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The Boy and the
Seahorse Meadow

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Theo loved the ocean more than anything. He wore a blue T-
shirt with a cartoon seahorse on it every chance he got. His
curly black hair was cropped close, and his round glasses often
slipped down his nose. In his green canvas satchel, he kept a
magnifying glass on a string and a small notebook full of ocean
facts. He dreamed of seeing a real seahorse one day.
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One sunny morning, Theo's grandma Rosa came to visit. She
wore her lavender cardigan and a woven straw sun hat.
"Theo," she said with a warm smile, "would you like to visit a
secret seagrass meadow?" Theo's dark brown eyes grew wide.
"A real meadow? In the ocean?" Grandma Rosa nodded. "It's a
special place where seahorses live. Let's go see."

2



They drove to the shore and walked to a quiet cove. Grandma
Rosa pointed to the shallow water. "Look closely," she said.
Theo put on his glasses and peered through his magnifying
glass. Below the surface, green seagrass swayed like a forest.
Tiny fish darted between the blades. Then Theo saw something
golden-orange curled around a stem. "A seahorse!" he
whispered.



The seahorse was about the length of Theo's thumb. Its
golden-orange body was covered in pale speckles, and its tail
curled tightly around a blade of seagrass. It had bright black
eyes and a long snout. "That's Pip," Grandma Rosa said softly.
"He's been here for weeks. Watch how he uses the seagrass."
Theo's grin showed the gap between his front teeth.
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Pip rested among the seagrass, his curled tail holding on like a
tiny hand. "Seahorses need seagrass to rest," Grandma Rosa
explained. "It's their safe place to hide, too." Theo noticed how
the green blades hid Pip from bigger fish. He pulled out his
notebook and wrote: Seahorses hold on with their tails. He
drew a quick sketch of Pip wrapped around the stem.
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Theo wanted to share this with his best friend, Mira. The next
day, they met at the cove. Mira wore her yellow rain jacket and
teal rubber boots. Her black hair was in two braids, and a
pencil was tucked behind her ear. "I brought my waterproof
notebook," she said. "Let's record everything we see." Theo led
her to the seagrass meadow.



Mira crouched low and studied the water. "I see Pip!" she said,
pointing. Her hazel eyes sparkled. "He's so tiny!" Theo showed
her his sketch. "He uses the seagrass to hold on," Theo said.
“"And to hide and rest." Mira nodded and wrote in her
notebook. "We should tell everyone how important seagrass
is." Theo thought for a moment. "Maybe we can build a model
to show them."




Back at home, Theo spread out his supplies: a small cardboard
box, green paper strips, clay, and blue cellophane. "We'll make
a seagrass meadow," he said. Mira helped cut the paper into
long, wavy blades. They twisted them together to look like real
seagrass. Theo molded a tiny seahorse from orange clay and
stuck it to a paper stem. "This will show how seahorses hold
on," he said.
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They worked all afternoon. Theo's knee scraped on the floor as
he knelt to arrange the seagrass. Mira drew a mini ocean
background with blue waves and a bright sun. They added tiny
shells and a sign that said "Protect Seagrass." "Now people
will see why seagrass matters," Mira said, tucking her pencil
behind her ear.




On Saturday, Theo and Mira set up their model at the local
library. A crowd of kids and parents gathered around. Theo's
heart beat fast, but he took a deep breath and spoke.
"Seahorses like Pip need seagrass to hide and rest," he said.
“They hold on with their tails. When we protect seagrass, we
protect seahorses and many other animals." People leaned in
to look at the tiny orange seahorse.
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A little girl asked, "How can we help?" Mira stepped forward.
"We can keep the beach clean and never pull up seagrass," she
said. "And we can tell others about it." Grandma Rosa,
standing nearby in her straw hat, smiled proudly. Theo felt
warm inside. He knew that even small actions could make a
big difference.
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That afternoon, they returned to the cove. Theo peered
through his magnifying glass and found Pip curled around a
blade of seagrass, just like in his model. "He's safe," Theo
whispered. Mira drew a quick sketch in her notebook. "Our
model helped people understand," she said. "Maybe they'll
help protect this place."
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Theo watched Pip sway gently with the seagrass. He thought
about all the creatures that depended on the underwater
plants. "You know," he said to Mira, "protecting plants helps
marine animals stay safe and happy." Mira nodded. "And it all
started with a tiny seahorse." Theo smiled, his gap-toothed
grin wide.




Grandma Rosa joined them. "I'm proud of you both," she said.
“You used your curiosity and teamwork to make a difference."
She gave Theo a small shell from her pocket. "Keep this to
remember Pip and the seagrass meadow." Theo held the shell
tightly. He knew he would never forget.
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Back at home, Theo placed the shell on his desk next to his
model. He opened his notebook and wrote: Today I learned
that seagrass is a home. He drew a picture of Pip with his
curled tail wrapped around a green stem. Then he added a
note: Protect plants to protect animals. He couldn't wait to
learn more about the ocean.




And whenever Theo visited the cove, he looked for Pip. The
little seahorse was always there, holding on with his tail, safe
among the swaying green blades. Theo knew that as long as
the seagrass grew, seahorses and many other sea animals
would have a place to hide, rest, and be happy. He smiled,
ready for his next ocean adventure.
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