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On a bright Saturday morning, a boy named Leo pulled on his

green rubber boots. He grabbed his small canvas satchel and

ran down the path to the pond. The sun was warm on his light-

brown skin, and his dark-brown eyes sparkled with excitement.

He couldn't wait to see what was waiting at the water's edge.
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At the pond, Leo sat very still on a flat rock. The water was

clear and quiet, and the plants around the edge swayed gently.

Soon, a tiny head popped up—a little freshwater turtle! Its

shell was soft green with faint yellow spots. Leo smiled so wide

his gap-toothed grin showed. "Hello, little turtle," he

whispered.
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The little turtle swam in happy loops, its stubby flippers

paddling fast. It climbed onto a sunny rock and stretched out

its neck. Leo watched with round eyes. "You like to sun

yourself, don't you?" he said. The turtle blinked its big black

eyes as if it understood. Leo felt like he had made a new

friend.
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Then Leo noticed a bigger turtle resting on a log. She had an

olive-green shell with yellow markings and gentle amber eyes.

"That's Mama Turtle," said a voice. It was Leo's neighbor, Mr.

Chen, who often visited the pond. "She's the elder here. She

knows all the best resting spots." Leo waved to her, and she

slowly turned her wrinkled head.
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Mr. Chen explained that turtles need clean water and safe

places to rest. "But this pond is getting muddy," he said. "Too

many plants have been pulled out, and the water isn't as

healthy as it used to be." Leo looked around. The banks were

bare in places, and the water looked a little cloudy. He felt

worried for his new friends.
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Mama Turtle slid off her log and swam slowly to the edge. Leo

saw how carefully she moved, looking for a clean spot to climb

out. The little turtle followed her, but the muddy bank made it

hard. Leo thought, "I want to help them." He remembered the

seeds in his satchel—seeds for native plants that Mr. Chen had

given him.
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"Native plants have strong roots," Mr. Chen said. "They keep

the soil in place and help clean the water. They also give

turtles and other wildlife safe places to hide and rest." Leo

opened his satchel and looked at the little packets of seeds.

"Can I plant some?" he asked. Mr. Chen nodded with a smile.

"That would be a wonderful help."
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Leo and Mr. Chen walked along the pond's edge, choosing

spots where the bank was bare. Leo dug small holes with his

hands and dropped in seeds. He patted the soil gently. "Grow,

little plants," he whispered. The little turtle watched from the

water, its big black eyes following Leo's every move. Mama

Turtle sunned herself nearby, looking calm and wise.
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Every day after school, Leo visited the pond with his watering

can. He watered the seeds and pulled out weeds that might

crowd them. Sometimes the little turtle swam over to say

hello. Leo would sit on the rock and tell the turtle about his

day. The turtle would wiggle its stubby flippers and splash, as

if it were listening.
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Weeks passed, and tiny green shoots pushed up from the soil.

Leo was so excited! He showed Mama Turtle, who was resting

on her log. She blinked her amber eyes slowly, as if to say,

"Well done." The little turtle swam around the new sprouts,

curious and bold. Leo felt proud of the little plants and the

happy turtles.
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Then one morning, Leo saw something wonderful. The plants

had grown tall and strong, with pretty flowers and broad

leaves. The water looked clearer than before. Dragonflies

danced over the surface, and frogs sang from the reeds. "You

did it, Leo!" said Mr. Chen. "These native plants are making

the pond healthy again."

11



Mama Turtle climbed onto the bank and settled under a big

leafy plant. The little turtle followed and found a cozy spot too.

Leo watched as more turtles appeared—some big, some small

—all finding safe places to rest. Birds splashed in the shallow

water, and butterflies floated by. The pond was busy and

cheerful, full of life.
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Leo sat on his favorite rock and smiled. He saw that even small

helping hands can make a big difference. "Healthy ponds

protect wildlife," he said to the little turtle. "And everyone can

help care for nature." The little turtle poked its head out of the

water and seemed to nod. Leo felt warm and happy inside.
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As the sun began to set, the pond glowed golden. Mama Turtle

rested on her log, and the little turtle swam one last loop

before bedtime. Leo packed up his watering can and said

goodbye. "See you tomorrow," he called. The turtles blinked

their eyes, and the frogs croaked a friendly farewell.
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On the walk home, Leo thought about all he had learned. He

had watched the turtles swim and sun themselves. He had

learned that they need clean water and safe places to rest. And

he had helped plant native plants to keep the pond healthy. His

heart felt full, and his gap-toothed smile stretched from ear to

ear.
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That night, Leo looked out his window toward the pond. He

imagined the little turtle sleeping under a leafy plant, safe and

sound. He knew that tomorrow would bring more discoveries

and more chances to help. After all, even a small boy with a

satchel of seeds can make a big difference for wildlife. The

pond was happy, and so was he.
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