


The Boy and the Little
Swan

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Every morning, a small boy named Leo pulled on his red rain
boots and yellow t-shirt with the little swan print. He slung his
green canvas backpack over his shoulder and ran down the
path to the lake near his home. The water sparkled, the reeds
whispered, and Leo smiled his bright, curious smile. The lake
was his favorite place in the whole world.
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Leo had light brown skin and short wavy black hair that
bounced when he ran. A few freckles danced across his nose,
and his dark brown eyes were always watching, always
wondering. He liked to sit very still on the grassy bank and
look out at the water. "What will I see today?" he whispered to
himself, hugging his knees.



At the lake lived a swan family. The mother swan was large
and graceful, with white feathers and a long curved neck like a
letter S. Her orange beak had a black base, and a small
numbered band circled one leg. She glided slowly through the
water, calm and watchful, and behind her swam her three

fluffy grey cygnets.



The cygnets were small and round, covered in soft grey down.
Their necks were short, their beaks were tiny and dark, and
their little eyes peeked out at the world. One cygnet had a
faint pale mark on its head, and Leo always looked for it first.
They paddled close to their mother, bobbing like three fluffy
corks.




Leo loved those swans, but he never splashed or shouted near
them. He kept his distance and watched quietly from the bank.
The mother swan turned her calm dark eyes toward him, and
she did not swim away. She seemed to know that this boy was
gentle. The cygnets peeked at him from the reeds, shy and
curious.




One sunny Saturday, the lake filled with visitors. Families
spread out picnic blankets, children ran with sun hats flapping,
and someone carried a camera. A dog on a leash barked
happily at the ducks. Everyone was cheerful, but the lakeside
grew loud and busy. Leo noticed the mother swan pull her
cygnets closer to the reeds.



A little girl in a sun hat skipped right to the water's edge,
waving her arms. "Look, baby swans!" she called. The three
cygnets huddled together, fluff pressed to fluff, and their
mother spread her wide wings just a little. Leo's heart
thumped. He knew the family needed quiet time and space,
just like people do.




Leo thought about his own family. Sometimes when his house
was loud and busy, his mother would say, "Let's have a quiet
minute, just us." Privacy was like that, he realized. Everyone
needs a calm corner now and then. The swans needed theirs
too. They needed a patch of water where nobody crowded
them and nobody shouted.



That evening, Leo sat at the kitchen table with paper, paints,
and his green canvas backpack beside him. He painted a big
white swan with a curved neck and three fluffy grey cygnets.
Then he wrote words in bright, bouncy letters. His mother
leaned over his shoulder. "These are wonderful signs," she
said, and Leo grinned.




"Keep your distance, please!" read one sign. "Stay calm and
quiet," said another. Leo added tiny drawings of reeds, water,
and little swan footprints. He painted arrows pointing to a
good viewing spot on the grassy bank. Each sign was cheerful
and friendly, not scolding at all. He wanted people to smile
when they read them.
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The next morning, Leo carried his signs to the lake in his
green backpack. He hammered small wooden posts into the
soft ground near the water. Then he tied each painted sign in
place, one by one. Red rain boots splashing in the mud, he
stepped back to look. The signs stood like little friendly
helpers, bright against the reeds.
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Visitors came to the lake and stopped to read. The man with
glasses nodded slowly and moved his picnic blanket back from
the edge. The little girl in the sun hat read out loud, "Stay
calm and quiet!" She tiptoed to the viewing spot and sat down.
The dog on its leash settled beside her, and the lakeside grew
softer and still.
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Then something lovely happened. The mother swan glided out
from the reeds, her cygnets paddling behind her in a neat little
line. The three fluffy grey babies bobbed close to her side, and
the one with the pale mark lifted its head to peek at the
visitors. The swans stayed out in open water, calm and
unafraid, while everyone watched quietly.
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Leo sat on the bank with a warm, proud feeling in his chest.
He had helped the swans and his neighbors live happily
together, side by side. The mother swan turned her dark eyes
toward him once more, and he waved a tiny wave. "You're
welcome," he whispered. The cygnets paddled in a circle,
splashing softly in the sunshine.
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From that day on, the signs stayed by the lake, and visitors
kept their distance and stayed calm. Children pointed at the
fluffy cygnets from the viewing spot, and grown-ups smiled at
the friendly painted words. The swan family had the privacy it
needed, and everyone else had a peaceful, happy place to visit.
The lake felt like one big, kind family.
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Leo still comes every morning in his red rain boots, watching
and wondering and smiling his bright smile. He has learned
that wild families need space and quiet, just like people do.
And sometimes the smallest helper, with paper and paint and a
gentle heart, can make a big lake share the world with
everyone.




