaves adapted to hot, dry climates.

	Chickens are natural pest controllers on farms.

	Composting turns organic waste into nutrient-rich soil through natural decomposition.
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