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The Boy and the
Reindeer

Cinar BIBER



In a small village at the edge of the northern forest, an eight-
year-old boy named Leo stood at his window, watching the first
snow of winter. He had warm light brown skin, tousled dark
brown hair, and large, round hazel eyes full of wonder. A
mustard yellow sweater kept him cozy, and his red boots were
ready for adventure. In his satchel, he carried a sketchbook
and pencils, just in case.



Leo's grandmother, with her silver curly hair in a bun and
warm crinkled eyes, joined him by the window. She wore her
green apron and a small wooden compass pendant around her
neck. 'The reindeer are on the move,' she said softly. 'They
follow the seasons, always traveling to find the best food.'
Leo's eyes widened. 'T want to see them!' he whispered. His
grandmother smiled. 'Then you must be patient and curious.'
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The next morning, Leo pulled on his red boots and stepped
into the snowy yard. The air was crisp, and the trees sparkled
with frost. Suddenly, he heard a soft jingle. Out of the mist
came a large reindeer with soft brown-grey fur, a creamy neck
and chest, and broad antlers. Around its neck was a woven red
collar with a small brass bell. The reindeer looked at Leo with
gentle, dark eyes.
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'‘Hello,' said Leo, his breath puffing in the cold. The reindeer
dipped its head and jingled its bell. 'I am Rangifer,' said the
reindeer in a warm, low voice. 'I am on my way south for the
winter.' Leo's heart raced. 'May I come with you? I want to
learn about your travels.' Rangifer nodded. 'Climb on my back,
and I will show you the northern habitats.'
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Leo climbed onto Rangifer's sturdy back and held on to the red
collar. They set off through the snowy forest, where tall pine
trees wore white blankets. 'In winter, I dig through the snow to
find lichen,' Rangifer explained. 'My broad hooves help me
walk on top of the snow.' Leo pulled out his sketchbook and
drew the snowy forest, writing "Winter: snowy forest' in his
neat handwriting.



They traveled for hours, and the snow grew deeper. Rangifer's
breath made little clouds. 'Many animals depend on this snowy
habitat,' he said. 'The snow keeps the ground warm for plants,
and it gives us water when it melts.' Leo saw tracks of a fox
and a hare in the snow. He added them to his sketch, along
with a note: 'Snow is important for wildlife.'
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As the days grew longer, the snow began to melt. 'Spring is
coming,' said Rangifer. 'We must move again, to the green
summer lands.' They journeyed north, following the melting
snow. The forest changed: buds appeared on trees, and birds
sang. 'In spring, new plants grow, and I eat fresh shoots,’

Rangifer said. Leo drew the budding trees and the flowing
streams.



They crossed a wide, rushing river on a wooden bridge. 'Many
reindeer swim across rivers during migration,' Rangifer told
him. 'But this bridge makes it easier for us.' Leo looked down
at the clear water and saw fish swimming. He sketched the
river and wrote, 'Spring: rivers and new plants.' The air
smelled of earth and flowers.




Soon they reached the green summer lands, where the sun
shone late into the night. 'Here, the grass is rich and sweet,'
said Rangifer, munching happily. 'In summer, I eat grasses and
leaves to grow strong for winter.' Leo saw butterflies and bees
among the wildflowers. He drew the green fields and wrote,
'‘Summer: green lands and midnight sun.'
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Rangifer showed Leo a map he carried in his mind. "We travel
in a big circle,' he said. 'In winter, we go south to the snowy

forest. In spring, we move north to the green lands. In autumn,
we go back south again.' Leo's eyes sparkled. 'l will make a
map of your migration!' he declared. 'Then I can remember all

the places you go.'



Back at home, Leo spread his sketches on the table. His
grandmother peered through her glasses. 'What a wonderful
adventure!' she said. 'Let's make an illustrated migration map.'
She helped him draw a big circle with arrows, marking each
season. Leo painted the snowy forest for winter, the green
lands for summer, and the rivers for spring. He added tiny
reindeer and animals along the way.
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Leo carefully wrote labels: "Winter: snowy forest — lichen
under snow,' 'Spring: rivers and new plants,' 'Summer: green
lands — rich grass,' 'Autumn: journey south.' His grandmother
tied a small wooden compass pendant to the corner of the
map. 'This will remind you that animals always know which
way to go,' she said. Leo beamed. 'The map is finished!"
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Leo hung the map on his wall. That evening, he heard a
familiar jingle. Rangifer stood outside his window, his red
collar bright against the snow. 'I came to see your map,' said
Rangifer. Leo showed it proudly. 'You got it just right,' said
Rangifer. 'Now you know why we need all these habitats.' Leo
nodded. 'Because wildlife depends on seasonal landscapes!"
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Rangifer nuzzled Leo gently. 'You are a true explorer and
mapmaker,' he said. 'Remember, the northern habitats are
always changing, and so are we.' Leo hugged Rangifer's neck.
‘Will you come back next year?' he asked. 'Of course,' said
Rangifer. 'And you can add more to your map.' With a final
jingle, Rangifer trotted off into the snowy forest.
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Leo watched until Rangifer disappeared. He felt happy and
proud. His grandmother came out with two mugs of hot cocoa.
‘You learned a lot,' she said. 'And you made something
beautiful.' Leo looked at his map. 'I learned that animals need
different places all year long,' he said. 'And I learned that
following the seasons is a wonderful adventure.'

15



From that day on, Leo kept his migration map on the wall and
added new drawings whenever he learned something new. He
shared his map with friends at school, telling them about
Rangifer and the northern habitats. And every winter, when
the first snow fell, Leo would listen for a jingle and smile,
knowing that his friend the reindeer was on his way.
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