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Noah loved summer evenings. He would run to the meadow

behind his house, his green sneakers brushing the tall grass.

His red backpack bounced with a notebook inside. As the sun

set, tiny lights flickered on and off. "Fireflies!" Noah

whispered, his dark-brown eyes wide. He watched them dance

like little stars come down to play.
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Every night, Noah counted the fireflies. He wrote the numbers

in his notebook with a pencil. Last summer, there were so

many lights the meadow looked like a twinkling sky. This

summer, there were fewer. Noah frowned and chewed his

pencil. "Where did they all go?" he wondered. His bright

curious smile faded a little.
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The next day, Noah visited his neighbor, Mrs. Hale. She lived

in a small house with a purple door. Her silver hair was in a

neat bun, and her round glasses sparkled. "Mrs. Hale," Noah

said, "do you remember when there were more fireflies?" She

nodded sadly. "Oh yes, long ago, the meadow glowed every

night."
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Mrs. Hale poured lemonade, and they sat on her porch. "When

I was a girl, we had no bright outdoor lights," she said. "The

nights were dark, and the fireflies loved it." Noah opened his

notebook. "So bright lights make them disappear?" he asked.

Mrs. Hale nodded. "That, and losing their homes when fields

are paved over."
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Noah walked home slowly, thinking hard. His mother was in

the kitchen, her black ponytail swinging as she chopped

vegetables. "Mom," Noah said, "the fireflies are disappearing

because of bright lights and lost habitats." His mother set

down the knife. "That's a big problem," she said gently. "But

maybe we can help."
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Noah had an idea. "What if we turn off unnecessary outdoor

lights for one evening?" he said. "Then the meadow will be

dark, and the fireflies might come back!" His mother smiled.

"That's a wonderful idea, Noah. Let's make posters and tell the

neighbors." They sat at the table with paper and crayons,

drawing fireflies and writing invitations.
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The next day, Noah and his mother walked from house to

house. They gave everyone a poster. "Please join us for a

Lights-Off Evening," Noah said. "We want to help the fireflies."

Most neighbors nodded kindly. But when they reached Mr.

Okafor's house, Noah hesitated. Mr. Okafor's porch light was

the brightest on the street.
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Mr. Okafor was tall and broad-shouldered, with a short beard

and an easy laugh. He wore an orange work shirt and heavy

boots. "Hello, Noah!" he boomed. Noah showed him the poster.

"Your porch light is very bright," Noah said shyly. "Could you

switch it off for one evening?" Mr. Okafor scratched his head.

"I like my light," he said. "But tell me why."
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Noah explained about light pollution and how fireflies need

darkness. He told Mr. Okafor about the meadow and the fewer

lights each summer. Mr. Okafor listened quietly. Then he

smiled. "You know, my grandmother used to tell me stories

about fireflies," he said. "I'd like to see them again. Count me

in, Noah." He shook Noah's hand, and Noah beamed.
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The evening arrived. The sky turned deep blue, then black.

Noah stood in the meadow with his mother and Mrs. Hale. One

by one, the houses around the meadow went dark. Mr. Okafor

switched off his porch light with a click. "Here we go!" he

called. The street grew quiet and dark. Everyone waited,

holding their breath.
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At first, nothing happened. The meadow was black and still.

Noah felt a flutter of worry. Then, near the tall grass, a tiny

light blinked. Then another, and another. "Look!" Noah

whispered. The fireflies were waking up. They rose from the

grass like little glowing seeds. More and more appeared, until

the whole meadow sparkled with gentle light.
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Noah's neighbors gathered at the edge of the meadow. They

spoke in hushed voices. "I've never seen so many!" said Mrs.

Hale. Mr. Okafor laughed softly. "They're beautiful." The

fireflies danced around Noah, their lights reflecting in his

dark-brown eyes. He felt warm and happy inside. His idea had

worked. The darkness had brought the lights back.

12



Everyone sat quietly on the grass. They watched the fireflies

drift and glow. Noah opened his notebook and wrote by the

light of a small flashlight. "Lights off = fireflies on," he wrote.

Mrs. Hale patted his shoulder. "You did a good thing, Noah,"

she said. "You reminded us that darkness can be a gift."
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That night, Noah learned something important. Protecting the

darkness can protect nature. Fireflies need dark nights to find

each other and to shine. Other nighttime creatures need

darkness too. "We should do this every summer," said Mr.

Okafor. "Maybe even every week," added Noah's mother.

Everyone agreed. The meadow would stay a little darker from

now on.
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Noah lay in bed that night, still smiling. He thought of the

fireflies dancing in the meadow. He thought of his neighbors

sitting together in the dark. He thought of Mrs. Hale's stories

and Mr. Okafor's laugh. His notebook lay on his pillow, full of

new notes and a drawing of a glowing meadow. He closed his

eyes, happy.
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And from then on, every summer, the neighborhood held a

Lights-Off Evening. The fireflies returned, summer after

summer. Noah grew taller, but he never stopped watching the

meadow. He learned that even small actions can make a big

difference. And sometimes, the best way to see the light is to

turn off the lights and let the darkness glow.
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