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The Boy and the
Fireflies

Cinar BIBER



Every summer night, Sam sat on his back steps and watched
the dark sky fill with tiny, twinkling lights. Fireflies! They
blinked like little stars, floating over the grass. Sam loved
them more than anything. He drew a firefly on his blue T-shirt
with a yellow marker. He clipped a small flashlight to his belt,
ready for adventure. The night hummed with soft insect songs.
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One warm evening, Sam waited on the steps. He watched the
dark sky, but only three fireflies blinked. Last summer, there
had been hundreds! Sam's big brown eyes grew wide. He ran
to the kitchen, where his mom sat reading. "Mom, the fireflies
are disappearing!" he said. His mom looked up, her glasses on
a cord around her neck.




"That's strange, Sam," Mom said gently. She pulled out her
laptop, and they searched together. They learned that bright
artificial lights confuse nighttime insects. The lights make it
hard for fireflies to find mates and food. Sam frowned. "So our
porch light might be scaring them away?" Mom nodded. "It
could be. Maybe we can help." Sam's messy hair stuck up as
he thought.




The next day, Sam made a plan. He would start a dark-sky
awareness project. He drew a poster with a big firefly and the
words: "Turn off extra lights at night!" He printed fun facts
about fireflies. Did you know fireflies glow to talk to each
other? Mom smiled. "Let's share these with the neighbors,"
she said. Sam's gap-toothed grin showed his excitement.
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Sam and Mom walked to the first house. An elderly neighbor
lady with curly white hair in a bun was watering her flowers.
"Hello, dear," she said, adjusting her round glasses. Sam
showed her the poster. "Your bright porch light might confuse
the fireflies," he explained. "Could you turn it off at night?" The
lady looked at her light and frowned.
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"But I like my porch light," the neighbor lady said. "It makes
me feel safe." Sam nodded. "I understand. But fireflies need
darkness to find each other. If we turn off extra lights, they can
glow again." The lady thought for a moment. "Well, I do miss
those little twinkling lights," she said. "All right, dear. I'll try
it."




The neighbor lady switched off her porch light that very night.
Sam beamed. "Thank you!" He gave her a flyer with fun facts.
She read it aloud: "Fireflies are beetles, not flies!" She
chuckled. "Well, I never knew that." She promised to tell her

friends. Sam felt a warm glow inside, even without any fireflies
yet.




Sam and Mom visited more houses. Some neighbors were
unsure, but Sam's gentle voice and bright eyes won them over.
“Just turn off extra lights," he said. "Keep one small light if you
need it." Many people agreed. The neighbor lady even came
along, knocking on doors. "Sam's right," she said. "Let's help
our fireflies."




Each evening, Sam watched the dark sky. At first, only a few
fireflies blinked. But then, more came. They twinkled like tiny
stars over the grass. Sam counted five, then ten, then twenty!
He ran inside to tell Mom. "They're coming back!" he shouted.
Mom hugged him. "Your project is working, Sam!" She smiled
proudly.




The fireflies danced in the darkness. Sam sat on his steps,
watching them glow. His neighbor lady joined him. "I'm so glad
I turned off my light," she said. "The fireflies are beautiful."
Sam nodded. "They need the dark to find their mates and
food," he explained. "And now they can." The lady patted his
shoulder. "You're a smart boy, Sam."
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More and more fireflies appeared each night. The whole
neighborhood noticed. People sat outside to watch the
twinkling lights. Some turned off their porch lights without
being asked. Sam's project had sparked something special.
The dark sky became a stage for the fireflies' glowing dance.
Sam's flashlight stayed off; he didn't need it now.
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One evening, the neighbor lady held a small party in her
garden. Everyone brought flashlights, but they kept them off.
Instead, they watched the fireflies blink. "It's like a fairy ball,"
the lady said. Sam smiled. "Fireflies are beetles," he reminded
her. She laughed. "Well, they're the prettiest beetles I've ever
seen." The night sparkled with tiny lights.
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Sam stood up to speak. "Thank you all for turning off extra
lights," he said. "Small changes can help nature glow again."
The neighbors clapped. The fireflies seemed to clap too,
blinking faster and brighter. Sam's mom wiped a happy tear
from her eye. The neighbor lady gave him a big hug. "You did
this, Sam," she whispered.




That summer, the fireflies returned in swarms. They twinkled
like tiny stars, just as Sam remembered. He kept his flashlight
clipped to his belt, but he rarely used it. The dark sky was full
of light—the gentle, living light of fireflies. Sam knew that with
a little care, nature could shine again. And he had helped
make it happen.




Sam's dark-sky project spread to other streets. People shared
fun facts about fireflies and other wildlife. They learned that
artificial light affects many creatures. Sam felt proud. He had
shown everyone that small changes can make a big difference.
The night sky was darker now, but it glowed with the tiny
lights of fireflies.




On the last night of summer, Sam sat on his steps with Mom
and the neighbor lady. Fireflies swirled around them like living
stars. "I'll never forget this summer," Sam said. His mom
squeezed his hand. The neighbor lady smiled. "Neither will I,
dear." And as the fireflies blinked their gentle goodnight, Sam
knew that even a small boy could help nature glow again.
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