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Once upon a time, a little capybara with warm brown fur and a

blunt square snout wandered far from the busy river. He

carried a small woven grass pouch filled with seeds. One day,

he found a quiet wetland where dragonflies hummed and soft

mud squished under his short, sturdy legs. The little capybara

smiled. Here, he thought, I can start a garden.
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The little capybara set to work. He dug small holes with his

tiny front paws and dropped in seeds from his pouch. He

patted the soil gently and whispered, "Grow, little seeds,

grow." The wetland was peaceful, with tall reeds and shallow

pools. The capybara felt calm and happy. This would be his

garden, and he would tend it every day.
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Day by day, the garden grew. Green shoots pushed up through

the mud, and tiny buds appeared. The little capybara carried

water in his pouch and hummed to the plants. He loved the

quiet, and he loved the garden. But sometimes, when the wind

blew, he felt a little lonely. He wished someone would visit his

wetland garden.
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Then one morning, a marsh bird landed nearby. She had soft

blue-grey feathers, long thin legs, and a braided reed band

around one leg. She tilted her head and said, "What a lovely

garden! May I help?" The little capybara was surprised. He

had never had a helper before. "I don't know," he said slowly. "I

like my quiet garden."

4



The marsh bird was eager. She stepped into the garden with

her long legs and began poking her beak into the soil. "I can

dig for bugs," she said. "No, no!" cried the capybara. "You'll

dig up my seeds!" They did not share the space well. The bird

splashed water from the pool, and the capybara frowned. The

garden felt noisy and crowded.
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That afternoon, they tried again. The bird wanted to plant

reeds by the water, but the capybara wanted flowers there.

"This is my garden!" he said. "But I want to help!" said the

bird. They argued until the sun grew low. The little capybara

felt cross. The marsh bird felt sad. They both sat at opposite

ends of the garden and said nothing.
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As the sky turned pink, the little capybara looked at his seeds.

He had plenty. His kind heart softened. He waddled over to the

marsh bird and opened his woven pouch. "Here," he said.

"Take some seeds. You can plant them by the water. I'm sorry I

didn't share." The bird's amber eyes brightened. "Thank you!"

she chirped. "I will bring water and songs!"
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The marsh bird flew off and returned with her beak full of

water. She dripped it gently onto the new seeds. Then she sang

a sweet, trilling song. The little capybara smiled. He showed

her how to pat the soil. Together, they planted flowers and

reeds side by side. The garden began to feel bigger and

happier with two friends working in it.
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Soon, a little frog hopped out of the reeds. He had bright

green skin and large golden eyes, and a dewdrop-like bead on

a grass string around his neck. "I heard your song!" he said.

"Can I help too?" The capybara and the bird welcomed him.

The frog carried tiny seeds on his back and water droplets on

his toes. He hopped between plants, adding cheerful chirps.
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Other animals heard the happy sounds. A family of ducks

paddled by, and a dragonfly danced in the sun. They all wanted

to visit the wetland garden. The capybara shared his seeds

with everyone. The marsh bird sang for all. The little frog

showed the way. The garden was no longer quiet, but it was

full of friendly voices and green, growing things.
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One day, an old turtle with a mossy shell came slowly up from

the pond. He had deep green wrinkled skin and calm dark

eyes. "I have watched your garden grow," he said in a slow,

wise voice. "Sharing makes a home for everyone." The

capybara nodded. He offered the turtle a patch of soft moss to

rest on. The turtle smiled and stayed.
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The old turtle helped keep peace. When two ducklings argued

over a worm, he said gently, "There is enough for all." The

marsh bird sang a song that made everyone feel calm. The

capybara shared the last of his seeds. The little frog carried

water to the farthest plants. They all worked together, and the

garden bloomed brighter than ever.
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The wetland garden grew green and full of happy sounds.

Flowers nodded in the breeze, and reeds whispered by the

water. The capybara and the marsh bird became best friends.

They sat together at sunset, the bird's blue-grey feathers close

to the capybara's warm brown fur. "Thank you for sharing,"

said the bird. "Thank you for staying," said the capybara.
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The old turtle reminded them, "When we share, everyone feels

at home." The little frog agreed with a happy croak. The

garden was a place of peace and harmony, where every animal

had a spot. The capybara looked around at his friends and felt

his heart swell. He had started with a quiet wetland, and now

he had a family. Sharing had made it all possible.
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And so the little capybara's garden grew and grew, not just in

size, but in kindness. The marsh bird's songs echoed over the

water, and the frog's cheerful hops kept everyone smiling. The

old turtle tended the reeds and flowers with gentle care. They

learned that sharing makes everyone feel at home, and the

garden grew in peace and harmony.
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If you ever visit a quiet wetland, listen closely. You might hear

a soft song, a happy croak, and the gentle rustle of reeds. That

is the little capybara's garden, where friends share seeds and

water and songs. And if you bring a kind heart, you will always

find a place there. For sharing creates harmony, and harmony

makes a home.
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