


The Boy and the

Fireflies

Çınar BİBER



On warm summer evenings, Leo loved to sit on his front steps

and watch the fireflies. They blinked like tiny lanterns over the

grass. But this summer, the little lights were missing. Leo

waited and waited, but the only glow came from streetlamps

buzzing on every corner. Where had all the fireflies gone?
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Leo was eight years old, with a gap-toothed grin and a green

canvas satchel always slung over his shoulder. He carried a

little brass flashlight on a string, even in daytime. "I'm a night

explorer," he told his sister, Maya. Maya wore two braids and a

bandage on her knee. "Then explore," she said, "and find those

fireflies!"
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Leo explored the whole neighborhood. He checked the garden

behind his house and the path by the fence. He looked under

the old oak tree. The night was bright everywhere, lit by porch

lights and parking-lot lamps. But not one firefly twinkled back

at him. Leo frowned and clicked his flashlight. "Something is

wrong," he whispered.
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The next morning, Leo visited Mrs. Okafor next door. She was

a retired science teacher with round glasses and silver-

streaked hair in a neat bun. She was watering her flowers in a

lavender cardigan. "Mrs. Okafor," Leo asked, "why are there

no fireflies anymore?" She set down her watering can and

thought.
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"Ah," said Mrs. Okafor, wiping her glasses. "I think I know.

Fireflies talk to each other with light. Bright lamps confuse

them. They cannot find each other in all that glow. We call it

light pollution." Leo's big dark eyes grew wide. "So the lights

are keeping them apart?" "Exactly," she said kindly. "Too much

light can hide a lot."
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Leo looked at the lamps on his street, glowing all night long

even when nobody needed them. He thought about the dark,

soft nights he remembered, full of tiny yellow sparks. "Can we

fix it?" he asked. Mrs. Okafor smiled, and her laugh lines

crinkled. "Small changes make big differences, Leo. Let's plan

something together."
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Leo and Mrs. Okafor made a plan at her kitchen table. They

would hold a neighborhood awareness evening in the park.

"We can teach everyone how light pollution hurts wildlife,"

said Leo. He wrote invitations on green paper. Maya drew

fireflies on each one with a yellow crayon. "Can I wear a

costume?" she asked. "Of course," said Leo.
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Maya made herself a cardboard firefly mask with glittery

wings. She handed out flyers to every family on the street. Leo

visited the neighbors too, with his green satchel full of

invitations. Mrs. Okafor baked oatmeal cookies for the

evening. "People will come," she told Leo. "They just need to

learn what you learned." Leo crossed his fingers.
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On the evening of the event, families gathered in the park as

the sky turned purple. Lanterns glowed on the picnic tables.

Leo stood on a small wooden stage and took a deep breath. His

knees felt shaky. "Thank you for coming," he began. "I want to

tell you about fireflies and the dark."
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Mrs. Okafor held up a picture of a firefly glowing in the grass.

"Every bright light left on all night makes it harder for fireflies

to find each other," she explained. "It also confuses birds and

moths and other wildlife." The neighbors leaned forward and

listened. Maya marched around the tables in her mask, wings

wobbling, and the children giggled and followed her.
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Leo showed everyone a simple chart. "We can turn off extra

porch lights after bedtime," he said. "We can use curtains at

night. We can keep only the lights we truly need." His gap-

toothed grin spread across his face. "If we make the night

darker, the fireflies will come back." The neighbors nodded

slowly. Somebody clapped. Then everybody clapped.
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That same night, families walked home together and did

something new. One by one, the extra lights clicked off. The

street grew soft and quiet. Leo stood on his steps and watched

the darkness settle over the neighborhood like a cozy blanket.

"It's not scary," Maya whispered beside him. "It's peaceful,"

Leo agreed. "Now we wait."
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For a few nights, nothing happened. Then, on a Friday, Leo

saw a tiny blink by the fence. Then another. Then ten more!

Fireflies rose from the grass like little floating stars. Leo ran to

get Maya. "They're back!" he shouted. "The fireflies are back!"

Maya danced in her purple rain boots. Mrs. Okafor came

outside and smiled behind her glasses.
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Soon the whole neighborhood was outside, watching the tiny

lights twinkle over lawns and gardens. Owls called softly from

the trees. Moths fluttered in the gentle dark. "You see?" said

Mrs. Okafor. "Darkness can protect wildlife. It is a gift." Leo

felt proud and warm inside. Small changes, he thought, really

can make a big difference.
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The neighbors kept their new habit. Extra lights stayed off

after bedtime, and the night grew dark and safe. Fireflies

twinkled every summer evening after that. Leo still carried his

brass flashlight, but he used it less and less. Some nights, he

didn't need it at all. The fireflies showed him the way.

15



One warm evening, Leo sat on his steps with Maya and Mrs.

Okafor. Fireflies blinked all around them like a gentle, glowing

parade. "You did this," Mrs. Okafor said. Leo looked at the tiny

lights and grinned his gap-toothed grin. "We did this," he said.

"Together." And the whole neighborhood glowed softly in the

dark.
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