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                                                            THE WHITE HERON
[bookmark: _GoBack]Having spoken to the grandmother and given to the sportsman's demands, they are standing in the door waiting for Sylvia to show up. When she comes and stands before them, they start questioning her. A moment had come that Sylvia was thinking about all through. A moment where to the sportsman, she was not to think of anything but 'say what you saw' and just 'say what you know.' But to the little girl, this was one of the most deadening moments she had experienced in her life. And this was the glorious moment to speak of the dead hemlock tree by the green marsh.
Sylvia is reluctant to speak of the experience and the whereabouts of Heron. Her grandmother realizing her hesitation, she threw fretful rebukes on her, and the young girl kind, appealing eyes are looking straight into hers. The older man was rich, and he could make them rich with money; he has already promised it. They are poor now, is the old grandmother shouting because of the hesitation of the young woman? Or I it because of the benefits that came with him talking? Is she old enough to care, or the obsession about money does not go with age? He is so well worth making happy, and he waits to hear the story she can tell.
No, this time she must keep silent! But what is it that has suddenly changed in the young girl to turn her dump? Is it not at this point that opportunity comes once? And has she been nine growing, and now that opportunity is at the doorstep stretching its helping hands that she decides to thrust it aside just for a bird's sake? The murmurs of the green branches are still in her ears, still remembering how the white Heron came flying through the thin air and how they watched the sea and morning together, how she climbed high and heard the birds sing, and Sylvia decides to keep all this for herself. She does not want to give away heron secrets even for such a high price.
After a long silence and the ‘Sylvia we are talking to you' from the grandmother, Sylvia looked down slowly as if thinking of something. Tears are forming in his eyes and dropping to the ground. It seemed a tough decision to make for her but was answered by an arrogant look from her grandmother. The grandmother and the hunter had some murmur and decided to leave Sylvia alone. The day passed quickly for her, and she seemed to have decided; she went to where the old man was. She confessed to the sportsman all that happened in the morning and knew where the white Heron was. But he decided that though he will show him, but would impose some rules. The rule was that don't kill the bird after seeing it. The sportsman was much excited and followed eagerly but stealthy, for he was still in the hunt. 
Sylvia and the sportsman walked slowly and in silence. Not long time had passed, and they finally arrived at where Sylvia and the white Heron had met. "Where is it," the hunter inquired. Sylvia kept silent and shoved his hand to the left. Still leading the way, they came to where the White Heron was lying. This time the hunter took the lead while pulling his arrow from the arrow bag in his back. These are the time the girl realized she had made a mistake. A mistake! Why a mistake and the work of the hunter is to hunt? Sylvia had already started crying, this time in quite a loud voice. Why kill such a beautiful bird? The girl thought to herself. With a smile on his face, a finger in his mouth to tell the little girl to shut up, she placed the arrow in the bow. Suddenly the white Heron woke up and tried to fly the scene. With some experience and sharpness, the sportsman tried his shot, hitting the bird in the wing. All this was happening while Sylvia hid her face with his palms. The white Heron could not move any further, but since it was living near the ocean's shores, it fell in the water. Sportsman stood on the shore intrigued and sad at the same time. He left the place went and took the money from the grandmother, and walked away. Sylvia stays with regret. She missed the bird and the money too. She will never enjoy the happiness that money would have brought and never to fly with the white Heron again. What a loss. 


 
