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The Journey of a Button

Yavuz DEMIRKIRAN



Maya loved market day. Her red coat had six big yellow
buttons, and she counted them as she walked. The market was
full of sounds and smells. "Don't lose anything," her mother
said. Maya touched each button to check. But the crowd
pushed and pulled, and one little button popped off. It rolled
away, tiny and bright, into the busy market.
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The yellow button bounced over the cobblestones and landed
near a tailor's stall. Mr. Tailor was tall and thin with round
spectacles. He spotted the button shining like a tiny sun. "A
fine button!" he said, picking it up. He polished it with his
apron. "Someone will miss you," he said. He put it in his
pocket for safekeeping.




Mr. Tailor kept the button safe in his pocket. He showed it to
his customers. "See this fine button?" he said. "It will find its
way home." But a little bird named Pip was watching. Pip had
glossy black feathers and a bright orange beak. He loved shiny
things. He swooped down and snatched the button from the
tailor's hand!




Pip flew high over the market. The button glittered in his beak.
He landed on a lamppost to admire his treasure. "What a shiny
toy!" he chirped. But the button was not a toy. It was too small
to eat and too hard to peck. Pip grew bored. He dropped the
button, and it fell, fell, fell into a basket of yarn.

4



Granny Jo was a toy maker. She had a purple shawl and a
warm smile. She found the button in her yarn basket. "Well,
hello, little button," she said. "You look like you need a job."
She sewed the button onto a handmade toy rabbit. The button
became the rabbit's nose. "Perfect!" said Granny Jo. "Now you
have a purpose.”




The toy rabbit with the yellow button nose sat in Granny Jo's
window. Children passing by would point and smile. "Look at
the rabbit's bright nose!" they said. The button felt proud. It
had a new job. But sometimes, at night, it wondered about the
child who had lost it. Would it ever go home?
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One day, a little girl with two braids stopped at the window. It
was Maya! She had saved her pocket money to buy a toy. She
saw the rabbit with the yellow button nose and gasped. "That
button looks like mine!" she said. Granny Jo heard her and
came out. "Did you lose a button?" she asked.
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Maya nodded. "It popped off my coat at the market," she said.
Granny Jo smiled. "This button has had quite an adventure,"
she said. "A tailor kept it safe, a bird carried it away, and now
it's the nose of my toy rabbit." Maya's eyes widened. "Wow!"
she said. "It met all those people?"
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Granny Jo held up the toy rabbit. "Would you like to hear the
story?" she asked. Maya nodded eagerly. Granny Jo told her
about Mr. Tailor and Pip the bird. Maya listened with her
mouth open. "The button is famous!" she said. Then she looked
at the rabbit. "But it's your nose now," she said. "I can't take
it."




Granny Jo's eyes twinkled. "I have an idea," she said. She
snipped the threads carefully. "This button belongs to you," she
said. "But I will sew a new nose on the rabbit—a bright blue
one!" She did, and the rabbit looked even better. Then she
handed the yellow button to Maya. "Here you are," she said.
"Take it home."
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Maya held the button tightly. "Thank you, Granny Jo!" she said.
She skipped all the way home. She told her mother the whole
story. "A tailor, a bird, and a toy maker!" she said. "All because
of one little button." Her mother smiled. "What a journey!" she
said. "Will you sew it back on your coat?"
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Maya shook her head. "I have a better idea," she said. She
found a piece of red ribbon and tied the button around her
neck like a necklace. "Now I can wear it every day," she said.
"And I will remember all the people who helped it." She
touched the button gently. "Thank you," she whispered.
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The next market day, Maya wore her button necklace. She saw
Mr. Tailor and waved. "I found my button!" she called. Mr.
Tailor laughed. "And I see it found you!" he said. Then Maya
saw a glossy black bird with a white feather on its wing. "Pip!"
she said. She showed him the button. Pip chirped and flew
away.
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Maya visited Granny Jo's stall. The rabbit with the blue nose
sat in the window. "It looks happy," Maya said. Granny Jo
nodded. "And so does your button," she said. "It brought us all
together." Maya smiled. She liked thinking about the button's
adventures. It had connected a tailor, a bird, a toy maker, and
a child.




That night, Maya put the button on her pillow. She thought
about how one small thing could travel so far. "You are not just
a button," she said. "You are a story." She closed her eyes and
dreamed of markets and birds and kind hands. The button
shone in the moonlight, happy to be home.
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And if you ever lose something small, remember the journey of
the yellow button. It might just meet a tailor, a bird, and a toy
maker. And it might come back to you with a wonderful story.
For even ordinary things can connect us in unexpected ways.
Maya learned that a button is never just a button—it is a little
piece of the world.
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