= Dttt

Vaviiz DEMIRKIRAN.




The Chocolate Garden
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Daisy skipped through Grandpa Ollie's garden, her red rubber
boots crunching on the path. Her straw hat bobbed and her
curly puff hair bounced with red ribbons. Grandpa Ollie
handed her a small cloth bag. "These magic seeds are special,"
he said, his blue eyes crinkling. "Plant them with care, and
something wonderful will grow." Daisy promised she would,
her hazel eyes wide with wonder.
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At home, Daisy dug small holes in her garden bed. Pip the
robin perched on a branch, his blue leg ribbon fluttering, and
chirped advice. She dropped each magic seed into the soil and
patted it down. "Grow, little seeds," she whispered. Every day
she watered them and pulled out weeds. Her yellow overalls
got muddy, but she did not mind at all.
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One morning, Daisy gasped. Tiny green shoots had poked
through the soil, and they smelled sweet like chocolate. She
ran to tell Grandpa Ollie, who smiled behind his white
moustache. "Your chocolate garden is beginning," he said. Pip
flew in circles, singing loudly. Daisy could hardly wait to see
what would grow next in her special garden.

3




The shoots grew into bushes covered in shiny green leaves.
But these were no ordinary leaves—they smelled like cocoa.
Daisy picked one and nibbled it. "Mmm, cocoa leaves!" she
cried. Pip tasted a crumb and chirped happily. Grandpa Ollie
stopped by and nodded wisely. "The magic seeds are working.
You must care for them every day." Daisy watered and weeded
with extra love.




Soon, chocolate-covered berries appeared on the bushes,
plump and sweet. Caramel-scented flowers bloomed in yellow
and pink, filling the air with a delicious smell. Daisy shared the
treats with Grandpa Ollie, and Pip gobbled up the berries.
“This is the most wonderful garden in the world!" Daisy
declared. Word spread quickly about the amazing chocolate
garden in the little village.



Visitors came from nearby farms, then from faraway villages.
They walked in awe among the chocolate-covered berries and
cocoa leaves. A tall girl named Mira arrived with a woven
basket and a light blue headscarf. "I have never seen anything
like this!" she said, her dark eyes shining. Daisy proudly
showed her the caramel-scented flowers and shared a handful
of sweet berries.



More and more visitors arrived each day. They picked berries
by the handful and pulled cocoa leaves without care. They
trampled the flower beds and snapped branches. "We want
chocolate!" they shouted. Daisy felt worried. The chocolate
garden was losing its lovely shape, and the plants looked tired
and droopy. Pip chirped loudly, his red-orange breast puffed
with alarm.




One morning, Daisy noticed that the leaves were turning
brown and the berries were tiny. The caramel-scented flowers
had stopped blooming. Pip hopped on her shoulder and
chirped sadly. "Oh no," Daisy whispered. "My chocolate garden
is withering!" She ran to Grandpa Ollie, her eyes full of tears.
He listened gently and patted her hand. "You must find a way
to share that also cares for the plants."

8



Daisy thought and thought. She watched visitors pulling at the
plants and felt very sad. Then she had an idea. She would
make a fair plan for everyone. She found some smooth stones
and painted them with little signs. She wrote "Pick gently" and
"Take only what you need." She made a small gate from sticks
and placed a sign that said "Welcome to the Sharing Garden."
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At first, the visitors did not understand. They reached for the
biggest berries and tugged at the leaves. Daisy stood on a
stump and called out, "Please listen! If we all pick gently, the
garden will grow back for everyone." Mira stepped forward
and nodded. "Daisy is right," she said. "Let's help the garden."
She showed the visitors how to pick only ripe berries and leave
the rest.
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Daisy explained her fair plan. "Each person can pick a small
basket of berries and a few cocoa leaves. Then we must water
and weed. We take turns helping the garden grow." The
visitors looked at each other and nodded. They put down their
big baskets and picked gently. Some pulled weeds, and others
watered the thirsty plants. The chocolate garden began to perk

up.




Pip flew around, scattering seeds into new soil. Mira tied on
her apron and taught the visitors how to care for the plants.
"Water at the roots," she said. "And never pull the flowers."
The garden visitors learned quickly. They worked together
with kind hearts. Daisy smiled as the plants stood tall again,
and new green shoots pushed up through the soft brown earth.
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Weeks passed, and the chocolate garden grew back stronger
than before. Chocolate-covered berries shone on every bush,
and cocoa leaves rustled in the breeze. Caramel-scented
flowers bloomed in bright colors. Mira became Daisy's helper,
and together they welcomed each visitor with a smile.
"Remember the fair plan," Daisy said. "Pick gently, take a little,
and give back to the garden."




Word spread that the sharing garden was open to all who
cared for it. Families came with small baskets and happy
hearts. They picked a few treats and then stayed to help.
Children watered the plants while grown-ups pulled weeds.
Everyone laughed and shared stories. The sweet smell of
caramel and chocolate filled the air, and the garden hummed
with joyful voices.
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Grandpa Ollie visited often, his round spectacles glinting in the
sun. He watched Daisy and Mira teach the visitors. "You have
done well," he said, his white moustache twitching with pride.
"You learned that sharing discoveries responsibly benefits
everyone." Daisy hugged him tightly. Pip chirped from a
branch, his blue ribbon fluttering, and the garden visitors
clapped their hands.




Now the chocolate garden is a happy place where everyone
shares. Daisy still wears her straw hat and tends the plants
every day. Mira brings new friends, and Pip scatters seeds for
new bushes. The garden stays healthy and sweet, season after
season. Visitors come and go with gentle hands and grateful
hearts, and the chocolate garden gives its treats to all who
care.
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