


The Boy and the Barn
Swallow

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



In a small town with wide green yards, a boy named Leo
watched the sky every day. He was eight years old, with light
brown skin, messy dark brown hair, and big hazel eyes full of
wonder. Freckles danced across his nose, and when he smiled,
a tiny gap showed between his front teeth. He wore a mustard
yellow t-shirt, blue denim overalls, and red sneakers. In his
green canvas satchel, he always carried a pencil and a rolled
paper map.



Every spring, barn swallows returned to Leo's yard. They were
glossy steel-blue with rusty orange throats and long forked
tails. They swooped and chattered, building mud nests under
the eaves. Leo sat quietly on the porch, watching them glide.
'Hello, little friends,' he whispered. The swallows seemed to
nod as they flew. They were swift, graceful, and loyal,
returning year after year.



Leo loved to observe nature. He kept a small notebook in his
satchel and drew the swallows' forked tails and bright throats.
He noticed how they caught insects in midair and fed their
babies. 'You are the best flyers,' he said. The swallows
twittered back. Leo felt happy watching them. He wanted to
know everything about these wonderful birds.
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One crisp fall morning, the swallows gathered on the
telephone wires. They chattered loudly, as if saying goodbye.
Then, one by one, they flew up and away. Leo watched until
they were tiny specks. ‘Where are you going?' he wondered.
The yard felt empty without them. He missed their cheerful
calls and graceful flight.




Leo decided to find out. He walked to the library and found big
books about barn swallows. He read that they migrate
thousands of miles each fall. 'They fly across the world!' he
gasped. The books showed maps with arrows. Leo borrowed
the books and studied them at home. He learned about
migration and the journey these small birds take.
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Leo spread a big sheet of paper on the floor. With his pencil,
he drew his town at the bottom. Then he traced the swallows'

journey. He drew lines across rivers, mountains, and oceans.
He labeled faraway lands with names he could barely
pronounce. 'They go all the way to South America!' he told his
mom. His eyes sparkled with excitement.
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Each day after school, Leo added more to his map. He drew
tiny swallows along the route. He marked the places where
they might rest. He imagined them flying over forests and
deserts. 'Do they see giraffes?' he asked. 'No, silly,' he laughed
at himself. But the map made the world feel smaller and more
connected.



Leo's map grew colorful and detailed. He used blue for oceans,
green for forests, and yellow for deserts. He drew the
swallows with their forked tails, following the arrows. His
friends asked about it. 'It's the swallows' journey,' Leo
explained. 'They connect our town to faraway places.' His

friends were amazed.



One day, Leo's teacher saw the map. 'What a wonderful
project!’ she said. She invited Leo to share it with the class.
Leo stood proudly and pointed to the route. 'The swallows fly
from our town all the way to South America,' he said. 'They
stop at many places. Nature connects us all.' The class
clapped.



Leo learned that the same swallows that nested in his yard
might visit other towns and countries. He thought about
children in faraway lands watching the same birds. 'We share
the swallows,' he realized. 'We are connected.' He added small
drawings of children waving to the swallows. The map became

a story of connection.




That winter, Leo often looked at his map. He imagined the
swallows flying over warm forests and wide rivers. He
wondered if they missed his yard. 'Come back soon,' he
whispered. He kept the map on his wall. It reminded him that
the world is full of wonders and that nature links us all.
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One spring morning, Leo heard a familiar twitter. He ran
outside. There, swooping over the yard, were the barn
swallows! They landed on the wires and chattered as if telling
stories of their journey. 'You're back!' Leo cheered. He looked
at his map and smiled. The swallows had traveled thousands of
miles, and now they were home.
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Leo watched the swallows build their nests again. He knew
they would stay all summer. He felt happy and grateful. The
map on his wall showed the incredible journey. It reminded
him that even small birds can connect distant places. "You are
travelers,' he said. 'And you bring the world together.'




Leo decided to share his map with the whole town. He hung it
in the library with a note: 'The swallows connect us to the
world.' People stopped to look. They traced the route with
their fingers. 'I never knew!' they said. Leo felt proud. His map
showed that nature connects distant places.
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From that day on, Leo saw the world differently. Every swallow
was a tiny messenger. Every spring brought friends from far
away. He knew that the same birds linked his home to places
he had never seen. '‘What a happy journey!' he thought. And he
smiled his gap-toothed smile, ready for another year of
watching the skies.
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Leo learned that nature is a great connector. The barn
swallows showed him that even small creatures can travel far
and bring people together. He kept his map and his notebook,
always ready for new discoveries. And every spring, he
welcomed the swallows back with joy, knowing they would
return again and again.
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