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On the following page, you will find a story about Wanda the White-winged Flufftail and what she 

comes into contact with after returning from migration.  These are some of the experiences that 

many birds have to deal with on a daily basis.  The idea behind this activity is to show how 

everything is connected in some way.   

What you will need 

1. The story of Wanda the White-winged Flufftail 

2. Wanda the White-winged Flufftail call out cards 

Have the learners sit in a circle.  Pass around a bowl or container with the cut up call out cards – 

these are highlighted in the story for your convenience.  Each learner needs to draw out a card and 

keep it secret as to which they have.  The learners will all hold hands with their eyes closed as you 

read the story.  When they hear their card name being read, they need to squeeze the person on 

their lefts hand.  This squeeze is past around the circle in a clockwise direction.  Receive a squeeze 

on the right and pass to the left.   

When the story is complete, ask the learners to open their eyes and use the following questions to 

guide your discussion: 

1. What happened in the story to Wanda? 

2. How were the other animals affected in the wetland? 

3. What were the people doing to the wetland? 

4. Name a few things that we can do to protect our country’s wetlands and all the animals that 

live there.    

 

 

 

 

 

 



Wanda the White-winged Flufftail 
By Dr Charmaine Uys, BirdLife South Africa 

 

Have you met Wanda the White-winged Flufftail? She lives in Addis Ababa in Ethiopia. Every year 

Wanda flies south to spend the summer in the same Highveld wetland in South Africa. Wanda thinks 

this is the most beautiful wetland she has ever seen! She loves the tall, green reeds and pretty 

yellow water lilies. It’s a 4 000 km journey south and every year as she gets closer, she gets more and 

more excited about seeing all her friends again. 

 

But this year, when Wanda arrived at her wetland, everything looked different and very, very wrong. 

She looked around in dismay, but all she could see was a great big hole where she once used to 

spend her summers. She started to feel scared. 

 

‘Oh dear,’ moaned Wanda to herself, ‘where is my reedbed? I don’t understand what has happened 

here!’ Wanda looked around some more and then started to call out, ‘Fuff… Fuff…Where are you? 

Fuff, can you hear me? FUFF!’ But her husband Fuff did not answer her. Wanda was starting to get 

really worried. Fuff was always waiting for her when she arrived at the wetland. 

 

Then Wanda heard a strange noise, ‘Kwaak! Sniff, sniff’. She listened carefully. ‘Kwaak! Sniff. Sob’. It 

was coming from behind a rock a little way away, so Wanda went to investigate. 

 

‘Hello?’ she called loudly, ‘Is anybody there?’ 

 

‘Kwaak! Yes, hello, my name is Frikkie the frog,’ croaked a deep voice from behind the rock. Wanda 

walked closer and found a very unhappy frog sitting all alone. 

 

‘Hello, my name is Wanda the White-winged Flufftail. Why are you so sad?’ 

 

‘Kwaak, my wife died last night,’ and Frikkie broke down in tears. Wanda tried to comfort him as 

best she could. After a while she asked, ‘What happened here? Where has our wetland gone and 

why is there a great big hole where the reeds should be?’ She thought he looked old and wise, so 

was certain he could explain. 

 

Frikkie sighed and started telling her the terrible tale: ‘One morning we woke up to this deafening 

rumble in the distance and went to see where the noise was coming from. That army of massive 

monsters was rolling in,’ he said, pointing to the construction vehicles parked in a row. ‘I’ve never 

seen anything like it! That was the beginning of the end.’ Frikkie went very quiet and Wanda was 

afraid he would start crying again, so she encouraged him to go on. 

 

‘What happened next?’ asked Wanda, now full of concern. 

 

‘Those men arrived and took over,’ he said bitterly, pointing to a large group of workers sitting in the 

shade of the vehicles. ‘They definitely don’t work for the farmer who lived here. He would never 

have let this happen to his wetland.’ 



Wanda nodded and replied, ‘You’re right. Our farmer took such good care of this wetland. He didn’t 

burn the whole wetland every year and tried to keep his cattle from spending too much time in the 

wetland so that the water levels and reeds were always just right for us. He also took good care of 

his grasslands so that there was always enough food for his cows to eat. Where are his cattle by the 

way? I haven’t seen them since I arrived.’ Wanda hopped up onto the rock to get a better look. 

