-’..,,MYAVUZA L»
ﬁh !

i |[ ’ﬂ" J ). |




The Boy and the Little
Puffin

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



On a bright Saturday morning, the boy pulled on his yellow
raincoat and blue rubber boots. He was visiting the coastal
reserve with his class. His satchel held pencils and paper for
drawing. He hoped to see something exciting. The air smelled
of salt and seaweed, and the waves crashed softly below the
cliffs. The reserve was a special place full of seabirds.
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A tall ranger in a green uniform and wide-brimmed hat met the
children. She showed them a map and pointed to the cliffs.
"This is a seabird reserve," she said. "Many birds come here to
raise their chicks." The boy looked at the cliffs and wondered
what birds lived there. The ranger smiled and led them along a
path.



The boy spotted a small puffin waddling across the grass. It
had black and white feathers, a bright orange beak, and round
dark eyes. The puffin carried a blade of grass in its beak.
"Hello, little puffin!" the boy whispered. The puffin tilted its
head and waddled closer. The boy's eyes widened with delight.
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"That's a puffin," said the ranger, kneeling beside him. "Puffins
are seabirds. They dig burrows in the soft ground to build their
nests." She pointed to a sandy mound. "They use their beaks
and feet to dig. Then they lay one egg inside." The boy
watched as the puffin disappeared into a hole. "So that's their
nesting burrow," he said.




The ranger nodded. "Puffins return to the same burrow every
year. They need safe places to raise their chicks." The boy
learned that puffins eat small fish and spend most of their lives
at sea. But in spring, they come to land to nest. "Their habitat
must be protected," the ranger said. The boy wanted to learn
more.



The boy followed the puffin as it waddled to a burrow. The
puffin popped inside, then came out with a beak full of grass.
It was busy making its nest cozy. The boy giggled. "You're a
hard worker!" he said. The puffin blinked its round eyes and
waddled off again. The boy loved watching the little seabird.
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Suddenly, a group of visitors walked off the path. They stepped
near the burrows, and the puffins got scared. Some puffed up
and ran into their holes. "Please stay on the path!" the ranger
called. "The nesting areas are fragile." The boy saw how the
puffins needed quiet, safe places. He wanted to help.

7



The boy had an idea. "I could make signs!" he said. "Cheerful
signs that tell people to stay on the paths and keep away from
nesting areas." The ranger clapped her hands. "That's a
wonderful idea!" she said. "We need more signs to protect the
puffins." The boy opened his satchel and took out his pencils.
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The boy sat on a bench and drew a big, bright sign. It showed
a puffin with a speech bubble: "Please stay on the path!" He
used yellow and green and blue. He drew a nest with an egg
and wrote, "Keep away from burrows." His gap-toothed grin
grew as he worked. Each sign was cheerful and clear.
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The ranger brought wooden posts and helped the boy place
the signs. They put them along the path where visitors could
see. "These signs will remind everyone to be careful,” the
ranger said. The boy hammered a post with a mallet. The little
puffin waddled by, as if to say thank you. The boy felt proud.
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Soon, visitors read the signs and smiled. "What a good idea!"
said a woman. "We'll stay on the path." The puffins came out of
their burrows again. They waddled and dug and carried grass.
The boy watched the little puffin busy at work. The ranger
patted his shoulder. "You've made a real difference," she said.
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The boy visited the reserve again in the summer. He saw the
little puffin with a tiny chick! The chick had fluffy grey down
and a tiny orange beak. "They raised a chick!" the boy
cheered. The ranger explained that the signs helped keep the
nesting areas safe. The puffin family was thriving. The boy's
heart felt full.
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The boy knew he had helped protect the seabirds and their
home. He made more signs with his class. They painted puffins
and chicks and wrote messages like "Quiet please—nesting
area!" The ranger hung them around the reserve. Everyone
loved the cheerful signs. The puffins nested in peace. The boy
smiled, proud of his work.
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On his last visit, the boy stood on the cliff and watched the
puffins fly out to sea. Their orange beaks flashed in the
sunlight. The little puffin waddled over and stood beside him.
"You're safe here," the boy said. He felt happy knowing the
reserve was a protected home. The puffin seemed to nod.
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The ranger gave the boy a badge that said "Reserve Helper."
He wore it proudly on his yellow raincoat. "Remember," she
said, "seabirds need protected habitats. And you helped make
that happen." The boy looked out at the sea and the cliffs. He
knew he would always care for nature. His satchel still held
pencils, ready for more signs.
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As the sun set, the boy waved goodbye to the little puffin. "See
you next spring!" he called. The puffin flapped its wings and
waddled to its burrow. The boy walked home with a happy
heart. He learned that even small hands can make a big
difference. And the puffins would always have a safe place to
nest.
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