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The Boy and the Little
Heron

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Every morning, a boy named Leo walked down the gravel path
to the wetland with his canvas satchel bouncing at his side.
His yellow rain boots squeaked on the damp boards of the
wooden walkway. Tall reeds whispered on both sides of the
path, and the water shone like a mirror under the wide, soft
sky. Leo loved this quiet place more than anywhere else.
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Leo was nine years old, small and slim, with warm light brown
skin and short black hair with a fringe. A few freckles dotted
his round nose. He wore his red shirt and olive green shorts,
and his satchel held a sketchbook and pencils. He wanted to
draw every bird, every reed, and every ripple of the wetland.
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On his first morning, Leo sat on a flat log and opened his
notebook. Suddenly, a little heron stepped out of the reeds. It
had soft blue-grey feathers, a white chest, long thin legs, and
round amber eyes. A tiny crest of wispy feathers waved on its
head. "Hello," Leo whispered. The heron blinked once and flew
away.



On Tuesday, Leo came back and sat very still on the same log.
He rested his pencil on the page and barely moved at all. The
little heron peeked through the reeds, one round amber eye
watching him. Leo held his breath. The heron took one careful
step forward, then another, then spread its wings and lifted off.
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"Too fast," Leo said softly. "I need to be quieter." That night, he
practiced sitting still at home, counting slowly to one hundred
without wiggling. His little sister giggled and said he looked
like a statue. Leo smiled and kept counting, because he had a
plan to see the little heron again.
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On Wednesday, Leo sat even stiller. He drew a quick line for
the heron's beak, then stopped. The heron took three slow
steps along the water's edge. Its long thin legs lifted high and
careful. Leo watched the little silver band on its leg shine in
the light. Then a dog barked far away, and the heron flew off.
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Leo did not give up. Each day he watched and waited, learning
the heron's quiet ways. He noticed it liked the shallow water
near the tall reeds. He noticed it stood on one leg when it
rested and ruffled its soft blue-grey feathers. "You are teaching
me patience," Leo whispered, and he drew every detail in his

notebook.



On Friday, the heron walked closer than ever before. It
stopped near Leo's log and tilted its head, its round amber
eyes studying him. Leo's heart thumped, but he did not move.
Slowly, his pencil moved across the page. He drew the white
chest, the slim pointed beak, and the wispy crest. The little
heron stayed, as if it trusted him.
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From then on, the heron came every morning to the shallow
water. Leo filled page after page with sketches of his small
blue-grey friend. He drew the water, the tall reeds, and the sky
turning pink. He discovered the heron liked to catch small fish
near the dock. Patient watching was opening a whole wetland
world to him.




One day, Leo's teacher, Ms. Rivera, noticed him sketching
during quiet time. She had curly hair in a loose bun and thin
round glasses. "May I look?" she asked gently. Leo handed her
his notebook, his freckled nose turning pink. She flipped
through the pages slowly. "Leo," she said, "these are
wonderful. You have captured the wetland beautifully."
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Ms. Rivera smiled warmly, her green eyes bright behind her
glasses. "Would you like to share these at our school
exhibition?" she asked. Leo's eyes went wide. "Really? My
heron drawings?" "All of them," she said. That afternoon, Leo
told his friend Maya about the little heron. Maya grinned, her
dark eyes sparkling with excitement.
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Maya wore her orange hoodie and carried her green backpack,
bouncing with energy. "You sat still that long?" she asked,
amazed. Leo laughed. "It took many days. At first the heron
flew away every time." Maya nodded slowly. "So being patient
made it come closer?" she said. "That is the coolest thing I
have heard all week."
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Together, Leo and Maya set up the exhibition in the school
hall. They pinned his sketches on big white boards: the little
heron with its blue-grey feathers, the shining water, and the
tall green reeds. Maya helped straighten each picture. Ms.
Rivera brought a bright blue tablecloth. "Patience and quiet
eyes," Leo wrote on a small card, "let nature come close."
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On exhibition day, children crowded around Leo's drawings.
"Is that really a heron?" someone asked. "How did you get so
close?" Leo stood proudly in his red shirt and yellow boots. He
told them about sitting still, counting to one hundred, and
watching the heron step closer each day. His friends listened
with wide eyes.
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"The wetland is full of wonderful things," Leo said, "if you are
patient enough to see them." Maya handed out little
sketchbooks, and the children drew their favorite pictures. Ms.
Rivera smiled at Leo. The little heron was not at the exhibition,
but Leo knew it was waiting by the reeds, standing on one thin
leg in the shining water.
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That evening, Leo walked home along the gravel path with his
satchel on his shoulder. The reeds whispered, and the water
turned gold in the sunset. He thought of the little heron with
its amber eyes and its wispy crest. His sketchbook was full, but
there were always more pages, and more quiet mornings to
come.
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