


The Boy and the Little

Heron

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Once there was a boy named Leo. He was eight years old, with

warm light-brown skin and short, messy black hair. His round

face had small freckles on his nose. Leo loved to draw. He

carried a sketchbook and a box of coloured pencils everywhere

he went. One sunny morning, he put on his mustard-yellow t-

shirt, blue shorts, and red sneakers. He was ready for an

adventure.
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Leo walked to a quiet pond near his home. The water was calm

and green. Tall plants grew at the edge, and dragonflies

danced in the air. Leo sat down on the soft grass and opened

his sketchbook. He wanted to draw something beautiful. The

pond was full of surprises. He looked around with his dark

brown eyes, curious and happy.
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Then Leo saw it. A little heron stood at the water's edge. It had

soft grey-blue feathers and a white chest. Its long, thin neck

curved gracefully. Its legs were slim, and its eyes were bright

amber. Leo's heart beat fast. He wanted to draw the heron

more than anything. He picked up his pencil and started to

sketch.
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But the heron was shy. It saw Leo move and lifted its wings.

With a soft flap, it flew away over the pond. Leo sighed. His

drawing was only half done. He looked at the empty water.

"Please come back," he whispered. But the heron was gone.

Leo felt sad. He closed his sketchbook and walked home

slowly.
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At home, Leo's mother saw his sad face. She wore a green

apron over her cream blouse. "What's wrong, Leo?" she asked

kindly. Leo told her about the heron. "It flew away before I

could draw it," he said. His mother smiled. "Maybe you need to

be patient," she said. "Sit quietly and wait. Nature comes to

those who wait."
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The next day, Leo went back to the pond. He sat quietly on the

grass. He did not move. He did not make a sound. He waited

and watched. The pond was full of life. He saw fish swimming

and frogs jumping. But no heron came. Still, Leo kept waiting.

He drew the pond and the plants. He practised being patient.
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Day after day, Leo returned to the pond. Each time, he sat a

little quieter. Each time, he waited a little longer. He drew the

water, the reeds, and the sky. His sketchbook filled with

pictures of the pond. His mother framed some of his drawings.

"Your patience is growing," she said. Leo smiled. He liked

sitting by the pond.
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One morning, Leo saw a flash of grey-blue. The little heron

was back! It stood at the water's edge, looking at him. Leo

held his breath. He did not move. The heron took a step closer.

Then another. Leo slowly picked up his pencil. He began to

draw. The heron watched him with its bright amber eyes. It did

not fly away.
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Leo drew the heron's long curved neck and its white chest. He

drew its slim legs and small yellow beak. The heron stood still,

as if it knew it was being drawn. Leo felt a warm glow inside.

He had been patient, and now the heron trusted him. He

finished his drawing with a happy heart. The heron stayed by

the pond all morning.
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From that day on, the heron came to the pond often. Leo

learned to watch nature carefully. He noticed how the heron

moved slowly and gracefully. He saw how it caught fish with a

quick dip of its beak. He drew the heron in many poses. His

drawings grew better and better. He drew the pond, the

plants, and his new bird friend.
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Leo's teacher, Mr. Reed, saw his drawings. He wore round

glasses and a blue cardigan. "These are wonderful, Leo!" he

said. "You should share them with everyone." Leo's mother

helped him frame more pictures. She held up a framed

drawing and smiled. "Let's have a nature exhibition," she said.

Leo's eyes grew wide. He loved the idea.
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Mr. Reed invited the whole class and the town to come. He

held his clipboard and wrote down all the plans. Leo chose his

best drawings. There were pictures of the heron, the pond, and

the plants. He even drew a picture of his mother in her green

apron. The day of the exhibition arrived. The room was full of

people.
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Everyone loved Leo's drawings. They saw the little heron in

many poses. They saw the calm pond and the tall reeds. "How

did you draw so well?" asked a girl. Leo smiled. "I learned to

be patient," he said. "I sat quietly and waited. The heron came

to me." The people clapped. Leo felt proud and happy.
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The little heron stood at the edge of the pond in one of the

drawings. Its amber eyes seemed to shine. Leo's mother stood

beside him, holding his hand. "You see," she said, "patience

brings wonderful things." Leo nodded. He looked at his

drawings. They were not just pictures. They were memories of

quiet mornings and a special friend.
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Leo kept visiting the pond. The heron was always there,

waiting for him. They had become friends. Leo drew new

pictures every week. His sketchbook was full of nature's

beauty. He learned that patience was like a key. It opened the

door to discovery. And the little heron was the best discovery

of all.
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And so, the boy and the little heron shared many peaceful

days. Leo's drawings became a beautiful nature exhibition that

everyone enjoyed. He learned that when you sit still and wait,

nature shows you its secrets. Patience encourages discovery.

And with a sketchbook in hand, Leo was always ready for the

next wonderful surprise.
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