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On a bright Saturday morning, Sam grabbed his canvas
satchel and raced down the path to the pond. His red sneakers
thumped on the soft earth. He loved this quiet place where
cattails swayed and frogs sang. Today, something new caught
his eye—a flash of emerald green dancing over the water.
"Wow!" he whispered, crouching low. "What are you?"
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It was a dragonfly, slender and shining, with four wings
glittering like stained glass. Its huge glossy eyes sparkled as it
darted and hovered. Sam pulled out his nature notebook and
sketched quickly. "You're the most amazing flyer I've ever
seen," he said. The dragonfly zipped away, but Sam stayed,
watching the pond's busy life. He wanted to know everything
about it.




Sam sat on a flat rock, his brown skin warm in the sun. His
curly black hair bounced as he leaned closer to the water. Tiny
ripples spread where something moved beneath the surface.
"Hello down there," he said. He saw a strange, stubby creature
crawling along a reed. It looked like a little brown insect with
big eyes. "What are you?" he wondered aloud.
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Sam's gap-toothed smile grew as he watched the creature. It
had six legs and a thick body, and it moved slowly underwater.
He wrote in his notebook: "Brown bug in pond." Then he
remembered something from a library book. "Could this be a
dragonfly nymph?" he whispered. He decided to visit the pond
every day to find out. His curiosity buzzed like a bee.
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Each morning, Sam returned to the pond. He drew the nymph
hiding in the weeds and catching tiny water bugs. "You're a
fierce little hunter," he said. He noticed how the nymph's shell
looked tight, as if it might burst. He sketched the pond plants
too—the tall reeds, the floating lilies, the tiny insects skating
on the surface. His notebook filled with pond secrets.
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One warm afternoon, Sam saw the nymph climb a reed. It
clung there, above the water, and stopped moving. Sam held
his breath. "What are you doing?" he whispered. The nymph's
shell began to crack open! Sam's dark brown eyes went wide.
"It's changing!" he gasped. He sat perfectly still, afraid to
blink. This was the most exciting thing he had ever seen.
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Slowly, a new creature pulled itself out of the split shell. Its
body was soft and pale, and its wings were crumpled like tiny
leaves. Sam watched as the wings stretched and dried in the
sun. "You're a dragonfly!" he cheered. The new flyer
shimmered, emerald and amber, before taking its first flight.
Sam felt like he had witnessed a magic trick—but it was real.
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Sam hurried home and wrote everything in his notebook. "Egg,
nymph, adult," he listed. He drew arrows to show the changes.
His mom peeked over his shoulder. "You've learned so much,"
she said. "Your friends would love to see this." Sam's round
face lit up. "I could make a display!" he said. "A pond wildlife
display!" He began planning right away.
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Sam gathered supplies: a big cardboard box, paints, and twigs
from the yard. He painted a blue pond and green reeds. He
made tiny insects from clay and a dragonfly with cellophane
wings. He added labels: "Nymph lives underwater" and "Adult
flies in air." His satchel bulged with notes and drawings. "This
will teach everyone about wetlands," he said proudly.
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Sam worked all week. He drew a life cycle chart with three
stages: egg, nymph, adult. He added facts about wetland
plants and insects. His mom helped him glue everything down.
"Wetlands are busy homes," he wrote in big letters. He
practiced explaining it to his teddy bear. "The nymph breathes
underwater," he told it. "Then it climbs out and changes."
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On Friday, Sam carried his display to the park. His friends
gathered around, their eyes bright with curiosity. "What's all
this?" asked Maya, pointing at the tiny clay nymph. Sam took a
deep breath. "This is a pond wildlife display," he said. "I
studied a dragonfly's life cycle!" He showed them the egg, the
nymph, and the shining adult. His friends leaned in close.
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“The nymph lives in the water for months," Sam explained. "It
catches tiny bugs with its strong jaws. Then one day, it climbs
a reed and breaks out of its skin. Its wings dry, and it flies
away!" His friends gasped. "That's amazing!" said Leo. "I never
knew that!" Sam smiled so wide his gap tooth showed.
"Wetlands are full of surprises," he said.
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Just then, a real dragonfly zipped over the display. Its wings
glittered in the sun. "Look!" cried Sam. "It's just like the one I
studied!" Everyone watched as it hovered and darted. "It's
beautiful," whispered Maya. Sam nodded. "And it started as a
tiny egg in the pond," he said. His friends cheered. They
cheered for the boy and the dragonfly.
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Sam's friends asked questions and shared stories about ponds
they had seen. "I saw a frog once!" said Leo. "I found a water
snail!" added Maya. Sam beamed. "Wetlands are important
homes," he told them. "Lots of creatures grow up there." His
friends nodded. They promised to visit the pond and watch for
life cycles too. Sam felt warm and happy inside.
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That evening, Sam sat by the pond with his notebook. The sun
sank low, painting the water gold. A dragonfly skimmed past,
and he smiled. "Thank you," he whispered. He knew he would
keep watching and learning. His satchel was full of drawings,
but there was always more to discover. Nature's life cycles
were like a story that never ended.
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Sam packed up his display and walked home, tired but proud.
His friends had learned something new, and so had he.
Wetlands were not just muddy water—they were nurseries and
hunting grounds and homes. "I can't wait to teach more
people,"” he said. That night, he dreamed of dragonflies and
ponds, and his heart felt as light as a pair of shimmering
wings.