 

Frikkie hopped up next to her and shook his head. ‘I haven’t seen either the farmer or his cattle since 

those monsters arrived and started digging that big pit,’ he said in his croaky deep voice. ‘Do you see 

that big pile of sand over there?’ and he pointed, squinting into the sun. ‘That’s where those new 

men dump all the sand they’ve been digging out of the wetland. Every day the pit gets deeper, the 

pile of sand grows higher and more monsters move up and down.’ 

 

Wanda frowned, still not really understanding why this had happened to her wetland. Then she 

noticed another pile of black rocks. ‘What are those black rocks over there?’ she asked curiously. 

 

Frikkie croaked angrily, ‘Kwaak! Those black rocks are the reason we have lost our home. Look’, he 

said pointing at a truck that was trundling down the road, piled high with coal. ‘Those men have 

been digging out the black rocks from deep under the wetland. Those rocks must be very important 

or valuable or something, because when the men find them they all shout. They load the black rocks 

onto those monsters and then take the black rocks away down that new road.’ Frikkie pointed to a 

freshly built gravel road crossing the top end of the wetland. 

 

Wanda flapped her wings and flew up into the air a little to get a better look at the new road. ‘Oh 

dear,’ she said, ‘what is going to happen when the heavy rains come?’ 

 

‘That’s what will happen!’ and Frikkie pointed at a huge erosion donga in what looked like it had 

been a road, but now all the soil had washed away. What was once a beautiful and healthy wetland 

was now destroyed. There weren’t enough plants left to slow down the water when it rained 

heavily, or to hold the water like a sponge for later on when it was hot and dry. 

 

Wanda was feeling a bit embarrassed about asking so many questions, but she kept seeing things 

that she didn’t recognise or understand. ‘What are all those white things floating in the puddle over 

there?’ asked Wanda, pointing to plastic bags and other litter. 

 

‘The men bring them and just throw them down. They don’t care. Stay away from those white 

things!’ warned Frikkie. ‘Eddie the Egret got his foot stuck in one the other day and got badly hurt. 

Oh, and if you hear a load bang, run for your life! Those men pointed something at Lelanie the 

Wattled Crane last week. Then I heard a loud bang and she fell down dead. I don’t know what has 

happened to her baby now,’ and he started sniffing again. 

 

‘Oh dear!’ wailed Wanda, ‘I’m so sorry about Eddie and Lelanie! How terrible!’ She waited a moment 

and then continued softly, ‘May I ask what happened to your wife?’ 

 



Frikkie sighed, swallowed hard, and then said in a shaky voice, ‘Can you smell that awful sour smell?’ 

Wanda nodded. ‘When that stinky smell started the water also started to taste bad and got very 

dirty,’ he explained. ‘That’s why my wife got sick. She died last night,’ and he started crying again. 

 

Wanda put her wing around him and just let him cry for a bit. She felt so sorry for him... and for 

herself. She wondered where her husband was. Eventually she decided she needed to do something 

about it, so she tucked her wing back in and asked, ‘Have you seen my husband, Fuff, or his friends?’ 

 

‘No,’ replied Frikkie through his sobs. ‘I think you should leave. Kwaak! There’s nowhere left here for 

you to spend the summer and it is too dangerous to stay here!’ 

 

‘But where will I go?’ cried Wanda, ‘I have to find Fuff first’. This was the only wetland she had ever 

spent her summers in. 

 

‘I don’t know,’ sobbed Frikkie, ‘but you had better leave fast! That monster is coming right towards 

us! Kwaak!’ He pointed at a bulldozer and leaped off his rock. ‘Good bye Wanda,’ he called over his 

shoulder. ‘Take good care of yourself and get out of here FAST!’ 

 

That was the last she ever saw of Frikkie the frog, or her beloved wetland. It was a very sad day for 

Wanda the White-winged Flufftail. 

 



Wanda the White-winged Flufftail call out cards 

 

 

Wanda the White-
winged Flufftail / 

Wanda 

Wetland / 
wetlands 

Reeds / Reed bed Water lilies 

Rock / rocks Frikkie the frog / 
Frikkie 

Construction 
vehicles 

Workers 

Farmer Cattle Water Grasslands 

Sand Sun Coal Soil 

Plants 
 

Rains Eddie the Egret / 
Eddie 

Lelanie the Wattled 
Crane / Lelanie 


