


The Little Coendou

Aysel Banu YAVUZAL



High in the green treetops lived a little coendou. He was small
and round, about the size of a large pear. His soft quills were
reddish-brown with pale yellow tips. His little tail curled
around a branch like a soft rope. He loved the quiet. The
leaves whispered. The wind hummed. And the little coendou
smiled his shy smile.




Every morning, the little coendou woke up slowly. He nibbled
on a leaf and watched the sun peek through the leaves. He
listened to the birds and the buzzing bees. He liked to be
alone. Quiet was his favorite thing. It made him feel warm and
safe, like a cozy blanket of leaves. He hoped nothing would
ever change.



One day, a new sound came through the trees. It was a soft,
slow rustle. The little coendou peeked around a branch. There
was a sloth! The sloth had shaggy grey-brown fur and a pale
cream face. His long arms moved very, very slowly. He smiled
a sleepy, gentle smile. 'Hello,"' said the sloth in a slow voice. 'l
am just passing by.'




The little coendou felt shy. He curled his tail tighter around the
branch. But the sloth did not rush. He just hung there, swaying
gently. 'It is very quiet here,' said the sloth. 'I like quiet.' The
coendou's dark eyes grew wide. 'I like quiet too,' he
whispered. And just like that, they were friends. No big words.
Just quiet.




The sloth moved very slowly, and the coendou did not mind.
They went exploring together. The coendou scrambled along
branches, and the sloth followed at his own slow pace. They
found a path of soft moss. They found a tiny waterfall made of
dew. They did not talk much. They just liked being together.
The treetops felt even friendlier now.
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One afternoon, the coendou smelled something sweet. 'Do you
smell that?' he asked. The sloth sniffed the air slowly. '‘Mmm,'
he said. 'Flowers.' They followed the sweet smell. It led them
past a thick curtain of leaves. The coendou pushed the leaves
aside with his little nose. And then they both stopped. They
could not believe their eyes.




Behind the leaves was a hidden treetop garden. Flowers of
every color bloomed on the branches. Butterflies fluttered like
tiny pieces of rainbow. The sun shone through the leaves and
made everything sparkle. '‘Oh,' whispered the coendou. 'It's
beautiful.' The sloth smiled his slow smile. 'It is,' he said. 'And
it is quiet here too. Just our kind of place.'
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The little coendou and the sloth rested in the garden. The
coendou found a juicy red fruit. He shared it with the sloth.
The sloth found a soft patch of moss. He saved half for the
coendou. They ate side by side, without a word. The butterflies
danced around them. The flowers nodded in the breeze. It was
the best afternoon ever.



From that day on, the coendou and the sloth met in the hidden
garden every day. Sometimes they just sat and listened to the
leaves. Sometimes they shared fruit. Sometimes the sloth told
a slow, sleepy story. The coendou would curl his tail around a
branch and listen. They did not need many words. Their quiet
friendship was enough.



One day, a strong wind blew through the treetops. The little
coendou held on tight. The sloth held on too. But the wind
shook the garden. Petals flew everywhere. The butterflies hid
under leaves. The coendou felt worried. 'Will the garden be
okay?' he asked. The sloth looked around slowly. 'We can help,'
he said. 'Together.'
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The coendou and the sloth worked together. The coendou used
his little paws to push fallen petals back to the flowers. The
sloth used his long claws to gently move a broken branch.
They did not hurry. They did not fuss. They just helped, quietly.
Slowly, the garden began to look happy again. The butterflies
came back out to play.




When the wind stopped, the garden was safe. The coendou
looked at the sloth. 'We did it," he said. The sloth nodded. ‘We
did,' he said. '‘Because we helped each other.' The coendou felt
warm inside. He had learned something important. You do not
need to be big or loud to make a difference. Small, quiet
kindness is strong too.




The little coendou and the sloth sat side by side. The sun set,
and the sky turned pink and gold. 'Thank you for being my
friend,' said the coendou. The sloth smiled his sleepy smile.
‘Thank you for being mine,' he said. They watched the stars
come out, one by one. The garden glowed softly. It was a
perfect, quiet evening.
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From then on, the little coendou never felt lonely again. He
still loved quiet. But now his quiet was shared with a friend.
The sloth was slow, and the coendou was small. But together,
they were happy. They had the hidden garden, the butterflies,
and each other. And that was more than enough.
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The little coendou learned that friendship does not need many
words. A shared fruit, a resting place, a gentle smile—these
are the things that matter. Sometimes the quietest friendships
are the most meaningful of all. So if you ever meet a quiet
friend, sit beside them. Share something small. You might find
a garden of your own.




And if you listen very carefully, high in the treetops, you might
hear a soft rustle. It is the little coendou and the slow sloth,
resting in their hidden garden. They are not saying much. They
are just being friends. And that is the best sound of all.
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