?Ia\\ysel Banu YAVUZAL




The Little Crested
Porcupine

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



Once upon a time, in a forest full of tall trees and soft moss,
lived a little crested porcupine. He had warm brown fur, a
cream belly, and a crest of black-and-white quills that stood up
like a crown. His big dark eyes sparkled with curiosity, and his
tiny pink nose twitched at every new smell. He loved to
explore, but he often forgot things, like where he was going or
what he was told.



One sunny morning, the little porcupine followed a trail of
dancing butterflies deep into the woods. The butterflies led
him to a hedge so thick and green that it looked like a wall.
But there was a small gap, just big enough for a round little
porcupine to squeeze through. He pushed his quills through
the leaves and tumbled into the most wonderful place he had

ever seel.




It was a secret garden! Flowers of every color bloomed in neat
rows, and a little stream sang as it flowed over smooth stones.
The air smelled of honey and fresh grass. In the middle stood a
very old tortoise, as big as a wheelbarrow. His shell was moss-
green and gold, with softly glowing patterns, and he wore a
vine collar with a glowing blue flower. His amber eyes twinkled
behind tiny spectacles.




"Hello, little one," said the tortoise in a slow, kind voice. "I am
the keeper of this garden. It is a magical place, full of
wonders." The porcupine's eyes grew wide. "I'm a crested
porcupine,” he said. "I found a gap in the hedge! Can I look
around?" The tortoise smiled. "You may, but you must stay on
the path and not dig up the flowers. The magic depends on it."
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The porcupine promised to be careful. He followed the tortoise
along a winding path made of smooth pebbles. They passed a
bush with berries that shimmered like jewels and a tree whose
leaves tinkled like tiny bells. The tortoise showed him a pond
where fish made rainbows in the water. "This is amazing!"
cried the porcupine, his quills quivering with delight. He had
never seen such a place.




The tortoise told him about the garden's magic. "Long ago, I
planted a seed of kindness here," he said. "The garden grew
around it, and now it gives joy to all who respect it." The
porcupine listened, but his mind was already racing ahead. He
wanted to explore every corner. He promised again to stay on
the path, but his little feet were itchy to run and dig.
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As the days passed, the porcupine visited the garden often. He
and the tortoise became friends. They played hide-and-seek
among the flowers and shared sweet berries. The tortoise
taught him the names of plants and the songs of birds. The
porcupine loved the garden more than anything. But
sometimes, when he was excited, he forgot the rule about
staying on the path.



One afternoon, the porcupine saw a patch of soft earth just off
the path. It looked perfect for digging. His quills tingled with
excitement. "Just a little dig," he thought. "The tortoise won't
mind." He forgot his promise and began to dig. Dirt flew
everywhere, and flowers were uprooted. He dug deeper and
deeper, laughing with joy, not noticing the garden growing
darker.




Suddenly, the colors of the flowers faded. The stream stopped
singing. The glowing patterns on the tortoise's shell dimmed.
The tortoise appeared, his amber eyes sad. "Oh, little
porcupine,” he said softly. "You forgot your promise. The
garden's magic is fading because you dug up the flowers." The
porcupine looked around and saw the mess he had made. His
heart sank.




“I'm sorry!" cried the porcupine, his quills drooping. "I didn't
mean to hurt the garden. I was just so excited." The tortoise
nodded slowly. "I know you are sorry. But friendship means
respecting boundaries. When we forget, we must make things
right." The porcupine felt terrible. He wanted to fix everything.
"What can I do?" he asked. "I'll do anything!"
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The tortoise led him to a small patch of dirt. "First, we must
say sorry to the garden," he said. The porcupine whispered an
apology to the flowers and the stream. Then the tortoise gave
him a tiny watering can and a bag of seeds. "We will replant
the flowers and care for them together. It will take time and
patience, but the magic will return if we work as friends."
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The porcupine worked hard. He dug small holes, but only
where the tortoise told him. He planted seeds and watered
them gently. His quills got muddy, and his little legs grew
tired, but he didn't stop. The tortoise worked beside him,
humming a soft tune. Slowly, tiny green shoots appeared. The
porcupine's eyes widened with hope. "They're growing!" he
squealed.




Day after day, the porcupine returned to the garden. He
watered the new plants and pulled weeds. He stayed on the
path unless the tortoise said it was okay to step off. The
tortoise taught him how to care for each flower. The porcupine
learned to be patient. And as the flowers grew, the garden
began to sparkle again. The stream sang, and the tortoise's
shell glowed brighter.




One morning, the porcupine arrived to find the garden
bursting with color. The flowers he had planted were
blooming, and the air was full of butterflies. The tortoise's
shell shone with a warm golden light. "You did it, little friend,"
said the tortoise. "You respected the garden and made things
right. The magic is stronger than ever." The porcupine's heart
swelled with pride and happiness.
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From that day on, the porcupine and the tortoise were best
friends. They played together every day, but the porcupine
always remembered to stay on the path and not dig up the
flowers. He learned that friendship means respecting
boundaries and that saying sorry and making amends can heal
even the saddest hearts. The secret garden remained bright
and magical, a special place for two true friends.
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And if you ever find a gap in a hedge, maybe you'll peek
through and see them: a little crested porcupine with black-
and-white quills and a magical tortoise with a glowing shell,
playing happily among the flowers. They will wave at you, and
the tortoise will smile, for the garden's magic is shared with all
who respect it. The end.




